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L 


ET  me  hire  you  as  a  nurse  for  my  poor  children," 
said  a  Butterfly  to  a  quiet  Caterpillar,  who  was 
strolling  along  a  cabbage-leaf  in  her  odd  lumbering  way. 
**  See  these  little  eggs,"  continued  the  Butterfly  ;  **  I  don't 
know  how  long  it  will  be  before  they  come  to  life,  and  I 
feel  very  sick  and  poorly,  and  if  I  should  die,  who  will 
take  care  of  my  baby  butterflies  when  I  am  gone  ?  Will 
you,  kind,  mild,  green  Caterpillar?  But  you  must  mind 
what  you  give  them  to  eat.  Caterpillar ! — they  cannot,  of 
course,  live  on  your  rough  food.  You  must  give  them 
early  dew,  and  honey  from  the  flowers  :  and  you  must  let 
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them  fly  about  only  a  little  way  at  first ;  for,  of  course^ 
one  can't  expect  them  to  use  their  wings  properly  all  at 
once.  Dear  me  !  it  is  a  sad  pity  you  cannot  fly  yourself. 
But  I  have  no  time  to  look  for  another  nurse  now,  so  you 
will  do  your  best,  I  hope.  Dear!  dear  !  I  cannot  think 
what  made  me  come  and  lay  my  eggs  on  a  cabbage-leaf ! 
What  a  place  for  young  butterflies  to  be  born  upon  !  Still 
you  will  be  kind,  will  you  not,  to  the  poor  little  ones? 
Here,  take  this  gold-dust  from  my  wings  as  a  reward.  Oh, 
how  dizzy  I  am  !  Caterpillar  !  you  will  remember  about 
the  food " 

And  with  these  words  the  Butterfly  drooped  her  wings 
and  died  ;  and  the  green  Caterpillar,  who  had  not  had  the 
opportunity  of  even  saying  Yes  or  No  to  the  request,  was 
left  standing  alone  by  the  side  of  the  Butterfly's  eggs. 

"A  pretty  nurse  she  has  chosen,  indeed,  poor  lady!" 
exclaimed  she,  "  and  a  pretty  business  I  have  on  hand  I 
Why,  her  .senses  must  have  left  her  or  she  never  would 
have  asked  a  poor  crawling  creature  like  me  to  bring  up 
her  dainty  little  ones  !  Much  they  *11  mind  me,  truly,  when 
they  feel  the  gay  wings  on  their  backs,  and  can  fly  away 
out  of  my  sight  whenever  they  choose !  Ah  !  how  silly 
some  people  are,  in  spite  of  their  painted  clothes  and  the 
gold-dust  on  their  wings!  " 

However,  the  poor  Butterfly  was  dead,  and  there  lay 
the  eggs  on  the  cabbage-leaf ;  and  the  green  Caterpillar 
had  a  kind  heart,  so  she  resolved  to  do  her  best.  But  she 
got  no  sleep  that  night,  she  was  so  very  anxious.     She 
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made  her  back  quite  ache  with  walking  all  night  round 
her  young  charges,  for  fear  any  harm  should  happen  to 
them ;  and  in  the  morning  says  she  to  herself — 

**  Two  heads  are  better  than  one.  I  will  consult  some 
^se  animal  on  the  matter,  and  get  advice.  How  should 
a  poor  crawling  creature  like  me  know  what  to  do  without 
asking  my  betters  ?  " 

But  still  there  was  a  difficulty — whom  should  the  Cater- 
pillar consult  ?  There  was  the  shaggy  Dog  who  sometimes 
came  into  the  garden.  But  he  was  so  rough ! — he  would 
most  likely  whisk  all  the  eggs  off  the  cabbage-leaf  with 
one  brush  of  his  tail,  if  she  called  him  near  to  talk  to  her, 
and  then  she  should  never  forgive  herself.  There  was 
the  Tom  Cat,  to  be  sure,  who  would  sometimes  sit  at  the 
foot  of  the  apple-tree,  basking  himself  and  warming  his 
fur  in  the  sunshine  ;  but  he  was  so  selfish  and  indifferent ! 
— there  was  no  hope  of  his  giving  himself  the  trouble  to 
think  about  butterflies'  eggs.  "  I  wonder  which  is  the 
wisest  of  all  the  animals  I  know,"  sighed  the  Caterpillar, 
in  great  distress ;  and  then  she  thought,  and  thought,  till 
at  last  she  thought  of  the  Lark;  and  she  fancied  that 
because  he  went  up  so  high,  and  nobody  knew  where  he 
went  to,  he  must  be  very  clever,  and  know  a  great  deal, 
for  to  go  up  very  high  (which  she  could  never  do),  was 
the  Caterpillar's  idea  of  perfect  glory. 

Now  in  the  neighbouring  corn-field  there  lived  a  Lark, 
and  the  Caterpillar  sent  a  message  to  him,  to  beg  him  to 
come  and  talk  to  her,  and  when  he  came  she  told  him  all 
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"  What  a  time  the  Lark  has  been  gone !  '*  she  cried,  at 
last.  "  I  wonder  where  he  is  just  now  !  I  would  give  all 
my  legs  to  know !  He  must  have  flown  up  higher  than 
usual  this  time,  I  do  think!  How  I  should  like  to  know 
where  it  is  that  he  goes  to,  and  what  he  hears  in  that 
curious  blue  sky !  He  always  sings  in  going  up  and  coming 
down,  but  he  never  lets  any  secret  out.  He  is  very,  very 
close ! " 

And  the  green  Caterpillar  took  another  turn  round  the 
Butterfly's  eggs. 

At  last  the  Lark's  voice  began  to  be  heard  again.  The 
Caterpillar  almost  jumped  for  joy,  and  it  was  not  long 
before  she  saw  her  friend  descend  with  hushed  note  to  the 
cabbage  bed. 

**  News,  news,  glorious  news,  friend  Caterpillar  !  "  sang 
the  Lark ;  "  but  the  worst  of  it  is,  you  won't  believe 
me  I 

"  I  believe  everything  I  am  told,'*  observed  the  Cater- 
pillar, hastily. 

"  Well,  then,  first  of  all,  I  will  tell  you  what  these  little 
creatures  are  to  eat  " — and  the  Lark  nodded  his  beak 
towards  the  eggs.  '*  What  do  you  think  it  is  to  be? 
Guess !  " 

**  Dew,  and  the  honey  out  of  flowers,  I  am  afraid,'*  sighed 
the  Caterpillar. 

••  No  such  thing,  old  lady !  Something  simpler  than 
that.     Something  that  you  can  get  at  quite  easily." 
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"  I  can  get  at  nothing  quite  easily  but  cabbage-leaves," 
murmured  the  Caterpillar,  in  distress. 

**  Excellent !  my  good  friend,"  cried  the  Lark,  exult- 
ingly ;  "  you  have  found  it  out.  You  are  to  feed  them 
with  cabbage-leaves." 

**  Never  /  "  said  the  Caterpillar,  indignantly.  "  It  was 
their  dying  mother's  last  request  that  I  should  do  no  such 
thing." 

"  Their  dying  mother  knew  nothing  about  the  matter," 
persisted  the  Lark ;  **  but  why  do  you  ask  me,  and  then 
disbelieve  what  I  say  ?  You  have  neither  faith  nor  trust." 

"  Oh,  I  believe  anything  I  am  told,"  said  the  Caterpillar. 

"  Nay,  but  you  do  not,"  replied  the  Lark  ;  **  you  wont 
believe  me  even  about  the  food,  and  yet  that  is  but  a 
beginning  of  what  I  have  to  tell  you.  Why,  Caterpillar, 
what  do  you  think  these  little  eggs  will  turn  out  to  be?" 

"  Butterflies,  to  be  sure,"  said  the  Caterpillar. 

**  Caterpillars  !  "  sang  the  Lark  ;  "  and  you  '11  find  it  out 
in  time  ;  "  and  the  Lark  flew  away,  for  he  did  not  want  to 
stay  and  contest  the  point  with  his  friend. 

"  I  thought  the  Lark  had  been  wise  and  kind,"  observed 
the  mild  green  Caterpillar,  once  more  beginning  to  walk 
round  the  eggs,  "  but  I  find  that  he  is  foolish  and  saucy 
instead.  Perhaps  he  went  up  too  high  this  time.  Ah,  it  *s 
a  pity  when  people  who  soar  so  high  are  silly  and  rude 
nevertheless !  Dear !  I  still  wonder  whom  he  sees,  and 
what  he  does  up  yonder." 
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"  I  would  tell  you  if  you  would  believe  me,"  sang  the 
Lark,  descending  once  more. 

"  I  believe  everything  I  am  told/*  reiterated  the  Cater- 
pillar, with  as  grave  a  face  as  if  it  were  a  fact. 

"Then  I  *11  tell  you  something  else,"  cried  the  Lark; 
**  for  the  best  of  my  news  remains  behind.  You  will  one 
day  be  a  butterfly  yourself'' 

"  Wretched  bird  !  "  exclaimed  the  Caterpillar, "  you  jest 
with  my  inferiority — now  you  are  cruel  as  well  as  foolish. 
Go  away  !  I  will  ask  your  advice  no  more." 

"  I  told  you  you  would  not  believe  me,"  cried  the  Lark, 
nettled  in  his  turn. 

"  I  believe  everything  that  I  am  told,"  persisted  the 
Caterpillar ;  "  that  is  " — and  she  hesitated — "  everything 
that  it  is  reasonable  to  believe.  But  to  tell  me  that  but- 
terflies* eggs  are  caterpillars,  and  that  caterpillars  leave  off 
crawling  and  get  wings,  and  become  butterflies  ! — Lark  ! 
you  are  too  wise  to  believe  such  nonsense  yourself,  for  you 
know  it  is  impossible." 

"  I  know  no  such  thing,"  said  the  Lark,  warmly. 
*'  Whether  I  hover  over  the  corn-fields  of  earth,  or  go  up 
into  the  depths  of  the  sky,  I  see  so  many  wonderful  things, 
I  know  no  reason  why  there  should  not  be  more.  Oh, 
Caterpillar!  it  is  because  you  crawl,  because  you  never  get 
beyond  your  cabbage-leaf,  that  you  call  any  thing  intpos- 

sibur 

**  Nonsense  ! "  shouted  the  Caterpillar,  **  I  know  what 's 
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possible,  and  what  *s  not  possible,  according  to  my  ex- 
perience and  capacity,  as  well  as  you  do.  Look  at  my 
long  green  body  and  these  endless  legs,  and  then  talk 
to  me  about  having  wings  and  a  painted  feathery  coat ! 
Fool ! " 

**  And  fool  you  you  would-be-wise  Caterpillar!  '*  cried 
the  indignant  Lark.  "  Fool,  to  attempt  to  reason  about 
what  you  cannot  understand  !  Do  you  not  hear  how  my 
song  swells  with  rejoicing  as  I  soar  upwards  to  the  mys- 
terious wonder-world  above?  Oh,  Caterpillar,  what  comes 
to  you  from  thence,  receive,  as  /do,  upon  trust." 

'*  That  is  what  you  call " 

"'Faith,''  interrupted  the  Lark. 

*'  How  am  I  to  learn  faith  ?  "  asked  the  Caterpillar. 

At  that  moment  she  felt  something  at  her  side.  She 
looked  round — eight  or  ten  little  green  caterpillars  were 
moving  about,  and  had  already  made  a  show  of  a  hole  in 
the  cabbage-leaf.  They  had  broken  from  the  Butterfly's 
eggs ! 

Shame  and  amazement  filled  our  green  friend's  heart, 
but  joy  soon  followed  ;  for,  as  the  first  wonder  was 
possible,  the  second  might  be  so  too.  **  Teach  me  your 
lesson,  Lark  ! "  she  would  say  ;  and  the  Lark  sang  to  her 
of  the  wonders  of  the  earth  below  and  of  the  heaven 
above.  And  the  Caterpillar  talked  all  the  rest  of  her  life 
to  her  relations  of  the  time  when  she  should  be  a 
Butterfly. 

But  none  of  them  believed  her.     She  nevertheless  had 
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learnt  the  Lark's  lesson  of  faith,  and  when  she  was  going 
into  her  chrysalis  grave,  she  said — 
"  I  shall  be  a  Butterfly  some  day  !  '* 
But  her  relations  thought  her  head  was  wandering,  and 
they  said,  "  Poor  thing  !  '* 

And  when  she  was    a  Butterfly,  and  was 
going  to  die  again,  she  said — 
^W  V   y  "  ^     have    known     many    won- 

ders—  I    have    faith — I    can 
trust  even    now    for  what  shall 
come  next !  ** 


Zbc  Xiobt  of  XTrutb 

••  We  know  that  all  things  work  together  for  good." — Rom.,  viii.,  28. 

"  F^ET  EST  ABLE  phantom!"  cried  the  traveller,  as 

I  J  his  horse  sank  with  him  into  the  morass ;  "  to 
what  a  miserable  end  have  you  lured  me  by  your 
treacherous   light !  '* 

"  The  same  old  story  for  ever  !  '*  muttered  the  Will-o*- 
the-Wisp,  in  reply.  **  Always  throwing  blame  on  others 
for  troubles  you  have  brought  upon  yourself.  What  more 
could  have  been  done  for  you,  unhappy  creature,  than  I 
have  done  ?  All  the  weary  night  through  have  I  danced 
on  the  edge  of  this  morass,  to  save  you  and  others  from 
ruin.  If  you  have  rushed  in  further  and  further,  like  a 
headstrong  fool,  in  spite  of  my  warning  light,  who  is  to 
blame  but  yourself?'* 

"  I  am  an  unhappy  creature,  indeed,"  rejoined  the 
traveller :  **  I  took  your  light  for  a  friendly  lamp,  but 
have  been  deceived  to  my  destruction." 

**  Yet  not  by  ;//r,"  cried  the  Will-o*-the-Wisp,  anxiously. 
"  I  work  out  my  appointed  business  carefully  and  cease- 
lessly. My  light  is  ever  a  friendly  lamp  to  the  wise.  It 
misleads  none  but  the  headstrong  and  ignorant." 


The  Light  of  Truth.  1 1 

"  Headstrong !  ignorant !  "  exclaimed  the  Statesman, 
for  such  the  traveller  was.  "  How  little  do  you  know  to 
whom  you  are  speaking  !  Trusted  by  my  King—  honoured 
by  my  country — the  leader  of  her  counsels — ah,  my 
country,  my  poor  country,  who  will  take  my  place  and 
guide  you  when  I  am  gone  ?  " 

"  A  guide  who  cannot  guide  himself !  Misjudging, 
misled,  and — though  wise,  perhaps,  in  the  imperfect  laws 
of  society — ignorant  in  the  glorious  laws  of  Nature  and 
of  Truth — who  will  miss  you,  presumptuous  being  ?  You 
have  mistaken  the  light  that  warned  you  of  danger,  for 
the  star  that  was  to  guide  you  to  safety.  Alas  for  your 
country,  if  no  better  leader  than  you  can  be  found  !  *' 

The  Statesman  never  spoke  again,  and  the  Will-o*-the- 
Wisp  danced  back  to  the  edge  of  the  black  morass  ;  and 
as  he  flickered  up  and  down,  he  mourned  his  luckless  fate 
— always  trying  to  do  good — so  often  vilified  and  mis- 
judged. "Yet,"  said  he  to  himself,  as  he  sent  out  his 
beams  through  the  cheerless  night,  "  I  will  not  cease  to 
try  ;  who  knows  but  that  I  may  save  somebody  yet !  But 
what  an  ignorant  world  I  live  in  !  ** 

**  Cruel  monster !  '*  shrieked  the  beautiful  Girl  in  wild 
despair,  as  her  feet  plunged  into  the  swamp,  and  she 
struggled  in  vain  to  find  firmer  ground,  **  you  have 
betrayed  me  to  my  death ! " 

"  Ay,  ay,  I  said  so !  It  is  always  some  one  else  who  is 
to  blame,  and  never  yourself,  when  pretty  fools  like  you 
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*  We  know  that  all  things  work  together  for  good.** — Rom.,  viii.,  38. 


"  "TXETESTABLE  phantom!"  cried  the  traveller,  as 

I  J  his  horse  sank  with  him  into  the  morass ;  "  to 
what  a  miserable  end  have  you  lured  me  by  your 
treacherous   light !  " 

"  The  same  old  story  for  ever  !  **  muttered  the  Will-o*- 
the-Wisp,  in  reply.  "  Always  throwing  blame  on  others 
for  troubles  you  have  brought  upon  yourself.  What  more 
could  have  been  done  for  you,  unhappy  creature,  than  I 
have  done  ?  All  the  weary  night  through  have  I  danced 
on  the  edge  of  this  morass,  to  save  you  and  others  from 
ruin.  If  you  have  rushed  in  further  and  further,  like  a 
headstrong  fool,  in  spite  of  my  warning  light,  who  is  to 
blame  but  yourself  ?  '* 

"  I  am  an  unhappy  creature,  indeed,"  rejoined  the 
traveller :  **  I  took  your  light  for  a  friendly  lamp,  but 
have  been  deceived  to  my  destruction." 

"  Yet  not  by  me,'*  cried  the  Will-o*-the-Wisp,  anxiously. 
"  I  work  out  my  appointed  business  carefully  and  cease- 
lessly. My  light  is  ever  a  friendly  lamp  to  the  wise.  It 
misleads  none  but  the  headstrong  and  ignorant." 
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"  Headstrong !  ignorant !  **  exclaimed  the  Statesman, 
for  such  the  traveller  was.  "  How  little  do  you  know  to 
whom  you  are  speaking  !  Trusted  by  my  King—  honoured 
by  my  country — the  leader  of  her  counsels — ah,  my 
country,  my  poor  country,  who  will  take  my  place  and 
guide  you  when  I  am  gone  ?  " 

"  A  guide  who  cannot  guide  himself !  Misjudging, 
misled,  and — though  wise,  perhaps,  in  the  imperfect  laws 
of  society — ignorant  in  the  glorious  laws  of  Nature  and 
of  Truth — who  will  miss  you,  presumptuous  being  ?  You 
have  mistaken  the  light  that  warned  you  of  danger,  for 
the  star  that  was  to  guide  you  to  safety.  Alas  for  your 
country,  if  no  better  leader  than  you  can  be  found  !  " 

The  Statesman  never  spoke  again,  and  the  Will-o*-the- 
Wisp  danced  back  to  the  edge  of  the  black  morass ;  and 
as  he  flickered  up  and  down,  he  mourned  his  luckless  fate 
— always  trying  to  do  good — so  often  vilified  and  mis- 
judged. "Yet,"  said  he  to  himself,  as  he  sent  out  his 
beams  through  the  cheerless  night,  "  I  will  not  cease  to 
try  ;  who  knows  but  that  I  may  save  somebody  yet !  But 
what  an  ignorant  world  I  live  in  !  ** 

"  Cruel  monster !  **  shrieked  the  beautiful  Girl  in  wild 
despair,  as  her  feet  plunged  into  the  swamp,  and  she 
struggled  in  vain  to  find  firmer  ground,  "  you  have 
betrayed  me  to  my  death ! " 

"  Ay,  ay,  I  said  so !  It  is  always  some  one  else  who  is 
to  blame,  and  never  yourself,  when  pretty  fools  like  you 
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deceive  themselves.  You  call  me  '  monster,* — why  did 
you  follow  a  *  monster'  into  a  swamp '^ '*  cried  the  poor 
Will-o'-the-Wisp,  angrily. 

**  I  thought  my  betrothed  had  come  out  to  meet  me.  I 
mistook  your  hateful  light  for  his.  Oh,  cruel  fiend,  I 
know  you  now!  Must  I  die  so  young,  so  fair ?  Must 
I  be  torn  from  life,  and  happiness,  and  love  ?  Ay,  dance  ! 
dance  on  in  your  savage  joy.'* 

**  Fool  as  you  are,  it  is  no  joy  to  me  to  see  you  perish," 
answered  the  Will-o'-the-Wisp.  "  It  is  my  appointed  law 
to  warn  and  save  those  who  will  be  warned.  It  is  my 
appointed  sorrow,  I  suppose,  that  the  recklessness  and 
ignorance  of  such  as  you,  persist  in  disregarding  that  law, 
and  turning  good  into  evil.  I  shone  bright  and  brighter 
before  you  as  you  advanced,  entreating  you,  as  it  were, 
to  be  warned.  But,  in  wilfulness,  you  pursued  me  to 
your  ruin.  What  cruel  mother  brought  you  up,  and  did 
not  teach  you  to  distinguish  the  steady  beam  that  guides 
to  happiness,  from  the  wandering  brilliancy  that  bodes 
destruction  !  " 

'*  My  poor  mother  !  '*  wept  the  Maiden  ;  **  what  words 
are  these  you  speak  of  her  ?  But  you,  in  your  savage  life, 
know  nothing  of  what  she  has  done  for  me,  her  only 
child.  Mistress  of  every  accomplishment  that  can  adorn 
and  delight  society,  my  lightest  word,  my  very  smile,  is  a 
law  to  the  world  we  move  in." 

**  Even  so  !  Accomplished  in  fleeting  and  fantastic  arts 
that  leave  no  memorial  behind  them — unacquainted  with 
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the  beauty  and  purposes  of  the  realities  around  you, 
which  work  from  age  to  age  in  silent  mercy  for  gracious 
ends,  and  put  to  shame  the  toil  that  has  no  aim  or  end. 
Oh,  that  you  had  but  known  the  law  by  which  I  live  !  '* 

The  Maiden  spoke  no  more,  and  soon  even  ceased  to 
struggle.  The  Will-o'-the-Wisp  danced  back  yet  another 
time  to  the  edge  of  the  bhck  morass ;  "  for,"  said  he,  '*  I 
may  save  somebody  yet.  But  what  a  foolish  world  I 
live  in  !  " 

"  The  old  Squire  should  mend  these  here  roads," 
observed  Hobbinoll  the  Farmer  to  his  son  Colin,  as  they 
drove  slowly  home  from  market  in  a  crazy  old  cart,  which 
shook  about  with  such  jerks,  that  little  Colin  tried  in  vain 
to  keep  curled  up  in  a  corner.  It  was  hard  to  say  whether 
the  fault  was  most  in  the  roads, — though  they  were  rather 
rutty,  it  must  be  owned, — or  in  the  stumbling  old  pony 
who  went  from  side  to  side,  or  in  the  not  very  sober 
driver,  who  seemed  unable  at  times  to  distinguish  the 
reins  apart,  so  that  he  gave  sudden  pulls,  first  one  way 
and  then  the  other.  But  through  all  these  troubles  it 
comforted  the  Farmer's  heart  to  lay  all  the  blame  on 
the  Squire  for  the  bad  roads  that  led  across  the  boggy 
moor.  Colin,  however,  took  but  little  interest  in  the 
matter;  but  at  length,  when  a  more  violent  jerk  than 
usual  threw  him  almost  sprawling  on  the  bottom  of  the 
cart,  he  jumped  up,  laid  hold  of  the  side  planks,  and 
began  to  look  around  him  with  his  half-sleepy  eyes,  trying 
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equal  and  alike,  with  an  energy  that  would  have  delighted 
Uncle  Collins  himself. 

When  the  Bee  had  finished  his  speech,  there  was 
first  a  silence  and  then  a  few  buzzes  of  anger,  and 
then  a  murmured  expression  of  plans  and  wishes. 
It  must  be  admitted,  their  ideas  of  how  to  remedy 
the  evil,  now  for  the  first  time  suggested  to  them, 
were  very  confused.  Some  wished  Uncle  Collins  could 
come  and  manage  all  the  bee-hives  in  the  country,  for 
they  were  sure  he  would  let  all  the  bees  be  queens,  and 
then  what  a  jolly  time  they  should  have.  And  when  the 
old  Relation  popped  his  head  round  the  corner  of  the 
cell  he  was  building,  just  to  inquire  "What  would  be 
the  fun  of  being  queens,  if  there  were  no  working-bees 
to  wait  on  one?"  the  little  coterie  of  rebels  buzzed 
very  loud,  and  told  him  he  was  a  fool,  for,  of  course, 
Uncle  Collins  would  take  care  that  the  tyrant  who  had  so 
long  been  queen,  and  the  royal  children,  now  ripening  in 
their  nurse-cells,  should  be  made  to  wait  on  them  while 
they  lasted. 

"  And  when  they  are  finished  ?  "  persisted  the  old  Rela- 
tion, with  a  laugh. 

•*  Buzz,  buzz !  '*  was  the  answer,  and  the  old  Relation 
held  his  tongue. 

Then  another  Bee  suggested  that  it  would,  after  all,  be 
very  awkward  for  them  all  to  be  queens,  for  who  would 
make  the  honey  and  wax,  and  build  the  honeycombs,  and 
nurse  the  children  ?     Would  it  not  be  best,  therefore,  that 
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there  should  be  no  queens  whatever,  but  that  they  should 
all  be  working-bees  ? 

But  then  the  tiresome  old  Relation  popped  his  head 
round  the  comer  again,  and  said,  he  did  not  quite  see  how 
that    change  would  benefit  them,  for  were  ^ 

they  not  all  working-bees  aU  Sm^ 

ready  \ — on  which  an  indignant 
buzz  was 


p>oured 
into  his  ear, 
and  he  retreated 
again   to  his  work. 

It  was  well  that  night 
at  last  came  on,  and  the  time 
arrived  when  the  labours  of  the 
day  were  over,  and  sleep  and  :>iicncc 
must  reign  in  the  hive.  With  the  dawn  of  the  morning, 
however,  the  troubled  thoughts  unluckily  returned,  and 
the  Traveller-bee  and  his  companions  kept  occasionally 
clustering  together  in  little  groups,  to  talk  over  their 
wrongs  and  a  remedy.    Meantime,  the  rest  of  the  hive  were 
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too  busy  to  pay  much  attention  to  them,  and  so  their 
idleness  was  not  detected.  But,  at  last,  a  few  hot- 
headed youngsters  grew  so  violent  in  their  different 
opinions,  that  they  lost  all  self-control,  and  a  noisy  quarrel 
would  have  broken  out,  but  that  the  Traveller-bee  flew  to 
them,  and  suggested  that,  as  they  were  grown  up  now,  and 
could  not  all  be  turned  into  queens,  they  had  best  sally 
forth  and  try  the  republican  experiment  of  all  being  work- 
ingbees  without  any  queen  whatever.  With  so  charming 
an  idea  in  view,  he  easily  persuaded  them  to  leave  the 
hive  ;  and  a  very  nice  swarm  they  looked  as  they  emerged 
into  the  open  air,  and  dispersed  about  the  garden  to  enjoy 
the  early  breeze.  But  a  swarm  of  bees,  without  a  queen, 
to  lead  them,  proved  only  a  helpless  crowd,  after  all.  The 
first  thing  they  attempted,  when  they  had  re-collected  to 
consult,  was,  to  fix  on  the  sort  of  place  in  which  they 
should  settle  for  a  home. 

'*  A  garden,  of  course,"  says  one.  "  A  field,"  says 
another.  *'  There  is  nothing  like  a  hollow  tree,"  remarked 
a  third.  **  The  roof  of  a  good  outhouse  is  best  protected 
from  wet,"  thought  a  fourth.  *'  The  branch  of  a  tree 
leaves  us  most  at  liberty."  cried  a  fifth.  '*  I  won't  give  up 
to  anybody,"  shouted  all. 

They  were  in  a  prosperous  way  to  settle,  were  they  not  ? 

"  I  am  very  angry  with  you,"  cried  the  Traveller-bee,  at 
last  ;  **  half  the  morning  is  gone  already,  and  here  we  are 
as  unsettled  as  when  we  left  the  hive ! " 

**  One  would  think  you  were  going  to  be  queen  over  us, 
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to  hear  you  talk,"  exclaimed  the  disputants.  "  If  we 
choose  to  spend  our  time  in  quarrelling,  what  is  that  to 
you  ?     Go  and  do  as  you  please  yourself !  *' 

And  he  did  ;  for  he  was  ashamed  and  unhappy  ;  and  he 
flew  to  the  further  extremity  of  the  garden  to  hide  his 
vexation  ;  where,  seeing  a  clump  of  beautiful  jonquils,  he 
dived  at  once  into  a  flower  to  soothe  himself  by  honey- 
gathering.  Oh,  how  he  enjoyed  it !  He  loved  the  flowers 
and  the  honey-gathering  more  than  ever,  and  began  his 
accustomed  murmur  of  delight,  and  had  serious  thoughts 
of  going  back  at  once  to  the  hive  as  usual,  when,  as  he  was 
coming  out  of  one  of  the  golden  cups,  he  met  his  old  Rela- 
tion coming  out  of  another. 

**  Who  would  have  thought  to  find  you  here  alone  ? " 
said  the  old  Relation.      "  Where  are  your  companions  ?  ** 

"  I  scarcely  know  ;  I  left  them  outside  the  garden." 

**  What  are  they  doing  ?  " 

"...  Quarrelling,  ..."  murmured  the  Traveller-bee. 

'*  What  about  ?  " 

"  What  they  are  to  do." 

"  What  a  pleasant  occupation  for  bees  on  a  sunshiny 
morning !  "  said  the  old  Relation,  with  a  sly  expression. 

"  Don't  laugh  at  me,  but  tell  me  what  to  do,"  said  the 
puzzled  Traveller.  **  What  Uncle  Collins  says  about 
nature  and  our  all  being  alike  sounds  very  true,  and  yet 
somehow  we  do  nothing  but  quarrel  when  we  try  to  be  all 
alike  and  equal." 

"  How  old  are  you  ?  "  asked  the  old  Relation. 
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"  Seven  days,"  answered  the  Traveller,  in  all  the  sauci- 
ness  of  youth  and  strength. 

"And  how  old  am  I?" 

"  Many  months,  I  am  afraid.** 

**  You  are  right,  I  am  an  oldish  bee.  Now,  my  dear 
friend,  let  us  fight !  ** 

"  Not  for  the  world.  I  am  the  stronger,  and  should 
hurt  you." 

"  I  wonder  what  makes  you  ask  advice  of  a  creature  so 
much  weaker  than  yourself?  ** 

"Oh,  what  can  your  weakness  have  to  do  with  your 
wisdom,  my  good  old  Relation  ?  I  consult  you  because 
I  know  you  are  wise ;  and  I  am  humbled  myself,  and  feel 
that  I  am  foolish.*' 

"  Old  and  young — strong  and  weak — wise  and  foolish 
— what  has  become  of  our  being  alike  and  equal  ?  But 
never  mind,  we  can  manage.  Now  let  us  agree  to  live  to- 
gether.** 

"  With  all  my  heart.     But  where  shall  we  live  ?  " 

"  Tell  me  first  which  of  us  is  to  decide,  if  we  differ  in 
opinion  ?  ** 

"  You  shall ;  for  you  are  wise.** 

**  Good  !     And  who  shall  collect  honey  for  food  ?  *' 

"/will;  for  I  am  strong.** 

"  Very  well ;  and  now  you  have  made  me  a  queen,  and 
yourself  a  working-bee  !  Ah  !  you  foolish  fellow,  won*t 
the  old  home  and  the  old  queen  do  ?  Don*t  you  see  that 
if  even  two  people  live  together,  there  must  be  a  head  to 
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lead  and  hands  to  follow  ?  How  much  more  in  the  case 
of  a  multitude !  '* 

Gay  was  the  song  of  the  Traveller-bee  as  he  wheeled 
over  the  flowers,  joyously  assenting  to  the  truth  of  what 
he  heard. 

"  Now  to  my  companions,"  he  cried  at  last.  And  the 
two  flew  away  together  and  sought  the  knot  of  discon- 
tented youngsters  outside  the  garden  wall. 

They  were  still  quarrelling,  but  no  energy  was  left 
them.  They  were  hungry  and  confused,  and  many  had 
already  flown  away  to  work  and  go  home  as  usual. 

And  very  soon  afterwards  a  cluster  of  happy,  buzzing 
bees,  headed  by  the  old  Relation  and  the  Traveller,  were 
seen  returning  with  wax-laden  thighs  to  their  hive. 

As  they  were  going  to  enter,  they  were  stopped  by  one 
of  the  little  sentinels  who  watch  the  doorway. 

"  Wait,**  cried  he ;  **  a  royal  corpse  is  passing  out.** 

And  so  it  was  ; — a  dead  queen  soon  appeared  in  sight, 
dragged  along  by  working  bees  on  each  side  ;  who,  having 
borne  her  to  the  edge  of  the  hive-stand,  threw  her  over 
for  interment. 

**  How  is  this  ?  what  has  happened  ?  **  asked  the  Trav- 
eller-bee in  a  tone  of  deep  anxiety  and  emotion.  "  Surely 
our  queen  is  not  dead  ?  *' 

"  Oh,  no  !  *'  answered  the  sentinel ;  "  but  there  has  been 
some  accidental  confusion  in  the  hive  this  morning.  Some 
of  the  cell-keepers  were  unluckily  absent,  and  a  young 
queen-bee  burst  through  her  cell,  which  ought  to  have 
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been  blocked  up  for  a  few  days  longer.  Of  course  the 
two  queens  fought  till  one  was  dead  ;  and,  of  course,  the 
weaker  one  was  killed.  \Vc  shall  not  be  able  to  send  off 
a  swarm  quite  so  soon  as  usual  this  year ;  but  these  acci- 
dents can't  be  helped.'* 

**  But  this  one  might  have  been  helped,"  thought  the 
Traveller-bee  to  himself,  as  with  a  pang  of  remorse  he 
remembered  that  he  had  been  the  cause  of  the  mischiev- 
ous confusion. 

"  You  see,"  buzzed  the  old  Relation,  nudging  up 
against  him,—  **  you  sec  c\qv\  queens  are  not  equal/  and 
that  there  can  be  but  one  ruler  at  once ! " 

And  the  Traveller-bee  murmured  a  heart-wrung  **  Yes." 

— And  thus  the  instincts  of  nature  confirm  the  reason- 
ing  conclusions  of  man. 
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•  Freely  ye  have  received,  freely  give." — Matthew,  x.,  8. 


A  PASSENGER  SHIP  was  passing  through  the  re- 
gion of  equatorial  calms.  For  days  she  had  lain 
under  an  atmosphere  of  oppressive  vapour.  The  sea 
wore  a  leaden,  inky  hue,  and  at  two  or  three  miles  dis- 
tance from  the  vessel,  air  and  ocean  seemed  to  melt  into 
each  other.  A  sort  of  hot  steaminess  prevailed,  which 
soaked  through  clothes,  sails,  and  every  article  on  board, 
and  produced  the  most  wretched  languor  and  depression 
in  every  one  subject  to  its  influence. 

Perple  bore  it  according  to  their  age,  experience  and 
habits  of  self-control.  The  old  sailors,  \/ho  kne-v  what 
they  had,  at  times,  to  expect  in  those  latitudes, — either 
from  burning  heat,  sufl^ocating  mists,  or  drenching  rains, 
— contented  themselves  with  wringing  out  their  clothes, 
and  enduring  patiently  what  could  not  be  avoided  or 
altered.  Several  of  the  passengers,  new  to  the  trial,  made 
the  nearly  vain  experiment  of  plunging  into  sea-water  for 
refreshment ;  but  even  sea-water  seemed  to  have  lost  its 
magically  tonic  power  here,  where  it  was  most  needed, 
under  the  burning  ardours  of  the  Line. 
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Others,  irritated  by  their  sensations,  irritated  them- 
selves yet  more  by  vehement  expressions  of  annoyance 
and  disgust.  They  railed  against  their  ill-luck,  in  having 
left  home  so  as  to  encounter  such  detestable  weather  in 
their  voyage ;  abused  themselves  as  fools  for  having 
subjected  themselves  to  such  a  risk,  and  looked  up 
with  faces  clouded  over  with  wrath  and  reproof  at 
those  *'  intolerable  and  accursed  mists  *' ;  which  hung^ 
truth  to  say,  above  and  around  the  vessel  on  every 
side  with  a  thickness  through  which  no  eye  could 
pierce. 

A  young  man  had  but  just  uttered  that  ill-conditioned 
phrase,  when  a  passenger  of  somewhat  advanced  age,  and 
a  demeanour  calmed  to  serenity  by  knowledge  and  reflec- 
tion, came  up  to  him,  and,  although  he  was  a  stranger, 
spoke.  **  Young  man,**  said  he,  **  cease  to  dishonour 
God  by  such  almost  blasphemous  complaints.  Look  up^ 
rather,  at  those  mists,  and  bless  Him  that  they  are  there. 
You'  are  indebted  to  them  for  the  very  bread  which  has 
supported  your  life  up  to  this  hour  of  your  ignorant 
ingratitude." 

And  the  man,  advanced  in  years  and  wisdom,  passed 
forward  along  the  deck,  and  left  the  youth  speechless 
among  his  astonished  companions. 

No  explanation  was  given,  and  not  another  word  of 
outward  murmuring  was  heard.  The  ship  went  on  her 
way ;  but  whether  that  youth,  after  they  emerged  from 
the  heavy  oppression  of  the  tropical  calms,  ever  sought 
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for   the   solution   of   the   old    man's   statement,  remains 
unknown. 

**  Come  back  to  me,  my  children,  let  us  not  part,'*  mur- 
mured the  Sea  to  the  Vapours,  which  rose  from  its  sur- 
face,  drawn  upwards  by  the  heat  of  the  tropical  sun. 
**  Return  to  my  bosom,  and  contribute  your  share  to  the 
preservation  of  my  greatness  and  strength." 

**  There  is  no  lasting  greatness  but  in  distributed  good,** 
replied  the  Vapours ;  "  behold  we  carry  your  cooling  in- 
fluence to  the  heated  air  around.  Let  us  alone,  O  Sea ! 
The  work  is  good.** 

"  But  carried  on  at  my  expense,**  murmured  the  Sea 
"  Is  the  air  your  parent,  and  not  I,  that  you  are  so  careful 
of  its  interests,  and  so  neglectful  of  mine  ?  Why  are  you 
thus  ungrateful  to  me,  from  whom  your  very  existence 
springs?  Oh,  foolish  children  !  by  diminishing  my  power 
you  are  sapping  the  foundations  of  your  own  life.  Your 
very  being  depends  on  mine.** 

**  Small  and  great,  great  and  small,  we  all  depend  on 
each  other,*'  sang  the  Vapours,  as  they  hovered  in  the 
air.  **  Mighty  Ocean,  give  us  of  your  abundance  for  those 
that  need.     It  is  but  little  that  we  ask.** 

**  Divided  interests  are  the  ruin  of  fools,**  muttered  the 
angry  Sea. 

"  But  extended  ones  the  glory  of  the  wise,"  replied  the 
Vapours,  as  they  still  continued  to  rise.  **  See,  now, 
have  we  not  done  ourselves  what  we  would  have  you  also 
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do?  Behold,  wc  have  left  our  salts  in  your  bosom  for 
those  that  need  them." 

"  And  I  have  cast  them  as  a  useless  burden  to  my  low- 
est  depths/*  exclaimed  the  Sea,  indignantly.  "  Have  I 
not  enough,  already  ?  Superfluous  bounties  deserve  but 
little  thanks,  methinks." 

**  Yet  in  those  depths,  f)crchance  they  may  be  as  wel- 
come as  we  to  the  air  above,**  persisted  the  Vapours. 

"It  is  ever  thus:  and  all  will  be  made  good  at  last. 
Small  and  great,  great  and  small,  we  are  dependent  on 
each  other  evermore.** 

"  Begone,  then,**  moaned  the  Sea.  **  You,  who  are 
willing  to  sacrifice  a  certain  good  for  an  uncertain  fancy, 
begone,  and  be  yourselves  the  first  victims  of  your  folly. 
The  breezes,  that  are  now  driving  you  forward  across  my 
surface,  will  rise  to  fur>',  and  blow  you  into  nothingness 
as  you  proceed.  Lost  among  the  stormy  gusts,  where 
will  be  your  use  to  others,  or  my  recompense  for  your 
loss?  You  will  not  even  exist  to  repent  of  this  mad 
desertion  of  your  home.  Adieu  !  for  ever  and  for  ever, 
adieu  I " 

"Adieu,  but  not  for  ever,**  answered  the  Vapours,  as 
they  dispersed  before  the  wind. 

It  was  not  a  satisfactory  parting,  perhaps  :  for  often  as 
their  race  had  made  the  journey  round  the  earth,  it  had 
never  fallen  within  the  power  of  any  portion  of  them  to 
explain  the  course  of  their  career  to  the  surface  sea,  which 
had  originally  grudged   their  departure.     However,    the 
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Vapours  had  now  commenced  their  circuit,  and  were 
carried  onward  by  the  steady  south-east  trade-winds  to 
the  regions  of  equatorial  calms,  that  wonderful  belt  of 
heat  and  accumulation,  where  they  were  met  by  breezes 
which,  in  like  manner,  were  travelling  from  the  north; 
and  here  this  meeting  caused  for  awhile  a  lingering  in  the 
career  of  both.  But  these  opposing  winds,  laden  with 
vapours  from  the  two  hemispheres,  had  each  their  mission, 
and  worked  under  an  appointed  law. 

It  was  their  province  to  carry  the  exhalations  from 
north  and  south  into  the  cooler  upper  sky,  where  once 
more  their  course  was  free  to  travel  round  the  world. 
Lifted  up  thus,  however,  no  sooner  had  the  Vapours 
entered  a  more  temperate  atmosphere,  than  their  particles 
expanded,  and  a  portion  of  them  clung  together  in  drops, 
which  whilst  under  the  influence  of  excessive  heat,  was 
never  the  case.  They  thus  became  much  heavier  than 
before ;  so  heavy,  indeed,  that  the  winds  were  not  able  to 
bear  them  aloft. 

"  You  cannot  carry  us  all,  '*  said  the  Vapours,  to  their 
struggling  supporters.  "  Some  of  us  will,  therefore,  return 
with  a  message  of  comfort  to  the  mighty  Sea,  to  tell  him 
all  is  well." 

But  even  when  they  came  down  in  torrents  of  rain  to 
his  bosom,  the  Sea  grumbled  still.  *'  It  is  well  that  a 
part,  at  least,  of  what  was  lost  returns,"  said  he.  But  he 
neither  knew  nor  cared  what  became  of  the  rest. 

The  rest,  however,  fared  happily  and  well ;    for   high 
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above  earth  and  sea — so  high,  indeed,  that  they  in  no 
way  interfered  with  the  wind;*  that  swept  below — they 
were  borne  along  by  the  upper  currents  of  air  which  were 
travelling  to  the  north,  and  carried  them  forward  on  their 
journey  of  beneficence  and  never<easing  good. 

Surely,   it   must    have  been   a  sweet   sensation  to   be 
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varying  breejtes  that  sport  over  tne  noituciii  hcinisphere, 
there  was  no  direction  in  which  they  were  not  to  be  found, 
A  portion  was  wanted  here,  another  portion  there ;  the 
snows  of  Iceland,  and  the  vineyards  of  Italy;  the  orange 
groves  of  Spain,  and  the  river  which  pours  over  the 
mighty  rocks  at  Niagara,  must  all  be  fed  at  their  appointed 
seasons,  and  the  food  was  travelling  to  them  now. 
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But  the  eye  would  weary,  which  strove  to  look  sympa- 
thizingly  round  the  vast  expanse  of  the  globe.  It  is 
enough  if  we  can  follow  the  Vapours  through  some  stages 
of  their  journey  of  love. 

On  the  summit  of  a  mountain^  over  whose  sides  the 
gorse  and  heather  were  wont  to  flower  together  in  bright 
profusion,  and  with  their  lovely  intermixture  of  hues,  all 
the  ground  was  parched  and  dry.  A  burning  sun  by  day, 
rarely  followed  by  dewy  nights;  a  summer  drought,  in 
fact,  had  ruled  for  weeks  over  the  spot,  and  the  shrunken 
flower-beds  and  parched  leaves  bore  painful  witness  to 
the  fact.  The  little  mountain  tarn  below  was  almost  dry, 
and  the  leaves  of  the  sundew  plants  by  its  sides,  which 
were  wont  to  revel  in  the  damp  surrounding  moss,  had 
lost  their  nature  altogether,  and  never  now  oflfered  their 
coronet  of  sparkling  drops  to  the  admiration  of  those 
that  passed. 

The  pretty  tumbling  waterfall  lower  down,  too,  which 
travellers  used  to  delight  to  visit,  and  which  was  fed  by 
streams  from  the  hills,  was  reduced  to  a  miserable  trickle. 
Cottage  children  were  sent  to  fetch  water  from  distances 
so  great,  that  they  sat  down  and  wept  by  the  road-side  on 
their  errand ;  and  farmers  wore  a  gloomy,  anxious  look, 
which  told  of  a  thousand  fears  about  their  crops  and 
cattle. 

But,  while  they  were  thus  troubled  and  careful,  lo,  the 
rescue  was  coming  from  afar!    yea,   travelling  towards 
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them  upon  the  wings  of  the  wind.  Vapours  from  tropical 
seas,  Vapours  which  had  left  behind  them  their  no-longer- 
needed  salts,  were  coming,  accumulated  as  clouds,  to  fall 
as  gracious  rain  and  dews  upon  the  thirsty  regions  of  the 
north. 

They  are  variable  and  fantastic  winds,  perhaps,  that 
course  over  the  northern  hemisphere.  Not  steady  and 
uniform  in  their  direction,  like  the  trade-winds  in  the 
tropics ;  nor  like  those  upper  currents  far  above  the  trade- 
winds,  which  carry  the  Vapours  to  the  second  belts  of 
calms.  No  !  variable  and  fantastic  they  certainly  are,  and^ 
therefore,  we  cannot  reckon  on  their  arrival  to  a  day, — 
nay,  not  to  a  month ;  but  on  their  arrival  at  last,  we  may 
always  surely  depend,  and  perhaps,  in  this  trial  of  patient 
expectation,  a  lesson  of  quiet  faith  is  intended  to  be  learnt. 

And  so,  just  as  farmers,  and  cottage  children,  and  the 
earth,  and  its  flowers,  and  leaves,  and  springs  of  water,, 
had  all  sunk  into  a  state  of  dismal  distrust  and  discomfort^ 
the  deliverance  came  to  them  as  they  slept ! 

Slight  variations  in  the  wind  had  been  observed  for 
more  than  a  day ;  but  still  no  change  of  weather  took 
place,  until  one  night  a  steady  breeze  from  the  south-west 
set  in,  and  prevailed  for  hours.  And  presently  there  was 
a  gathering  up  of  clouds  all  over  the  sky,  though  in  the 
darkness  of  the  night  their  arrival  passed  unobserved. 

Gracious  clouds !  they  were  the  Vapours  of  the  Sea^ 
which,  after  many  wanderings,  had  found  their  way  here, 
at  last,  on  their  mission  of  love.     And,  lo !  the  sound  of 


The  Circle  of  Blessing.        41 

waters  was  heard  once  more  on  the  dried-up  hills,  and 
sweet,  heavy  showers  dropped  down  on  the  delighted 
Earth.  All  night  long  it  continued,  and  all  night  long  the 
Earth  was  streaming  tears  of  joy ;  and  another  day  and 
another  night  succeeded,  during  which  more  or  less  of 
rain  or  dew  continued  to  descend. 

"  Welcome,  welcome,  oh  ye  showers  and  dew  !  "  were 
the  Earth's  first  words  ;  and,  "  Leave  me  now  no  more," 
her  constant  after-cry. 

**  Poor  Earth,  poor  Earth  ! "  murmured  the  Vapours, 
which,  condensed  into  raindrops,  were  trembling,  like 
diamonds,  on  the  leaves  and  flowers  in  the  sunshine  of 
the  second  dawn.  "  Poor  Earth,  poor  Earth  !  you  too 
refuse  to  learn  the  law  which  brought  us  here.  What 
you  have  received  so  freely,  will  you  not  freely  give  ? 

"  Nay  ;  but  linger  with  me  yet/*  expostulated  the  Earth; 
"  and  let  me  rather  store  you  up  for  my  own  use  hereafter. 
What  do  I  know  of  the  future,  and  what  it  may  bring 
forth?  How  can  I  be  sure  that  the  fitful  winds  will  sup- 
ply me  again  in  time  of  need  ?  I  cannot  afford  to  think  of 
others.     Leave  me,  leave  me  not." 

"None  must  store  against  an  uncertain  future  evil, 
when  so  many  are  suffering  under  a  present  one,"  replied 
the  Vapours ;  **  nevertheless,  a  message  of  comfort  will 
come  to  you,  after  we  are  gone." 

And  so,  when  the  sun  shone  out  in  his  heat  and  glory, 
the  diamond  raindrops  were  drawn  upwards  from  the 
flowers  and  leaves  into  the  air  once  more.     Only  the  little 
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Sundews  kept  their  coronets  of  crystal  beads  throughout 
the  day,  as  was  their  custom  ;  though  how  they  managed 
it,  it  would  be  hard  to  say. 

Perhaps  as  their  own  natural  juices  are  so  thick  and 
clammy,  these,  mingling  with  the  Vapours  as  they  exuded, 
held  them  longer  fast. 

"  You  are  our  prisoners,'*  was  the  triumphant  cry  of  the 
Sundew-leaves,  as  they  glistened  in  their  liquid  gems. 

"  Nay,  but  why  would  you  detain  us,  selfish  plants?" 
exclaimed  the  Vapours. 

**  Oh,  you  shall  go,  you  shall  go  ;  but  only  gradually,  as 
the  moisture  courses  through  our  veins  to  re-supply  your 
place.  This  is  our  way  of  life.  But  we  must  hear  all 
from  you  first.  All!  all!  all!  and  most  of  all,  why  you 
tarried  so  long,  till  we  had  almost  perished  in  the  dread- 
ful drought  ?  '* 

It  was  a  long  story  the  Vapours  had  then  to  tell,  of 
their  irregular  passage  to  the  Polar  Seas ;  and  how,  after 
their  chilly  sojourn  there  as  snow,  they  had  passed  south- 
wards once  more  on  the  summit  of  drifting  icebergs,  and 
again  been  exhaled,  and  given  back  to  the  ministry  of  the 
wandering  winds. 

"  Surely,'*  said  they,  **  we  have  touched  no  place  in  all 
our  wild  journeyings  where  we  have  not  left  some  bless- 
ing behind.  Here  and  there,  indeed,  folks  think  they 
have  had  too  much  of  us,  and  here  and  there  too  little; 
but,  oh,  my  delicate  friends,  believe  us,  we  are  faithful  and 
true  to  our  mission  all  over  the  world.     Behold,  we  pour 
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into  the  earth  as  rain,  or  slide  into  it  as  moisture ;  and  lo, 
the  soil  gives  its  gases  into  our  care,  and  the  roots  of  the 
plants  draw  us  and  them  up  together,  and  feeding  on 
them,  expand  and  flourish,  and  grow ;  and  when  the  use- 
ful deed  is  done,  and  the  sun  shines  down  on  our  labour, 
up  we  ascend  again  to  its  absorbing  rays,  to  be  carried 
forward  again  and  again,  to  other  gracious  deeds.  Blame 
us  not,  therefore,  if,  in  turning  aside  to  some  other  case  of 
need,  we  have  come  a  little  late  to  your  hills.  Own  that 
you  have  not  been  forgotten  ! " 

"  It  is  true,"  murmured  the  Sundews  in  return ;  "  but 
remember,  we  pine  and  die  without  your  presence.** 

**  Dear  little  Sundews,  there  is  not  a  plant  in  all  the 
boggy  heath  that  is  so  dear  to  us  as  you  are.  See  now, 
we  linger  with  you  yet ;  there  is  moisture  in  your  mossy 
bed  around  this  tarn  to  last  for  many  weeks  :  and  ever  as 
a  portion  of  it  steals  away,  its  place  shall  be  supplied  from 
below,  so  that  your  leaves  shall  never  miss  their  sparkling 
diadem  of  gems." 

The  Sundews  had  no  need  to  tremble  after  that ;  but  as 
the  exhalations  went  up  from  the  surface-ground.  and  the 
moisture  sank  lower  and  lower  down  into  it,  a  fear  stole 
over  the  Earth,  that  another  drought  might  arise  :  for  she 
knew  not  that  all  would  return  to  her  again  in  due  season. 
But,  when  in  the  cool  of  the  evening  the  Vapours  de- 
scended upon  her  bosom,  as  refreshing  mist  and  dew,  she 
received  a  portion  of  comfort.  Nevertheless,  like  the  Sea, 
she  grumbled  on.     "  It  is  well  that  a  part,  at  least,  of  what 
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was  lost,  returns !  **  she  remarked  in  her  greedy  anxiety,  as 
the  Sea  had  done  before  ;  and,  like  him,  she  neither  knew 
nor  cared  what  became  of  the  rest. 

There  was  a  mission  for  every  portion,  however,  and 
through  the  now  saturated  ground  the  raindrops  sank  to- 
gether, amidst  roots,  and  stones,  and  soil,  moistening  all 
before  them  as  they  went,  and  replenishing  the  springs 
that  ran  among  the  hills. 

The  tumbling  Waterfall  had,  by  this  time,  well-nigh 
given  up  hope.  The  mournful  trickle  with  which  it  fell, 
was  an  absolute  mockery  of  its  former  precipitous  haste  ; — 
when  lo !  some  sudden  influence  is  at  work,  a  rush  of 
vigour  flows  into  the  exhausted  veins ;  there  is  a  swelling 
in  the  distant  springs,  nearer  and  nearer  it  comes,  and 
now  over  the  rocky  ledge  there  is  a  heavier  flow:  a  little 
more,  and  yet  a  little  more ;  and  then,  at  last,  a  rush  of 
water  full  and  fresh  is  heard  ! 

**  Welcome,  welcome !  oh,  ye  Springs  and  Floods," 
cried  the  Waterfall,  as  once  more  it  rolled  in  its  beauty 
along  its  precipitous  course,  scattering  foam  and  spray 
upon  the  moss  and  flowers  that  graced  its  edge.  "  Stay 
in  the  mountains  always,  that  I  may  thirst  no  more  ;  leave 
me,  leave  me  not  again !  *' 

**  You  too,  who  live  by  giving  and  receiving,*'  cried  the 
Vapours,  as  they  flushed  the  stream — **  you  too,  wishing 
to  stop  the  gracious  course  of  good  ?  Oh,  shame,  shame, 
shame  !  ** 
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And  then,  as  if  in  mockery  of  the  request,  a  playful  gust 
blew  oflf  from  the  waterfall,  as  it  descended,  some  of  its 
glittering  spray,  and  tossed  it  to  the  sunshiny  air,  where 
it  dispersed  once  more  in  smoky  mist — but  only  to  return 
again  in  time  of  need. 

Down  in  the  lower  country,  where  stately  houses,  en- 
closed in  noble  parks,  adorned  the  land,  a  beautiful  lake 
lay  stretched  under  the  noon-day  sun.  It  was  fed  by  the 
stream  which,  at  some  miles*  distance,  received  the  tum- 
bling waterfall  into  its  course,  and  then  ran  through  the 
lake's  broad  sheet,  escaping  at  the  further  end  in  a  quick 
flowing  rill.  On  the  placid  mirror-like  surface  majestic 
swans  swept  proudly  by,  not  unsusceptible  of  the  fresh- 
ening in  the  water  from  the  filling  of  the  springs  above. 

A  little  pleasure-boat  was  floating  lazily  about,  impelled 
occasionally  forward  by  the  stroke  of  an  oar  from  a  youth, 
who  with  one  companion  of  his  owA  age  and  an  elderly 
man  who  sat  abstractedly  reading  a  book,  formed  the 
passengers  of  this  tiny  bark. 

The  rower's  young  companion  was  lounging  in  a  half- 
sitting,  half-reclining  posture  in  the  bows  of  the  boat,  and 
both  were  gazing  at  the  old  Baronial  Hall,  which,  with  its 
quaint  turrets,  long  terraces,  and  picturesque  gardens, 
faced  the  lake  at  a  slightly  distant  elevation,  where  it 
stood  embosomed  in  the  trees. 

"  Well !  if  the  place  were  to  be  mine,"  observed  the 
lounger,  with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  it,  "  I  know  exactly  what  I 
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should  do.  I  would  throw  all  your  agricultural  and  educa- 
tional and  endless  improvement  schemes  overboard  at 
once ;  leave  them  for  those  whose  business  it  is  to  look  after 
them  ;  and  enjoy  myself,  and  live  like  a  prince  while  I  had 
the  chance." 

"  And  die  worse  than  a  beggar  at  last,"  cried  the  other 
youth,  as  he  rested  on  his  oars  and  looked  at  his  cousin 
who  had  spoken — "  I  mean  without  a  friend  !  You  can- 
not  secure  even  enjoyment  in  stagnation/'  added  he. 
"  The  very  pond  here  is  kept  pure  by  giving  out  through 
a  stream  at  one  end,  what  it  receives  through  a  stream  at 
the  other." 

"  And  the  stream  from  which  it  receives,"  said  the  old 
man,  looking  up  from  his  book,  "  is  a  type  of  God  Him- 
self ;  and  the  stream  to  which  it  gives  is  a  type  of  the 
human  race.  Those  who  receive  from  the  fountain,  with- 
out  giving  to  the  stream,  work  equally  against  the  laws  of 
Nature  and  of  God." 

A  few  strokes  of  the  oar  here  carried  the  boat  away, 
but  surely  that  was  the  voice  of  him  who,  in  the  bygone 
year,  had  startled  the  ignorant  murmurer  in  the  voyage 
across  the  Line  ?  Well  is  it  with  those  who  in  the  secrets 
of  Nature  read  the  wisdom  of  God ! 

Softly  did  that  summer  evening  sink  upon  the  park  and 
the  old  Baronial  Hall,  and  heavy  were  the  mists  and  dews 
that  hung  over  the  woods,  and  gardens,  and  flowers,  and 
great  was  the  rejoicing  in  the  country  round,  when,  after 
a  time,  they  were  followed  by  fertilizing  rains.     Fertilizing 
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rains ! — the  words  are  easily  spoken,  but  who  knows  their 
full  meaning,  save  he  who  has  watched  over  cornfields  or 
vineyards,  threatened  with  ill-timed  drought  ?  We  take 
a  great  deal  for  granted  in  this  world,  and  expect  that 
everything  as  a  matter  of  course  ought  to  fit  into  our 
humours,  and  wishes,  and  wants;  and  it  is  often  only 
when  danger  threatens,  that  we  awake  to  the  discovery 
that  the  guiding  reins  are  held  by  One  whom  we  had  well- 
nigh  forgotten  in  our  careless  ease. 

"  If  it  had  not  thundered,  the  peasant  had  not  made 
the  sign  of  the  cross,"  is  the  rude  proverb  of  a  distant 
land ;  and  peasant  and  king  are  alike  implicated  in  its 
meaning. 

*•  It  is  all  right  now,"  observed  the  farmer,  as  he  returned 
home  in  the  evening,  after  contemplating  the  goodly  acres 
drenched  and  dripping  with  rain. 

And  it  was  all  right  indeed,  for,  long  after  the  farmer 
had  forgotten  his  previous  anxieties  in  sleep,  the  Circle  of 
Blessing  was  at  work  in  the  length  and  breadth  of  his 
fields.  There,  the  condensed  vapours  sank  into  the  will- 
ing soil,  which  gave  to  them  her  gases  and  her  salts. 
There,  the  fibres  of  the  roots  of  com  or  grass  sucked  up 
the  welcome  food  which  brought  strength  and  power  into 
the  juices  of  the  plant ;  and  then,  by  slow  but  sure 
degrees,  the  stunted  ears  began  to  fill,  and  men  said  the 
harvest  would  be  good. 

"  Stay  with  us  for  ever,"  asked  the  Corn-ears  of  the 
Vapours,  as  they  felt  themselves  swell  under  the  delicious 
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influence.  The  Vapours  made  no  answer,  for  they  did 
not  like  to  speak  of  death  ;  but  they  dealt  gently  with  the 
corn,  and  did  not  leave  it  till  it  had  ripened  gradually  for 
the  harvest,  and  no  longer  needed  their  aid  ;  and  then  they 
exhaled  once  more  into  the  air,  to  follow  out  their  mission 
elsewhere. 

A  curly-headed  urchin  stood  by  a  pump,  looking  dis- 
consolately at  the  huge  heavy  handle,  which  he  cbuld  not 
lift.  A  little  watering-pot  was  grasped  in  his  hands,  and 
it  was  easy  to  see  what  he  wanted.  Some  one  passing  by 
observed  him,  and  with  a  smile  gave  him  help.  A  very 
few  strokes  of  the  handle  brought  up  the  water  from 
below,  the  little  watering-pot  was  filled,  and  the  child  ran 
away.  He  had  a  garden  of  his  own  :  a  garden  in  which 
a  few  kidney-beans  in  one  place,  and  sweet-peas  in 
another,  with  scatterings  of  mustard  and  cress,  formed  a 
not  very  usual  mixture ;  but  it  served  its  purpose  of 
giving  employment  and  pleasure  to  the  child. 

The  kidney-beans,  which  he  hoped  to  eat  one  day  at 
dinner,  were  evidently  the  objects  of  his  most  attentive 
care,  for  he  soaked  them  again  and  again  with  the  water 
from  his  pot,  tossing  only  a  few  drops  of  it  over  the 
flowers.  Little  guessed  he  of  the  long,  long  journey  the 
Vapours  of  the  Sea  had  made  before  they  helped  to  fill 
the  springs  which  fed  the  well  over  which  the  pump  was 
built.  Little  guessed  he  either  of  what  would  become  of 
them  when,  after  helping  to   fill  his  kidney-beans  with 
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delicate  juices,  they  returned  back  to  the  ministry  of  the 
winds. 

When  he  touched  his  pinafore,  after  he  had  finished  his 
i¥ork,  he  found  it  soaked  with  wet ;  and  when,  soon  after, 
he  saw  it  hung  in  front  of  the  fire  to  dry,  he  sat  down 
and  amused  himself  by  watching  the  steam  as  it  rose  from 
the  linen,  under  the  influence  of  heat. 

Trifling  it  seems  to  tell ; — an  every-day  occurrence  of 
life,  not  worth  a  record  :  yet  there  was  a  law  even  for  the 
vapour  that  rose  from  the  infant's  pinafore  in  front  of  the 
nursery  fire.  Nothing  shall  be  lost  of  that  which  God  has 
ordained  to  good ;  and  the  Vapours  were  soon  on  their 
mission  again.  Through  chimney  or  window  they  es- 
caped to  the  cooler  air,  and  returned  to  their  ceaseless 
work. 

•'  Give  us  of  your  salts,"  was  at  last  their  request,  as  they 
percolated  through  the  lower  ground  to  join  the  mighty 
rivers  which  ran  into  the  Sea.  *•  Give  us  of  your  salts, 
and  lime,  and  mineral  \'irtues.  O  thou  Earth:  that  we 
may  bear  them  with  us  to  the  Sea  from  whence  we  came." 

"  Is  not  the  Sea  suflBcient  to  itself  ?  "  inquired  the  jeal- 
ous Earth. 

"  None  are  suflScient  to  then[iselves,  O  careful  Mother  !** 
answered  the  Vapours  as  they  streamed  in  water  along 
their  way.  **  Small  and  great,  great  and  smalL  we  all  de- 
pend on  each  other.  How  shall  the  Shells,  and  G>ral 
Reefs,  and  Zoophytes  of  the  dctrp  continue  to  grow  and 
Jive,  if  you  refuse  them  the  \-irtues  of  your  soil?     Give  us 
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of  your  salts,  and  lime,  and  the  mineral  deposits  of  your 
bosom,  O  Mother  Earth!  that  they  may  live  and  re- 
joice.** 

**  Have  you  nothing  to  offer  in  return  ?  *'  asked  the 
still-hesitating  Earth. 

**  Do  you  not  know  that  we  have  left  a  blessing  behind 
us  wherever  we  have  been  ? "  exclaimed  the  Vapours. 
"  But  no  matter  for  the  past.  See,  we  will  do  ourselves 
as  we  would  have  you  do.  We  will  bind  ourselves  in 
beauty  in  the  caves  of  your  kingdom,  and  live  with  you 
for  ever.'* 

So  as  they  passed  on  their  way,  loading  themselves 
with  the  virtues  of  the  Earth,  some  turned  aside,  and 
sinking  to  the  subterrannean  depths,  oozed  with  their 
limy  burden  through  the  roofs  of  caverns  and  sides  of 
rocks,  and  hung  suspended  in  graceful  stalactites,  or  shone 
out  in  many-sided  crystal  forms. 

"  Now  I  am  satisfied,"  observed  the  Earth.  "  What  I 
see  I  know.  They  have  left  me  something  behind  for 
what  they  have  taken  away.** 

**  And  now  we  are  satisfied,**  cried  the  rest  of  the  Va- 
pours, as  they  poured  into  the  rivers  and  were  carried  out 
into  the  Sea.  "  Have  we  not  returned  with  a  blessing 
and  treasures  in  our  hand  ?  ** 

And  thus,  from  age  to  age,  ever  since  the  primary  mists 
went  up  from  the  earth  and  watered  the  whole  face  of  the 
ground,  the  mighty  work  has  gone  on,  and  still  continues 
its   course.     For  not  to   inactivity  and  idleness  did  the 
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Vapours  now  return,  but  only  to  recommence  afresh  their 
labours  of  love.  Yes !  evermore  rejoicing  on  their  way, 
through  all  varieties  of  accident,  of  climate,  and  of  place, 
whether  as  Snow  or  Hail,  as  Showers  or  Dews,  as  Floods 
or  Springs,  as  Rivers  or  as  Seas,  the  waters  are  still 
obediently  fulfilling  His  word  who  called  them  into  being, 
and  are  carrying  the  everlasting  Circle  of  Blessing  round 
the  world. 

"  Oh,  ye  showers  and  dew ;  oh,  ye  winds  of  God ;  oh, 
ye  ice  and  snow ;  oh,  ye  seas  and  floods ;  verily,  even 
when  man  is  mute  and  forgetful,  ye  bless  the  Lord,  ye 
praise  Him  and  magnify  Him  for  ever! 


XCbe  XHnhnown  Xanb. 


'*  But  now  they  desire  a  better  country." 

Hebrews,  xi.,  i6. 


IT  mattered  not  to  the  Sedge  Warbler  whether  it  were 
night  or  day ! 

She  built  her  nest  down  among  the  willows,  and  reeds, 
and  long  thick  herbage  that  bordered  the  great  river's 
side,  and  in  her  sheltered  covert  she  sang  songs  of  mirth 
and  rejoicing  both  by  day  and  night. 

"Where  does  the  great  river  go  to?"  asked  the  little 
ones,  as  they  peered  out  of  their  nest  one  lovely  summer 
night,  and  saw  the  moonbeams  dancing  on  the  waters,  as 
they  hurried  along.  Now,  the  Sedge  Warbler  could  not 
tell  her  children  where  the  great  river  went  to  ;  so  she 
laughed,  and  said  they  must  ask  the  Sparrow  who  chattered 
so  fast,  or  the  Swallow  who  travelled  so  far,  next  time 
one  or  other  came  to  perch  on  the  willow-tree  to  rest. 
•*  And  then,"  said  she,  **  you  will  hear  all  such  stories  as 
these ! " — and  thereupon  the  Sedge  Warbler  tuned  her 
voice  to  the  Sparrow's  note,  and  the  little  ones  almost 
thought  the  Sparrow  was  there,  the  song  was  so  like  his 
— all  about  towns,  and  houses,  and  gardens  and  fruit-trees, 
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beautiful  streaks  of  light  in  among  the  reeds  and  flags 
that  sheltered  their  happy  home. 

Now,  the  Mother-bird  would  sometimes  leave  the  little 
ones  below,  and  go  up  into  the  willow-branches  to  sing 
alone ;  and  as  the  season  advanced  she  did  this  oftener 
and  oftener  ;  and  her  song  was  plaintive  and  tender  then, 
for  she  used  to  sing  to  the  tide  of  the  river,  as  it  swept 
along  she  knew  not  whither,  and  think  that  some  day  she 
and  her  husband  and  children  should  all  be  hurrying  so 
onward  as  the  river  hurried, — she  knew  not  whither  also, — 
to  the  Unknown  Land  whence  she  had  come.  Yes !  I  may 
call  it  the  Unknown  Land  ;  for  only  faint  images  remained 
upon  her  mind  of  the  country  whence  she  had  flown. 

At  first  she  used  to  sing  these  ditties  only  when  alone, 
but  by  degrees  she  began  to  let  her  little  ones  hear  them 
now  and  then, — for  were  they  not  going  to  accompany 
her  ?  and  was  it  not  as  well,  therefore,  to  accustom  them 
gradually  to  think  about  it  ? 

Then  the  little  ones  asked  her  where  the  Unknown 
Land  was.  But  she  smiled,  and  said  she  could  not  tell 
them,  for  she  did  not  know. 

**  Perhaps  the  great  river  is  travelling  there  all  along,*' 
thought  the  eldest  child.  But  he  was  wrong.  The  great 
river  was  rolling  on  hurriedly  to  a  mighty  city,  where  it 
was  to  stream  through  the  arches  of  many  bridges,  and 
bear  on  its  bosom  the  traffic  of  many  nations  ;  restless  and 
crowded  by  day  ;  gloomy,  dark,  and  dangerous  by  night ! 
Ah  !  what  a  contrast  were  the  day  and  night  of  the  mighty 
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city,  to  the  day  and  night  of  the  Sedge  Warbler's  home, 
where  the  twenty-four  hours  of  changes  God  has  appointed 
to  nature  were  but  so  many  changes  of  beauty  I 

"  Mother,   why   do   you    sing   songs  about 
another  land?  "  asked  a  young  tender-hearted        .."^ 
fledgling   one    day.     "  Why   should  we  leave 
the  reed-beds  and  the  willow-trees?     Cannot 
we  all  build  n^^s  here,  and  Itvc  here  always? 
Mother,  do  not  let  us  go  away 
anywhere    else.     1  want 
no  other  land^  and  no 
other  home  but  this. 
There  are  all  the 
aits  in  thereat 
river  to 
choose 

from.         "      /\-A^^- 
where  we  :?hall  each  settle : 
there  can  be  nothing  in  the 

Unknown  Land  more  pleasant  than  the  reed-beds  and  the 
willow-trees  here.  I  am  so  happy ! — Leave  off  those 
dreadful  songs ! " 

Then  the  Mother  s  breast  heaved  with  many  a  v-aried 
thoughts  and  she  made  no  rcph%  So  the  little  one 
went  on — 

*'  Think  of  the  red  giow  in  the  morning  sky.  Mother, 
and  the  soft  haze — and  then  the  beautiful  rays  of  warm 
light  across  the  waters  I     Think  of  the  grand    noonday 
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glare,  when  the  broad  flags  and  reeds  are  all  burnished 
over  with  heat.  Think  of  these  evenings,  Mother,  when 
we  can  sit  about  in  the  branches — here,  there,  anywhere 
— and  watch  the  great  sun  go  down  behind  the  sky ;  or 
fly  to  the  aits  of  the  great  river,  and  sing  in  the  long  green 
herbage  there,  and  then  come  home  by  moonlight,  and 
sing  till  we  fall  asleep ;  and  wake  singing  again,  if  any  noise 
disturb  us,  if  a  boat  chance  to  paddle  by,  or  some  of  those 
strange  bright  lights  shoot  up  with  a  noise  into  the  sky 
from  distant  gardens.  Think,  even  when  the  rain  comes 
down,  how  we  enjoy  ourselves,  for  then  how  sweet  it  is  ta 
huddle  into  the  soft  warm  nest  together,  and  listen  to  the 
drops  pattering  upon  the  flags  and  leaves  overhead  !  Oh  I 
I  love  this  doar,  dear  home  so  much  ! — Sing  those  dreads 
ful  songs  about  another  land  no  more !  *' 

Then  the  Mother  said — 

**  Listen  to  me,  my  child,  and  I  will  sing  you  another 
song.  " 

And  the  Sedge  Warbler  changed  her  note,  and  sang  ta 
her  tender  little  one  of  her  own  young  days,  when  she 
was  as  happy  and  as  gay  as  now,  though  not  here  among 
the  reed-beds  ;  and  how,  after  she  had  lived  and  rejoiced 
in  her  happiness  many  pleasant  months,  a  voice  seemed 
to  rise  within  her  that  said — *'  T/it's  is  not  your  Rest !  "  and 
how  she  wondered,  and  tried  not  to  listen,  and  tried  to 
stop  where  she  was,  and  be  happy  there  still.  But  the 
voice  came  oftener  and  oftener,  and  louder  and  louder ; 
and  how  the  dear  partner  she  had  chosen  heard  and  felt 
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the  same ;  and  how  at  last  they  left  their  home  together, 
and  came  and  settled  down  among  the  reed-beds  of  the 
great  river.     And,  oh,  how  happy  she  had  been ! 

"And  where  is  the  place  you  came  from,  Mother?*' 
asked  the  little  one.  "  Is  it  anywhere  near,  that  we  may 
go  and  see  it  ?  ** 

**  My  child,  **  answered  the  Sedge  Warbler,  **  it  is  the 
Unknown  Land !  Far,  far  away,  I  know :  but  where,  I 
do  not  know.  Only  the  voice  that  called  me  thence  is 
beginning  to  call  again.  And,  as  I  was  obedient  and 
hopeful  once,  shall  I  be  less  obedient  and  hopeful  now, — 
now  that  I  have  been  so  happy  ?  No,  my  little  one,  let 
us  go  forth  to  the  Unknown  Land,  wherever  it  may  be, 
in  joyful  trust. " 

"  You  will  be  with  me ; — so  I  will,'*  murmured  the  little 
Sedge  Warbler  in  reply ;  and  before  she  went  to  sleep  she 
joined  her  young  voice  with  her  mother's  in  the  song  of 
the  Unknown  Land. 

One  day  afterwards,  when  the  parent  birds  had  gone  off 
to  the  sedgy  banks  of  a  neighbouring  stream,  an9ther  of 
the  young  ones  flew  to  the  top-most  branches  of  some 
willow-trees,  and,  delighted  with  his  position,  began  to 
sing  merrily,  as  he  swung  backwards  and  forwards  on  a 
bough.  Many  were  the  songs  he  tried,  and  well  enough 
he  succeeded  for  his  age,  and  at  last  he  tried  the  song  of 
the  Unknown  Land. 

"A  pretty  tune,  and  a  pretty  voice,  and  a  pretty 
singer!"  remarked  a  Magpie,  who  unluckily  was  crossing 
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think  there  must     ^'         naturally 

be  some  doubt  about*  under  th<? 

circumstances  of  the  place  itself 

being  unknown  !     Good  evening  to  you,  pretty 

Mr.   Sedge   Warblen       1    wish   you  a  pleasant 

journey 

"  Oh»  stop,  stop !  "  cried  the  young  bird,  now 
quite  distressed  by  the  Magpie's  ridicule; 
"dois't  go  just  yet,  pray*  Tell  me  what  you 
think  yourself  about  the  Unknown  Land/* 

"  Oh,  you  little  wiseacre,  arc  you  laughing  at 
me  ?     Why,  what  can  any  body,  even  so  clever 
a  creature  as  yourself,  think  about  an  unknown 
thing?     You  can  guess,  I  admit,  anything  you 
please,  about  it,  and  so  could  I,  if  I  thought  it 
worth  while  to  waste  my  time  so  foolishly.     But  you  will 
never  get  beyond  guessing  in  such  a  case — at  all  events,  I 
confess  my  poor  abilities  can't    pretend   to  do  anything 
more.*' 

"Then  you  are  not  going   there  yourself?"  murmured 
the  overpowered  youngster. 
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"  Certainly  not.  In  the  first  place,  I  am  quite  con- 
tented where  I  am  ;  and,  in  the  second  place,  I  am  not 
quite  so  easy  of  belief  as  you  seem  to  be.  How  do  I 
know  there  is  such  a  place  as  this  Unknown  Land  at 
all !  " 

**  My  father  and  mother  told  me  that,"  answered  the 
Sedge  Warbler,  with  more  confidence. 

**  Oh,  your  father  and  mother  told  you,  did  they !  ** 
sneered  the  Magpie,  scornfully.  **  And  you  Ve  a  good 
little  bird,  and  believe  everything  your  father  and  mother 
tell  you.  And  if  they  were  to  tell  you  you  were  going  to 
live  up  in  the  moon,  you  would  believe  them,  I  suppose !  " 

"  They  never  deceived  me  yet !  "  cried  the  young  Sedge 
Warbler  firmly,  his  feathers  ruffling  with  indignation  as 
he  spoke. 

**  Hoity,  toity !  what  *s  the  matter  now,  my  dainty  little 
cock !  Who  said  your  father  and  mother  Aad  ever  de- 
ceived you !  But,  without  being  a  bit  deceitful^  I  take 
the  liberty  to  inform  you  that  they  may  be  extremely  ig- 
norant. And  1  shall  leave  you  to  decide  which  of  the 
two,  yourself ;  for,  I  declare,  one  gets  nothing  but  annoy- 
ances by  trying  to  be  good-natured  to  you  countrified 
young  fellows.  You  are  not  fit  to  converse  with  a  bird 
of  any  experience  and  wisdom.  So,  once  for  all,  good- 
bye to  you  !  ** 

And  the  Magpie  flapped  his  wings,  and  was  gone  before 
the  Sedge  Warbler  had  half  recovered  from  his  fit  of 
vexation. 
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There 
was  a 
decided 

change  in  the  weather  that 
evening,  for  the  summer  was  now  far  ad- 
vanced, and  a  sudden  storm  had  brought 
cooler  breezes  and  more  rain  than  usual, 
and  the  young  birds  wondered  and  were 
sad  when  they  saw  the  dark  sk\',  and  the 
swollen  river,  and  felt  that  there  was  no 
warm  sunshine  to  dr>'  the  wet,  as  was  usual  ' 
after  a  midday  shower. 

**  Why  is  the  sky  so  cloudy  and  lowering,  and  why  is 
the  river  so  thick  and  gloomy,  and  why  is  there  no  sun- 
shine, I  wonder  ?  "  said  one. 

"  The  sun  will  shine  again  to-morrow,  I  dare  say,"  was 
the  Mother's  answer :  *•  but  the  days  are  shortening  fast ; 
and  the  storm  has  made  this  one  ver\-  short :  and  the  sun 
will    not   get  through  the   clouds   this    evening.     Never 
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mind  !  the  wet  has  not  hurt  the  inside  of  our  nest.  Get 
into  it,  my  dear  ones,  and  keep  warm,  while  I  sing  to 
you  about  our  journey.  Silly  children,  did  you  expect 
the  sunshine  to  last  here  for  ever !  ** 

"  I  hoped  it  might,  and  thought  it  would,  once,  but 
lately  I  have  seen  a  change,"  answered  the  young  one 
who  had  talked  to  her  mother  so  much  before.  "  And  I 
do  not  mind  now,  Mother.  When  the  sunshine  goes,  and 
the  wet  comes,  and  the  river  looks  dark  and  the  sky 
black,  I  think  about  the  Unknown  Land." 

**  Then  the  Mother  was  pleased,  and,  perched  upon  a 
tall  flag  outside  the  nest,  she  sang  a  hopeful  song  of  the 
Unknown  Land  ;  and  the  father  and  children  joined — all 
but  one !  He,  poor  fellow,  would  not,  could  not  sing ; 
but  when  the  voices  ceased,  he  murmured  to  his  brothers 
and  sisters  in  the  nest — 

**  This  would  be  all  very  pleasant  and  nice,  if  we  could 
knozv  anything  about  the  Land  we  talk  about." 

**  If  we  were  to  know  too  much,  perhaps  we  should 
never  be  satisfied  here,"  laughed  the  tender  little  one, 
who  had  formerly  been  so  much  distressed  about  going. 

**  But  we  know  nothing^'  rejoined  the  other  bird  ;  "  in- 
deed, how  do  we  know  there  is  such  a  place  as  the 
Unknown  Land  at  all ! 

**  Wc/^r/that  there  is,  at  any  rate,"  answered  the  Sis- 
ter-bird. "  /  have  heard  the  call  our  mother  tells  about, 
and  so  must  jt?//  have  done." 

"  You  fancy  you  have  heard  it,  that  is  to  say,"  cried 
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the  Brother ;  **  because  she  told  you.  It  is  all  fancy,  all 
g^ess-work  ;  no  knowledge  !  I  could  fancy  I  heard  it  too, 
only  I  will  not  be  so  weak  and  silly  ;  I  will  neither  think 
about  going,  nor  will  I  go." 

"  This  is  not  your  Rest^'  sang  the  Mother,  in  a  loud 
clear  voice,  outside  ;  and  "  This  is  not  your  Rest,'*  echoed 
the  others  in  sweet  unison  ;  and  **  This  is  not  your  Rest,'' 
sounded  in  the  depths  of  the  poor  little  Sedge  Warbler's 
own  heart. 

"  This  is  not  our  Rest  I"  repeated  the  Mother.  **  The 
river  is  rushing  forward  ;  the  clouds  are  hurrying  onward  ; 
the  winds  are  sweeping  past,  because  here  is  not  their  Rest. 
Ask  the  river,  ask  the  clouds,  ask  the  winds  where  they 
go  to : — Another  Land  I  Ask  the  great  sun,  as  he  de- 
scends away  out  of  sight,  where  he  goes  to : — Another 
Land  !  And  when  the  appointed  time  shall  come,  let  us 
also  arise  and  go  hence." 

**  Oh  I  Mother,  Mother,  would  that  I  could  believe  you ! 
Where  is  that  other  Land  ?  "  Thus  cried  the  distressed 
doubter  in  the  nest.  And  then  he  opened  his  troubled 
heart,  and  told  what  the  Magpie  had  said,  and  the  parent 
birds  listened  in  silence,  and  when  he  ceased — 

**  Listen  to  me,  my  son,"  exclaimed  the  Mother,  "  and 
I  will  sing  you  another  song." 

Whereupon  she  spoke  once  more  of  the  land  she  had 
left  before :  but  now  the  burden  of  her  =tor\-  was.  that 
she  had  left  it  u*iiium£  knouring  urhy.  She  "  went  out  not 
knowing  whither." — in  blind  obedience,  faith,  and  hope. 
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As  she  traversed  the  wide  waste  of  waters,  there  was  no 
one  to  give  her  reasons  for  her  flight,  or  tell  her,  "  This 
and  this  will  be  your  lot.**  Could  the  Magpie  have  told 
her,  had  he  met  her  there  ?  But  had  she  been  deceived? 
No !  The  secret  voice  which  had  called  and  led  her  forth, 
had  been  one  of  Kindness.  When  she  came  to  the  reed- 
beds  she  knew  all  about  it.  For  then  arose  the  strong 
desire  to  settle.  Then  she  and  her  dear  partner  lived 
together.  And  then  came  the  thought  that  she  must 
build  a  nest.  Ah  !  had  the  Magpie  seen  her  then,  build- 
ing a  home  for  children  yet  unborn,  how  he  would  have 
mocked  at  her !  What  could  she  know,  he  would  have 
asked,  about  the  future  ?  Was  it  not  all  guess-work,  fancy, 
folly?  But  had  she  been  deceived?  No!  It  was  that 
voice  of  Kindness  that  had  told  her  what  to  do.  Fordid 
she  not  become  the  happy  mother  of  children  ?  And 
was  she  not  now  able  to  comfort  and  advise  her  little 
ones  in  their  troubles?  For,  let  the  Magpie  say  what  he 
would,  was  it  likely  that  the  voice  of  Kindness  would  de- 
ceive them  at  last?  "No!**  cried  she  ;  **  in  joyful  trust 
let  us  obey  the  call,  though  now  we  know  not  why.  When 
obedience  and  faith  are  made  perfect,  it  may  be  that 
knowledge  and  explanation  shall  be  given.**  So  ended  the 
Mother*s  strain,  and  no  sad  misgivings  ever  clouded  the 
Sedge  Warbler's  home  again. 

Several  weeks  of  changing  autumn  weather  followed 
after  this,  and  the  chilly  mornings  and  evenings  caused 
the  songs  of  departure  to  sound  louder  and  more  cheerily 
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nor  Mother  was  there ;  and  after  waiting  in  vain  some 
time  for  their  return,  the  frightened  young  ones  flew  off 
again  to  seek  them. 

Oh  !  weary,  weary  search  for  the  missing  ones  we  love ! 
It  may  be  doubted  whether  the  sad  reality,  when  they 
came  upon  it,  exceeded  the  agony  of  that  hour's  suspense. 

It  ended,  however,  at  last !  On  a  patch  of  long  rank 
herbage  which  covered  a  mud  bank,  so  wet  that  the  cruel 
sportsman  could  not  follow  to  secure  his  prey,  lay  the 
stricken  parent  birds.  One  was  already  dead,  but  the 
mother  still  lived,  and  as  her  children's  wail  of  sorrow 
sounded  in  her  ear,  she  murmured  out  a  last  gentle  strain 
of  hope  and  comfort. 

"Away,  away,  my  darlings,  to  the  Unknown  Land. 
The  voice  that  has  called  to  all  our  race  before,  and  never 
but  for  kindness,  is  calling  to  you  now  !  Obey !  Go  forth 
in  joyful  trust!  Quick!  Quick!  There  *s  no  time  to 
be  lost !  ** 

"But  my  Father — ^you — oh,  my  Mother !**  cried  the 
young  ones. 

"  Hush,  sweet  ones,  hush!  We  cannot  be  with  you 
there.  But  there  may  be  some  other  Unknown  Land 
which  this  may  lead  to  "  ;  and  the  Mother  laid  her  head 
against  her  wounded  side  and  died. 

Long  before  the  sunbeams  could  pierce  the  heavy  haze 
of  the  next  autumn  morning,  the  young  Sedge  Warblers 
rose  for  the  last  time  o*er  their  much  loved  reed-beds,  and 
took  flight — "  they  knew  not  whither." 
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Dim  and  un- 
defined liope,  per- 
haps, they  had  that 
they  might  find  their  parents 
^AB       again  in  the  Unknown  Land. 
^BB-      Anil  if  one  pang  uf  grief  struck 
JH      them  when  thes^e  hopes  ended, 

^w      it  wa?i  but  for  a  inument,  for, 
i 
^     said  the  Brother-bird— 

"  There  tmif  be  some  other 

Unknown  Land,  better  even  than 

thts,  to  which  they  may  be  gone/* 


^^ 
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**  They  also  serve  who  only  stand  and  wait." 

Milton. 

"  r^  ESTLESS  life  !  restless  life  !  "  moaned  the 
1\  Weathercock  on  the  church-tower  by  the  sea, 
as  he  felt  himself  swayed  suddenly  round  by  the  wind, 
and  creaked  with  dismay ;  **  restless,  toiling  life,  and 
everybody  complaining  of  one  all  the  time.  T/iere  V  t/iat 
tiresome  weathercock  pointing  east,  cried  the  old  woman, 
as  she  hobbled  up  the  churchyard  path  to  the  porch  last 
Sunday  ;  now  I  knozu  why  I  have  got  all  my  rheumatic 
pains  back  again.  Then,  in  a  day  or  two,  came  the  farmer 
by  on  his  pony,  and  drew  up  outside  the  wall  to  have  a 
word  with  the  grave-digger.  A  bad  look-out,  Tomkins^ 
said  he,  if  that  rascally  old  weathercock  is  to  be  trusted, 
the  wind  's  got  into  the  wrong  quarter  again,  and  we  shall 
have  more  rain.  Was  it  my  fault  if  he  did  find  out 
through  me  that  the  wind  was  in,  what  he  called,  the 
ivrong  quarter  ?  Besides,  the  wind  always  is  in  some- 
body's wrong  quarter,  I  verily  believe !  But  am  /  to 
blame  ?  Did  I  choose  my  lot  ?  No,  no  !  Nobody  need 
suppose  I  should  go  swinging  backwards  and  forwards, 
and  round  and  round,  all  my  life,   telling  people   what 
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they  don't  want  to  know,  if  I  had  my  choice  about  the 
matter.  Ah !  how  much  rather  would  I  lead  the  quiet, 
peaceful  existence  of  my  old  friend,  the  Dial,  down  below 
yonder  on  his  pedestal.     That  is  a  life,  indeed  !  " 

**  How  he  is  chattering  away  up  above  there,"  re- 
marked the  Dial  from  below  ;  **  he  almost  makes  me  smile, 
though  not  a  ray  of  sunshine  has  fallen  on  me  through 
the  livelong  day, — alas !  I  often  wonder  what  he  finds  to 
talks  about.  But  his  active  life  gives  him  subjects  enough, 
no  doubt.  Ah  !  what  would  I  not  give  to  be  like  him ! 
But  all  is  so  different  with  me, — alas !  I  thought  I  heard 
my  own  name  too,  just  now.  I  will  ask.  Halloo !  up 
above  there.  Did  you  call,  my  sprightly  friend  ?  Is  there 
anything  fresh  astir !  Tell  me,  if  there  is.  I  get  so  weary 
of  the  dark  and  useless  hours ;  so  common  now, — alas ! 
What  have  you  been  talking  about  ?  " 

*'  Nothing  profitable  this  time,  good  neighbour,**  replied 
the  Weathercock ;  *'  for,  in  truth,  you  have  caught  me 
grumbling." 

"  Grumbling   .    .    .  ?     Grumbling,  you  ?  *' 

"  Yes,  grumbling,  I  I     Why  not  ?  ** 

"  But  grumbling  in  the  midst  of  an  existence  so  gay,  so 
active,so  bright  I"  pursued  theDial.  '*  It  seems  impossible." 

*'  Gay,  active,  bright !  a  prett>'  description  enough  :  but 
what  a  mockery  of  the  truth  it  covers  I  Look  at  me, 
swinging  loosely  to  every  peevish  blast  that  flits  across 
the  sky.  Turned  here,  turned  there,  turned  ever>'\*'here. 
The  sport  of  every  passing  gust.     Never  a  moment's  rest. 
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but  when  the  uncertain  breezes  choose  to  seek  it  for  them- 
selves.  Gay,  active,  bright  existence,  indeed  !  Restless, 
toiling  life  I  call  it,  and  all  to  serve  a  thankless  world,  by 
whom  my  very  usefulness  is  abused.  But  you,  my  ancient 
friend,  you,  in  the  calm  enjoyment  of  undisturbed  repose, 
steady  and  unmoved  amidst  the  utmost  violence  of 
storms,  how  little  can  you  appreciate  the  sense  of  weari- 
ness I  feel !  A  poor  judge  of  my  troubled  lot  are  you  in 
your  paradise  of  rest !  '* 

**  My  paradise  of  rest,  do  you  call  it?*'  exclaimed  the 
Dial;  "an  ingenious  title,  truly,  to  express  what  those 
who  know  it  practically,  feel  to  be  little  short  of  a  stagna- 
tion of  existence.  Dull,  purposeless,  unprofitable,  at  the 
mercy  of  the  clouds,  and  shades  of  night ;  I  can  never 
fulfil  my  end  but  by  their  sufferance,  and  in  the  seasons, 
rare  enough  at  best,  when  their  meddling  interference  is 
withdrawn.  And  even  when  the  sun  and  hour  do  smile 
upon  me,  and  I  carry  out  my  vocation,  how  seldom  does 
any  one  come  near  me  to  learn  the  lessons  I  could  teach. 
I  weary  of  the  night ;  I  weary  of  the  clouds ;  I  weary  of 
the  footsteps  that  pass  me  by.  Would  that  I  could  rise, 
even  for  a  few  brief  hours,  to  the  energy  and  meaning  of 
a  life  like  yours  !  " 

"  This  is  a  strange  fatality,  indeed  ! "  croaked  the 
Weathercock  in  reply,  **  that  you  in  your  untroubled 
calm,  should  yearn  after  the  restlessness  I  sicken  of.  That 
I,  in  what  you  call  my  gay  and  active  existence,  should 
long  for  the  quiet  you  detest !  " 
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"  You  long  for  it  because  you  are  ignorant  of  its  nature 
and  practical  reality,"  groaned  the  Dial. 

**  Nay,  but  those  are  the  very  words  I  would  apply  to 
you,  my  ancient  friend.  The  blindest  ignorance  of  its 
workings  can  alone  account  for  your  coveting  a  position 
such  as  mine." 

*'  If  that  be  so,  then  every  position  is  wrong,*'  was  the 
murmured  remark  in  answer ;  but  it  never  reached  the 
sky,  for  at  that  moment  the  mournful  tolling  of  a  bell 
in  the  old  church-tower  announced  that  a  funeral  was 
approaching,  and  in  its  vibrations  the  lesser  sound  was 
lost. 

And  as  those  vibrations  gathered  in  the  air,  they 
grouped  themselves  into  a  solemn  dirge,  which  seemed  as 
if  it  rose  in  contradiction  to  what  had  just  been  said. 

For  it  gave  out  to  the  mourners  who  were  following 
the  corpse  to  its  last  resting-place,  that  every  lot  was 
good,  and  blessed  to  some  particular  end. 

For  the  lots  of  all  (it  said)  were  appointed,  and  all  that 
was  appointed  was  good. 

Little,  little  did  it  matter,  therefore  (it  said),  whether 
the  lot  of  him  who  came  to  his  last  resting-place  had  been 
a  busy  or  a  quiet  one  ;  a  high  or  a  low  one  ;  one  of  labour 
or  of  endurance.  If  that  which  was  appointed  to  be  done, 
bad  been  well  done,  all  was  well. 

It  gave  out,  too,  that  every  time  and  season  was  good, 
and  blessed  to  some  particular  purpose  ;  that  the  time  to 
die  was  as  good  as  the  time  to  be  born,  whether  it  came 
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to  the  child  who  had  done  but  little,  or  to  the  man  who 
had  done  much. 

For  the  times  and  seasons  (it  said)  were  appointed,  and 
all  that  was  appointed  was  good. 

Little,  little  did  it  matter,  therefore  (it  said),  whether 
the  time  of  life  had  been  a  long  one  or  a  short  one.  If 
that  which  was  appointed  to  be  used,  had  been  rightly 
used,  all  was  right. 

Echoing  and  re-echoing  in  the  air,  came  these  sounds 
out  of  the  old  bell-tower,  bidding  the  mourners  not  to 
mourn,  for  both  the  lots  and  the  times  of  all  things  were 
appointed,  and  all  that  was  appointed  was  good. 

The  mourners  wept  on,  however,  in  spite  of  the  dirge 
of  the  bell ;  and  perhaps  it  was  best  that  they  did  so,  for 
where  are  the  outpourings  of  penitence  so  likely  to  be 
sincere,  or  the  resolutions  of  amendment  so  likely  to  be 
earnest,  as  over  the  graves  of  those  we  love  ? 

So  the  mourners  wept ;  the  corpse  was  interred ;  the 
clergyman  departed,  and  the  crowd  dispersed ;  and  then 
there  was  quiet  in  the  churchyard  again  for  a  time. 

Uninterrupted  quiet,  except  when  the  wandering  gusts 
drove  the  Weathercock  hither  and  thither,  causing  him  to 
give  out  a  dismal  squeak  as  he  turned. 

But  at  last  there  was  a  footstep  in  the  old  churchyard 
again,  a  step  that  paced  up  and  down  along  the  paved 
path ;  now  westward  towards  the  sea,  now  eastward 
towards  the  Lych-gate  at  the  entrance. 

It  was  a  weather-beaten  old  fisherman,  once  a  sailor, 
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who  occasionally  made  of  that  place  a  forecastle  walk  for 
exercise  and  pondering  thoughts,  since  the  time  when  age 
and  growing  infirmities  had  disabled  him  from  following 
regularly  the  more  toilsome  parts  of  a  fisherman's  busi- 
ness, which  were  now  carried  on  by  his  two  grown-up  sons. 

He  could  do  a  stroke  of  work  now  and  then,  it  is  true, 
but  the  nows  and  thens  came  but  seldom,  and  he  had 
many  leisure  hours  on  his  hands  in  which  to  think  of  the 
past,  and  look  forward  to  the  future. 

And  what  a  place  was  that  churchyard  for  awakening 
such  thoughts !  There  as  he  walked  up  and  down  the 
pavement,  his  own  wife's  grave  was  not  many  yards  dis- 
tant from  his  feet ;  and  yet,  from  amidst  these  relics  and 
bitter  evidences  of  finite  mortality,  he  could  lookout  upon 
that  everlasting  sea,  which  seems  always  to  stretch  away 
into  the  infinity  we  all  believe  in. 

Perhaps,  in  his  own  way,  the  sailor  had  often  felt  this, 
although  he  might  not  have  been  able  to  give  any  account 
of  his  sensations. 

Up  and  down  the  path  he  paced,  lingering  always  a 
little  at  the  western  point  ere  he  turned ;  and  with  his 
telescope  tucked  under  his  arm  ready  for  use,  he  stood  for 
a  second  or  two  looking  seaward,  in  case  a  strange  sail 
should  have  come  in  sight. 

The  sexton,  who  had  come  up  to  the  churchyard  again 
to  finish  the  shaping  of  the  new  grave,  nodded  to  him  as 
he  passed,  and  the  sailor  nodded  in  return  ;  but  neither 
of  them  spoke,  for  the  sailor's  habits  were  too  well  known 
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to  excite  attention,  and  the  sexton  had  his  work  to  com- 
plete. 

But  presently,  when  half-way  to  the  Lych-gate,  the 
sailor  stopped  suddenly  short,  turned  round  hastily,  and 
faced  the  sea,  steadying  the  cap  on  his  head  against  the 
gale  which  was  now  blowing  directly  on  his  face — 
looked  up  to  the  sky — looked  all  around — looked  at  the 
Weathercock,  and  then  stood,  as  if  irresolute,  for 
several  seconds. 

At  last,  stepping  over  the  grave-stones  he  went  up  to 
the  stone  pedestal,  on  the  top  of  which  the  Dial  lay,  wait- 
ing for  the  gleams  of  sunshine  which  had  on  that  day 
fallen  rarely  and  irregularly  upon  it. 

**  If  the  clouds  would  but  break  away  for  a  minute," 
mused  the  old  man  to  himself. 

And  soon  after  they  did  so,  for  they  had  begun  to  drive 
very  swiftly  over  the  heavens,  and  the  sunlight,  streaniing 
for  a  few  seconds  on  the  dial-plate,  revealed  the  shadow  of 
the  gnomon  cast  upon  the  place  of  three  o'clock. 

The  sailor  lingered  by  the  Dial  for  several  minutes  after 
he  had  ascertained  the  hour;  examining  the  figures,  in- 
scriptions, and  dates.  A  motto  on  a  little  brass  plate  was 
let  into  the  pedestal  below  : 

''^nlt^,  ^oq  ti$  ktttim  nat  l^$  ijfoitq/' 

There  was  some  difficulty  in  reading  it,  it  was  so  blotched 
and  tarnished  with  age   and   long  neglect.     Indeed,  few 
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people  knew  there  was  an  inscription  there  at  all;  but  the 
old  sailor  had  been  looking  very  closely,  and  so  found  it 
out,  and  then  he  spelt  it  all  through,  word  by  word. 

It  was  to  be  hoped  that  the  engraver  (one  Thomas 
Trueman),  who  claimed  to  have  had  this  warning  put  up 
for  the  benefit  of  others,  had  attended  to  it  himself,  for 
he  had  long  ago — ay !  nearly  a  hundred  years  before — 
gone  to  his  last  account.  The  appointed  hour  had  come 
for  him,  whether  he  had  watched  for  it  or  not. 

Perhaps  some  such  thoughts  crossed  the  sailor's  mind, 
for  certainly,  after  reading  the  sentence,  he  fell  into  a 
reverie.  Not  a  long  one,  however,  for  it  was  interrupted 
by  the  voice  of  the  sexton,  who,  with  his  mattock  over  his 
shoulder,  was  passing  back  on  his  way  home,  and  called 
out  to  the  sailor  to  bid  him  good  evening. 

"  Good  night,  Mr.  Bowman/*  said  he  ;  **  we  Ve  rather  a 
sudden  change  in  the  wind,  have  n't  we  ?  '* 

•*  Ay,  ay,"  answered  Bowman,  by  no  means  displeased 
at  this  deference  to  his  opinion,  and  he  stepped  back 
again  to  the  path,  and  joined  his  village  friend. 

"  It  is  a  sudden  change,  as  you  say,  and  an  awkward 
one,  too,  for  the  wind  came  round  at  three  o'clock,  just  at 
the  turn  of  the  tide  ;  and  it  *s  a  chance  but  what  it  will 
keep  this  way  for  hours  to  come ;  and  a  gale  all  night  *s 
an  ugly  thing,  Tomkins,  when  it  blows  ashore." 

"  I  hope  you  may  be  mistaken,  Mr.  Bowman,"  rejoined 
the  sexton  ;  "  but  I  suppose  that  *s  not  likely.  However, 
they  say  it  *s  an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody  good,  so  I  sup- 
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pose  /  shall  come  in  for  something  at  last,"  and  here  the 
sexton  laughed. 

"  At  your  age,  strong  and  hearty,"  observed  the  sailor, 
eyeing  the  sexton  somewhat  contemptuously,  "you  can't 
have  much  to  wish  for,  I  should  think." 

**  Strong  and  hearty  *s  a  very  good  thing  in  its  way,  Mr. 
Bowman,  I  Ul  not  deny  ;  but  rest  *s  a  very  good  thing,  too, 
and  I  would  n't  object  to  one  of  your  idle  afternoons  now 
and  then,  walking  up  and  down  the  pavement,  looking 
which  way  the  wind  blows.  That  *s  a  bit  of  real  comfort 
to  my  thinking." 

"  We  don't  know  much  of  each  other's  real  comforts,  I 
suspect,"  observed  the  sailor,  abstractedly,  and  then  he 
added — 

**  You  '11  soon  be  cured  of  wishing  for  idle  afternoons 
when  they  're  forced  upon  you,  Tomkins.  But  you  don't 
know  what  you  're  talking  about.  Wait  till  you  're  old, 
and  then  you  '11  find  it  *s  I  that  might  be  excused  for  envy- 
ing you,  and  not  you  me." 

'*  That  \s  amazing,  Mr.  Bowman,  and  I  can't  see  it,"  per- 
sisted Tomkins,  turning  round  to  depart.  **  In  my  opinion 
you  've  the  best  of  it ;  but  anyhow,  we  're  both  of  us  oddly 
fixed,  for  we  're  neither  of  us  pleased." 

With  a  friendly  good-night,  but  no  further  remark,  the 
two  men  parted,  and  the  churchyard  was  emptied  of  its 
living  guests. 

When  the  sailor  sat  down  with  his  sons  an  hour  or  two 
afterwards  to  their  evening  meal,  said  he,  **  We  must  keep 
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a  sharp  look-out,  lads,  to-night ;  the  wind  came  round  at 
three  with  the  turn  of  the  tide,  and  it  blows  dead  ashore. 
I  Ve  been  up  to  the  Captain's  at  the  Hall,  and  borrowed 
the  use  of  his  big  boat  in  case  it  's  wanted,  for  unless  the 
gale  goes  down  with  the  next  tide, — which  it  won't,  I 
think, — we  might  have  some  awkward  work.  Anyhow, 
boys,  we  *11  watch.** 

*'  Just  what  I  said,**  muttered  the  Dial,  as  the  sound  of 
the  last  footsteps  died  on  the  churchyard  path.  **  Just 
what  I  said  !  Everything  *s  wrong,  because  everybody  *s 
dissatisfied.  I  knew  it  was  so.  We  *re  right  in  grumbling ; 
that 's  the  only  thing  we  *re  right  in.  At  least,  I  *m  sure 
/*///  right  in  grumbling.  I  *m  not  so  certain  about  my 
neighbour  on  the  tower  above.  Halloo !  my  sprightly 
friend,  do  you  hear?  Did  you  notice  ?  Is  n*t  it  just  as  I 
said?     Everything *s  wrong  to  everybody.'* 

The  strong  west  wind  continued  to  sweep  through  the 
churchyard,  and  bore  these  observations  away  ;  but  the 
Weathercock  meanwhile  was  making  his  own  remarks  to 
himself. 

"  There,  now !  There  *s  the  old  story  over  again,  only  now 
it  *s  the  west  wind  that  *s  wrong  instead  of  the  cast !  I 
wish  anybody  would  tell  me  which  is  the  right  wind  !  But 
this,  of  course,  is  an  ill  wind,  and  an  ugly  gale,  and  they  *re 
afraid  it  will  blow  all  night  (I  wonder  why  it  should  n*t,  it 
blows  very  steadily  and  well,  as  /  think,)  and  then  they 
shake  their  heads  at  each  other,  and  look  up  at  me  and 
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frown.  What  *s  the  use  of  frowning  ?  They  never  saw  me 
go  better  in  their  lives.  It  *s  a  fine  firm  wind  as  ever  blew 
though  it  docs  take  one's  breath  rather  fast,  I  own.  If  it 
did  not  make  quite  so  much  howling  noise,  I  should  have 
a  word  or  two  about  it  with  my  old  comrade  below,  who  sits 
as  steady  as  a  rock  through  it  all,  I  've  no  doubt.  There 
is  one  thing  I  am  not  quite  easy  about  myself.  .  .  . 
In  case  this  west  wind  should  blow  a  little,  nay,  in  short, 
a  great  deal  harder,  even  than  now,  I  wonder  whether 
there  would  be  any  danger  of  my  being  blown  down? 
I  *m  not  very  fond  of  my  present  quarters,  it 's  true,  but 
a  change  is  sometimes  a  doubtful  kind  of  thing,  unless 
you  can  choose  what  it  shall  be.  I  wonder,  too,  whether 
people  would  be  glad  if  I  was  gone ;  or  whether,  after 
all,  I  might  n*t  be  rather  missed  ?    And  I  wonder,  too — ** 

But  it  began  to  blow  too  hard  for  wondering,  or  talk- 
ing, or  doing  anything,  but  silently  holding  fast,  for  the 
gale  was  rising  rapidly  ;  so  rapidly  that  before  midnight  a 
hurricane  was  driving  over  land  and  ocean,  and  in  its  con- 
tinued roaring,  mingled  as  it  was  with  the  raging  of  a 
tempest-tossed  sea,  every  other  voice  and  sound  was  lost. 

Tracts  of  white  foam,  lying  like  snow-fields  on  the 
water,  followed  the  breakers  as  they  fell  down  upon  the 
shore  with  a  crash  of  thunder,  and  were  visible  even 
through  the  gloom  of  night. 

Hour  after  hour  the  uproar  continued,  and  hour  after 
hour  the  church  clock  struck,  and  no  one  heard.  Due 
west  pointed  the  Weathercock,  varying  scarcely  a  point. 
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Firm  and  composed  lay  the  Dial  on  his  pedestal,  and  the 
old  church  on  her  foundations,  mocking  the  tumult  of  the 
elements  by  their  dead,  immovable  calm. 

In  the  village  on  the  top  of  the  cliff  many  were  awak- 
ened by  the  noise ;  and  one  or  two,  as  they  lay  listening 
in  their  beds,  forgot  for  a  time  their  own  petty  troubles 
and  trifling  cares,  and  uttered  wishes  and  prayers  that  no 
vessel  might  be  driven  near  the  rock-bound  shore  on  that 
night  of  storm ! 

Vain  wishes !  vain  prayers !  As  they  turned  again  to 
their  pillows  to  sleep,  with  their  children  around  them, 
housed  in  security  and  peace,  the  blue  lights  of  distress 
were  sent  up  by  trembling  hands  into  the  vault  of  heaven, 
and  agonized  hearts  wondered  whether  human  eye  would 
see  them,  or  human  hand  could  aid. 

And  it  might  easily  have  happened  that,  in  that  terrible 
night,  no  eye  had  caught  sight  of  the  signals,  or  caught 
sight  of  them  too  late  to  be  of  use,  or  that  those  who  had 
seen  had  been  indifferent,  or  unable  to  help. 

But  it  was  not  so,  or  the  Weathercock  would  have 
pointed,  and  the  Dial  have  shown  the  hour,  and  the  sailor 
looked  at  both  in  vain. 

And  this  was  not  the  case  ! 

People  were  roused  from  their  pillowed  slumbers  the 
next  morning  to  hear  that  a  vessel,  with  a  passenger 
crew  on  board  of  her,  was  driving  on  the  rocks.  From 
cottage  casements,  and  from  the  drawing-room  windows 
of  houses  on  the  top  of  the  cliff,  the  fatal  sight  was  seen. 
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for  the  dismasted  ship  rolling  helplessly  on  the  waters, 
drifted  gradually  in  front  of  the  village,  looking  black  as 
if  with  the  shadow  of  death. 

Delicate  women  saw  it,  who,  all  unaccustomed  to  such 
sights,  and  shuddering  at  their  own  helplessness,  could 
only  sink  on  their  knees,  and  ask  if  there  was  no  mercy 
with  the  Most  High.  Men  saw  it  whom  age  or  sickness 
had  made  weak  as  children,  but  who  had  once  been  brave 
and  strong ;  and  their  hearts  burned  within  them  as  they 
turned  away,  and  sickened  at  the  spectacle  of  misery  they 
could  not  even  try  to  avert.  Children  saw  it,  who,  mixing 
in  the  village  crowd  that  by  degrees  gathered  on  the  cliff, 
never  ceased  the  vain  prattling  inquiry  of  why  some  good 
people  did  not  go  to  help  the  poor  people  who  were 
drowning  in  the  ship  ? 

"  Young  'un,  you  talk,**  growled  one  old  fellow,  who 
was  eyeing  the  spectacle  somewhat  coolly  through  a  tele- 
scope;  '*and  it 's  for  such  as  you  to  talk;  but  who's  to 
get  off  a  boat  over  such  a  surf  as  yon  ?  Little  use  there  *d 
be  in  flinging  away  more  lives  to  save  these  that's  as 
good  as  gone  already. 

*' How  you  go  on,  Jonas!"  cried  a  woman  from  the 
crowd.  **  Here's  a  lady  has  fainted  through  your  saying 
that ;  and  what  do  you  know  about  it  ?  While  there 's 
life  there  *s  hope.  My  husband  went  down  to  the  shore 
hours  and  hours  ago,  before  it  was  light." 

"  With  coffins,  I  suppose,"  shouted  some  one,  and  the 
jest  went  round,  for  the  woman  who  had  spoken  was  the 
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sexton's  wife.  But  many  a  voice  cried  '*  shame,"  as  Mrs, 
Tomkins  turned  away  to  lend  her  aid  in  carrying  the 
fainting  lady  to  her  home. 

It  was  strange  how  time  wore  on,  and  no  change  for 
better  or  worse  seemed  to  take  place  in  the  condition  of 
the  unhappy  vessel,  as  far  as  those  on  land  could  judge  of 
her.  But  she  was  at  least  a  mile  from  shore !  and  even 
with  a  glass  it  was  impossible  to  detect  clearly  the  move- 
ments and  state  of  her  crew. 

It  was  evident  at  one  time  that  she  had  ceased  to  drift, 
and  had  become  stationary,  and  all  sorts  of  conjectures 
were  afloat  as  to  the  cause  ;  the  most  popular  and  dreadful 
of  which  being,  that  she  was  gradually  filling  with  water, 
and  must  go  down. 

This  was  the  reason  (old  Jonas  said)  why  part  of  the 
crew  had  got  into  the  boat  that  was  being  towed  along 
behind  by  means  of  a  rope,  so  that,  when  every  other 
hope  was  over,  the  rest  of  the  men  might  join  them,  and 
make  a  last  desperate  effort  to  escape  the  fate  of  the 
sinking  vessel. 

But  still  time  wore  on,  and  no  change  took  place,  nor 
did  the  vessel  appear  to  get  lower  in  the  water,  although 
at  times  the  breakers  rolled  over  her  broken  decks,  and 
cries  of  "  It  *s  all  over!  There  she  goes!"  broke  from 
the  crowd.  The  man  at  the  helm  seemed  still  to  main- 
tain his  post  ;  those  in  the  boat  behind  still  kept  their 
places,  and  the  few  visible  about  the  ship  were  busied, 
but  no  one  could  say  how. 
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At  last  somebody  shouted  that  they  were  raising  a 
jury-mast,  though  whether  as  a  signal  to  some  vessel 
within  sight  of  them,  or  for  their  own  use,  remained 
doubtful  for  a  time  ;  but  by-and-by  a  small  sail  became 
visible,  and  soon  after  it  was  observed  that  the  vessel  had 
resumed  her  course,  and  that  she  was  no  longer  drifting^ 
but  steering !  It  was  clear,  therefore,  that  she  had  been 
anchored  previously,  that  the  crew  had  not  given  up 
hope,  and  that  they  were  now  trying  to  weather  the  rocky 
bay,  and  get  into  the  nearest  harbour. 

Old  Jonas  turned  away,  and  lent  his  glass  to  others* 
The  vessel  was  not  filling  with  water,  it  was  true,  but 
could  such  a  battered  hulk,  rolling  as  it  did,  ever  live 
through  the  "  race  *'  at  the  extremity  of  the  bay  ?  He 
doubted  it,  for  his  part — but  he  was  disposed  to  doubt ! 

Others  were  more  hopeful,  and  many  a  "  Thank  God 
for  His  goodness  !  "  relieved  the  anxious  breasts  of  those 
who  had  hitherto  looked  on  in  trembling  suspense. 

The  villagers  were  gradually  dispersing  to  their  different 
occupations,  when  a  couple  of  boys,  who  had  gone  down 
by  the  cliffs  to  the  shore,  came  running  breathless  back 
with  the  news  that  the  old  sailor's  (Mr.  Bowman's)  cot- 
tage, the  only  one  near  the  shore,  was  shut  up,  the  key 
gone,  and  nobody  there.  This  new  surprise  was  heartily 
welcome,  coming  as  it  did  to  enliven  the  natural  reaction 
of  dulness  that  follows  the  cessation  of  great  excitement ; 
and  the  good  wives  of  the  village,  with  their  aprons  over 
their  heads,  huddled  together,  more  full  of  wonder  and 
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conjecture  over  the  disappearance  of  the  Bowmans,  than 
over  the  fate  of  the  still  peril-surrounded  ship.     It  was 
then  discovered,  but  quite  by  an  accident,  that  some  one 
else  had  disappeared — no  other  than  Tomkins,  the  sex- 
ton.     A   neighbour,   on   her    road    home,    accidentally 
dropping  in  at  Mr.  Tomkins's  door  to  ask  after  the  lady 
that  had  fainted,  found  the  good  woman  sitting  over  the 
fire,  rocking  to  and  fro,  and  crying  her  heart  out. 

"  Go   away,    woman !  '*   cried    she   to   her    neighbour, 

SLS  the  door  opened.     "  Get  away  wi*  ye  !     I  want  none 

of  ye !     I  want  none  of  your  talking !     I  '11  not  listen 

to  any  of  ye  till  I  know  whether  the  ship  's  gone  down 

cr  not !  ** 

"  The  woman  's  beside  herself  !  "  cried  the  neighbour. 
**  Why,  you  don't  know  what  you  are  saying,  surely.  The 
ship  is  n't  likely  to  go  down  now !  There  's  a  mast  and  a 
sail  up,  woman  !  " 

"Ay,  ay,  but  the  *  race,'  "  cried  Mrs.  Tomkins,  rocking 
to  and  fro  in  despair. 

"  The  *  race  '  will  not  hurt  it,  there  's  a  many  says.  It 
was  only  old  Jonas  that  shook  his  head  over  that.  Eh, 
woman,  but  you  've  lost  your  head  with  watching  them. 
Where  's  your  good  man  ?  " 

Mrs.  Tomkins  almost  shrieked,  "  T/tere/  he  's  t/iere — 
wttA  tliem  !     I  saw  him  through  Jonas's  glass," 

The  neighbour  was  thunderstruck.  Here  was  news 
indeed.  But  she  pressed  the  matter  no  further,  thinking 
in  truth  that  Mrs.  Tomkins's  head  was  unsettled  ;  and  so, 
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after  soothing  her  a  bit  in  the  best  fashion  she  could,  she 
left  her  to  talk  the  matter  over  in  the  village. 

Mrs.  Tomkins  was  not  unsettled  in  her  head  at  all.  She 
had  been  one  of  those  who  had  had  a  peep  through 
Jonas*s  glass,  and,  to  her  horror,  had  detected,  by  some 
peculiarity  of  dress,  the  form  of  her  husband  sitting  in 
the  boat  behind  the  vessel.  The  terror  and  astonishment 
that  seized  her  rendered  her  mute,  and  she  had  retired  to 
her  own  cottage  to  think  it  out  by  herself — what  it  could 
mean,  and  how  it  could  have  happened — but  she  had 
caught  Jonas's  remark  about  the  "  race,'*  and  on  reaching 
her  own  fireside,  all  thoughts  merged  in  the  one  terrible 
idea  that  her  husband  might  go  down  with  the  devoted 
ship. 

The  report  of  Mrs.  Tomkins\s  hallucination  soon  spread, 
and  there  is  no  saying  to  what  a  pitch  of  mysterious  belief 
in  some  supernatural  visitation  it  might  not  have  led,  had 
not  the  arrival  of  Bowman's  daughter  in  the  village,  and 
the  account  she  gave,  explained  the  whole  affair. 

Bowman  and  his  sons  had  not  gone  regularly  to  bed  at 
all  on  the  night  previous,  but,  true  to  their  intention,  had 
kept  watch  in  turn,  walking  up  and  down  along  the  front 
of  their  cottage,  which  stood  upon  ground  slightly  raised 
above  the  shore.  It  was  the  old  man  himself  who  hap- 
pened to  be  watching  when  the  first  blue  lights  went  up, 
and  it  was  then  considerably  past  midnight. 

**What  a  mercy!"  was  his  first  exclamation,  after 
hurrying  to  the  cottage,  and  bidding  his  sons  follow  him 
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to  the  Hall ;  "  what  a  mercy  !  *'  and  he  threw  up  his  right 
arm  with  a  clenched  fist  into  the  air,  his  whole  frame  knit 
up  by  strong  emotion.  The  boys,  not  knowing  what  he 
meant,  had  only  stared  at  him  in  surprise  for  a  moment, 
for  there  was  no  time  for  talking.  But  the  mind  of  the 
old  man  had,  with  the  first  sight  of  the  blue  lights,  gone 
back  to  his  churchyard  lounge,  to  his  observations  on  the 
weather,  to  the  startling  inscriptions,  and  to  his  determi- 
nation to  watch  and  provide.  It  had  gone  forward  too,  as 
well  as  backward.  Forward,  with  the  elastic  determina- 
tion, and  hope,  which  comes  like  inspiration  to  a  good 
cause ;  and  for  him  by  anticipation  the  daring  deed  had 
been  done,  and  the  perishing  crew  rescued.  "What  a 
mercy !  **  The  exclamation  comprehended  past,  present, 
and  future. 

As  by  the  position  of  the  signals  of  distress,  Bowman 
judged  it  would  be  best  to  put  off  the  boat  from  the  place 
where  it  usually  lay,  he  locked  up  his  cottage  (for  the  girl 
refused  to  be  left  there  alone),  taking  the  key  with  him, 
and  proceeded  at  once  to  the  Hall ;  then  recollecting  that 
his  friend,  the  sexton,  had  made  an  urgent  request  to  be 
called  should  any  disaster  occur,  he  sent  one  of  the  lads 
up  the  cliff  to  the  village,  to  give  notice  of  what  they  were 
about. 

But  before  the  boy  was  half-way  there,  he  met  poor 
Tomkins  himself,  who,  rendered  restless  and  uneasy  by 
Bowman's  fears  and  the  terrible  weather,  had  come  out  to 
inquire  how  matters  were  going  on.     Thus,  therefore,  he 
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joined  their  expedition  at  once,  while  his  wife  remained 
as  ignorant  of  his  movements  as  the  rest  of  the  village. 

The  Captain,  a  fine  old  sailor,  round  the  evening  of 
whose  days  the  glories  of  Trafalgar  shed  an  undying  halo, 
had  made  it  clearly  understood,  when  first  applied  to,  that 
in  case  of  the  boat  being  wanted  his  own  assistance  also 
might  be  depended  upon  ;  and  he  was  true  to  his  word ; 
so  that  as  soon  as  the  dawn  had  broken,  five  men  were  to 
be  seen  on  the  beach  under  the  Hall,  up  to  their  waist  al- 
most in  water,  struggling  with  the  foaming  breakers,  and 
pushing  off,  with  an  energy  which  nothing  but  the  most 
desperate  resolution  could  have  given  them,  a  boat  from 
the  shore.  Few  words  were  spoken ;  the  one  man  gave 
orders,  and  the  rest  obeyed  —  promptly,  implicitly, 
and  willingly,  as  if  they  had  worked  for  years  in  com- 
pany ;  and  thus,  life  and  death  at  stake,  they  rowed  over 
the  waste  of  waters  with  mute  courage,  and  a  hope  which 
never  for  an  instant  blinded  them  to  the  knowledge  of 
the  peril  they  incurred. 

And  thus  it  was  that  ere  the  full  daylight  had  revealed 
to  the  villagers  the  disaster  at  sea,  and  even  while  they 
were  shuddering  for  the  fate  of  the  supposed  doomed 
vessel,  help  and  comfort  had  reached  the  despairing  hearts 
of  the  bewildered  men  on  board. 

There  were  plenty  of  people  afterwards  to  say  that  any- 
body might  have  known — if  they  had  only  thought  about 
it — that  that  man  who  was  lashed  to  the  helm,  and  who  had 
never  changed  his  position  for  an  instant,  could  have  been 
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nobody  but  the  grand  old  Captain  who  had  been  so  long 
in  the  wars ! 

There  were  plenty  also  to  say  that  Bowman,  old  as  he 
was,  was  constantly  on  the  look-out,  and  was  sure  to  be 
the  first  to  foresee  a  disaster,  and  suggest  what  ought  to 
be  done,  even  when  he  could  not  do  it  himself !  and  did  n't 
everybody  know,  too,  that  Tomkins  was  always  foremost 
to  have  a  hand  in  a  job,  whatever  it  might  be  ? 

The  vessel  cleared  the  **  race,"  and  got  safe  to  the  next 
harbour,  and  half  the  village  went  with  Bowman's  daugh- 
ter and  Mrs.  Tomkins  (now  weeping  as  hard  for  joy  as 
she  had  before  done  for  terror),  to  meet  them  as  they 
landed. 

What  a  talking  there  was!  and  what  bowing  to  the 
Captain,  who,  dripping  wet  and  cold,  had  nevertheless  a 
joke  for  everybody,  and  even  made  Mrs.  Tomkins  smile 
by  saying  her  husband  had  come  with  them  on  the  look- 
out for  a  job,  but  happily  his  professional  services  had  not 
been  required,  though  he  had  done  his  duty  otherwise 
like  a  man. 

But  the  wet  fellow-labourers  had  to  be  dried  and  taken 
care  of,  and  the  half-exhausted  crew  had  to  be  attended 
to  and  comforted  ;  and  the  time  for  chatting  comfortably 
over  the  events  of  that  night  did  not  come  till  people's 
minds  and  spirits  had  cooled  down  from  the  first  excite- 
ment. 

The  weather  cleared  up  wonderfully  after  that  terrible 
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storm  had  passed  over,  and  the  following  Sunday  shone 
out  over  village  and  sea  with  all  the  brilliancy  of  spring. 

It  was  just  as  they  were  issuing  from  church  after 
morning  service,  that  the  Captain  observed  Bowman 
standing  by  the  porch,  as  if  waiting  till  the  crowd  had 
passed.  He  looked  far  more  upright  than  usual,  and  had 
more  of  a  smile  upon  his  face  than  was  commonly  seen 
there.  The  Captain  beckoned  to  him  to  come  and  speaks 
and  Bowman  obeyed. 

**  This  has  made  a  young  man  of  you,  Bowman,"  was 
the  Captain's  observation,  and  he  smiled. 

**  It  has  comforted  me,  Sir,  I  *11  not  deny,"  was  Bow- 
man's answer. 

"  I  hope  it  will  teach  as  well  as  comfort  you,"  contin- 
ued the  Captain,  with  a  half  good-natured,  half-stern 
manner.  **  You  Ve  been  very  fond  of  talking  of  age  and 
infirmity,  and  *  cumbering  the  ground,'  and  all  that  sort 
of  thing.  But  what  it  means  is,  quarrelling  with  your  lot. 
We  may  not  always  know  what  we  're  wanted  for,  nor  is 
it  for  us  to  inquire,  but  nobody  is  useless  as  long  as  he  is 
permitted  to  live.  You  can't  have  a  shipwreck  every  day 
to  prove  it.  Bowman,  but  this  shipwreck  ought  to  teach 
you  the  lesson  for  the  rest  of  your  life." 

"  I  hope  it  will,  Sir,"  cried  Bowman. 

"  Not  that  you  've  so  much  credit  in  that  matter,  after 
all,  as  I  thought,"  observed  the  Captain,  with  a  sly  smile. 
"  By  your  own  account,  if  it  had  n't  been  for  these  com- 
rades of  yours  in  the  churchyard  here,"  and  as  he  spoke 
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the  Captain  pointed  with  his  stick  to  the  Dial  and 
Weathercock,  **  you  might  have  gone  to  bed  and  snored 
composedly  all  the  night  through,  without  thinking  of 
whether  the  storm  would  last,  or  what  it  would  do." 

Bowman  touched  his  hat  in  compliment  to  the  joke, 
recollecting  with  a  sort  of  confusion  that,  as  they  were 
bringing  the  vessel  into  port,  he  had  told  the  Captain  the 
whole  story  of  his  noticing  the  change  of  wind  at  the 
particular  hour  of  three,  harping  nervously  and  minutely 
on  the  importance  of  each  link  in  the  little  chain  of 
events,  and  dwelling  much  on  the  half-effaced  inscription, 
the  words  of  which  had  never  left  his  mind,  from  the 
moment  when  he  got  into  the  Captain's  boat  to  that  when 
they  reached  the  shore  in  safety. 

Scarcely  knowing  how  to  reply.  Bowman  began  again — 

"  Well,  your  honour,  it  \s  really  true,  for  if  it  had  n't 
been  that — " 

"  I  know,  I  know,"  interrupted  the  Captain,  laughing. 
**  And  now  let  us  see  your  friends.  I  must  have  a  peep 
at  the  inscription  myself." 

The  old  sailor  led  the  way  over  the  grassy  graves  to 
the  Dial,  and  pointed  out  to  his  companion  the  almost 
illegible  words. 

There  was  a  silence  for  several  minutes,  after  the  Cap- 
tain had  bent  his  head  to  read :  and  when  he  raised  it 
again  his  look  was  ver>-  grave.  Except  for  the  merc>'  that 
had  spared  their  lives  in  so  great  a  risk,  tfu  hour  might 
have  been  over  for  them. 
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"  Bowman,**  cried  the  Captain  at  length,  in  his  old 
good-natured  way,  **  these  comrades  of  yours  shall  not  go 
unrewarded  any  more  than  yourself.  Before  another 
week  is  over  you  must  see  that  this  plate  is  cleaned  and 
burnished,  so  that  all  the  parish  may  read  the  inscription  ; 
and  as  to  the  Weathercock,  I  must  have  him  as  bright  as 
gilding  can  make  him  before  another  Sunday.  Come, 
here's  work  for  you  for  the  week,  and  the  seeing  that 
this  is  done  will  leave  you  no  time  for  grumbling,  eh,  old 
fellow?" 

Bowman  bowed  his  lowest  bow.  It  fell  in  with  all  his 
feelings  to  superintend  such  an  improvement  as  this. 

"  And  while  you  *re  looking  after  them,  don*t  forget 
the  lesson  they  teach,*'  continued  the  Captain. 

Bowman  bowed  again,  and  was  attentive. 

**  I  mean  that  everything,  as  well  as  everybody,  is  use- 
ful in  its  appointed  place,  at  the  appointed  time.  But 
neither  we  nor  they  can  choose  or  foresee  the  time.** 

On  the  following  Sunday,  the  sun  himself  scarcely 
exceeded  in  brilliancy  the  flashing  Weathercock,  which 
hovered  gently  between  point  and  point  on  the  old 
church-tower  by  the  sea,  as  if  to  exhibit  his  splendour  to 
the  world.  Not  a  creak  did  he  make  as  he  moved,  for  all 
grumbling  was  over,  and  he  was  suspended  to  a  nicety  on 
his  well-oiled  pole.  Below,  and  freshly  brightened  up 
and  cleaned,  the  Dial  basked  in  the  sunlight,  telling  one 
by  one  the  fleeting  hours,  while  the  motto  underneath  it 
spoke  its  warning,  in  letters  illuminated  as  if  with  fire. 
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Many  a  villager  hung  about  the  once-neglected  plate,  and 
took  to  heart  those  words  of  divine  wisdom, 

^^  W[ak§,  for  ^tl  knnm  no!  i^n  \nnr  ^' ; 

and  many  an  eye  glanced  up  to  the  monitor  of  storms 
and  weather,  and  echoed  the  **  What  a  mercy !  **  of  old 
Bowman  the  sailor. 

"  Are  you  silent,  my  sprightly  comrade  ?  "  inquired  the 
Dial  from  below,  of  his  shining  friend  above. 

'*  Only  a  little  confused  and  overpowered  at  first,"  was 
the  answer  of  the  Weathercock.  **  My  responsibility  is 
great,  you  know.  I  have  a  great  deal  to  do,  and  all  the 
world  is  observing  me  just  now.** 

"  That  *s  true,  certainly,**  continued  the  Dial.  **  Things 
are  coming  round  in  a  singular  manner.  Everything  *s 
right,  after  all ;  but  under  such  a  cloud  as  we  were  a  short 
time  ago,  it  is  not  very  easy  to  find  it  out.** 

"  Undoubtedly  not,  and  a  more  excusable  mistake  than 
ours  could  not  well  be  imagined.  People  with  fifty  times 
our  advantages,  are  constantly  falling  into  the  same 
errors." 

"  Which  is  such  a  comfort,  **  pursued  the  Dial,  smiling  as 
he  glowed  in  the  sunbeams.  "  However,  **  added  he, 
**  that 's  a  good  idea  of  the  old  gentleman  who  was  here 
just  now,  and  I  shall  try  and  remember  it  for  future  occa- 
sions, for  it  really  appears  to  be  true.  *  Everything  is 
useful  in  its  place  at  the  appointed  time.  *  That  was  it, 
wasn't  it?** 
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**  Exactly.  And,  conscious  as  I  feel  just  now  of  my 
own  responsibility,  I  could  almost  add,  (in  confidence  to 
you,  of  course,  my  ancient  friend,)  that  I  have  a  kind  of 
sensation  that  everything  is  useful  in  its  place,  always, 
and  at  all  times,  though  people  may  n*t  always  find  it  out." 

**  Just  my  own  impression,  "  was  the  Dial's  last  remark. 


'    '      Iknowleboc   not   the 
!ILimit  of  Belief. 

INTRODUCTORV   NOTE. 

ZOOPHYTES   AM>  CORALLINAS. 

LMOST  everybody  knows  what  a  sea- 
weed i.s,  but  many  people  may  not 
know  that  the  graceful  buff-colored 
piectfs,  they  pick   up  among  their  favourite 
piak  and  green  specimens,  are   not   really  sea- 
weeds or  any  sort  o{  plants,  but  animal  creatures, 
which   are    known    among    Naturalists  by   the 
name  of  ZoOphytes. 
«^~  They  look  so  like  plants,  however,  to 

the  naked  eye,  that  they  were  always  supposed  to  be  so, 
until,  by  being  examined  through  a  microscope,  it  was 
discovered  that  these  so-called  plants  were  covered  over 
with  cells,  in  which  tiny  live  creatures  were  fixed,  and 
from  which  they  were  seen  to  put  out  feelers  for  the 
purpose  of  catching  prey  for  food. 

But  as  the  tiny  creatures  (called  Polypes)  cannot  leave 
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their  ccII-likc  hnmcs.  a  Zoophyte  may  well  be  called  a 
comiKiund  animal.  It  is  like  a  shrub,  only  with  animal 
instead  of  vegetable  sap  in  all  its  branches,  and  a  living 
creature  growing  in  ever}'  bud. 

CoKALi.iNAS  arc  the  common  lilac-colored  seaweeds, 
with  a  hard  limy  coating,  which  are  picked  up  on  all  our 
shores,  and  are  well  known  by  sight,  if  not  by  name,  to  all 
seaweed  gatherers. 

The  only  curious  j)art  of  their  history  is,  that  for  more 
than  hair  a  century  they  were  supposed  to  be  animals! 
This  strange  mistake  was  originated  by  the  same  dis- 
tinguished  Naturalist,  Mr.  John  Ellis,  a  London  merchant, 
wlio  first  asserted  in  England  the  animal  nature  of  the 
Zoophytes.  And  as  ])is  statements  about  them  proved 
to  \)i  no  less  true  than  interesting,  people  took  for  granted 
tli<-  cornclness  of  what  he  said  about  the  Corallinas.  But, 
within  the  last  few  years,  Ellis*  mistake  began  to  be 
sir.j/rttrd  ;  and  one  of  the  most  eminent  observers  of  our 
own  i\:iy,  I  Jr.  Johnston,  of  Herwick.  published  in  1842  a 
History  ff  lirilisli  S/iofijrcs  and  Lithophytcs  in  which 
this  r  J  in  lion  was  set  at  rest  for  ever,  and  their  vegetable 
n.itiin  wa  .  jiroved  by  the  results  of  the  closest  examination 
and  thr  njost  conclusive  experiments. 


f^nowleboe  not  the  Ximit 
of  Beliet 

*  Canst  tlum  by  searching  t'nul  out  God?" 

Job,  xi.,  7. 

IT  was    but   the   banging   of  the  door,  blown  to  by  a 
current  of  Vind   from  the  open  window,  that  made 
that  great  noise,  and  shook  the  room  so  much  ! 

The  room  was  a  Naturalist's  library,  and  it  was  a  pity 
that  some  folio  books  of  specimens  had  been  left  so  near 
the  edge  of  the  great  table,  for,  when  the  door  clapped 
to,  they  fell  down,  and  many  plants,  seaweeds,  etc.,  were 
scattered  on  the  floor. 

And,  "  Do  we  meet  once  again  ?  **  said  a  Zoophyte  to 
a  Seaweed  (a  Corillind)  in  whose  company  he  had  been 
thrown  ashore, — "  Do  we  meet  once  again  ?  This  is  a 
real  pleasure.  What  strange  adventures  we  have  gone 
through  since  the  waves  flung  us  on  the  sands  together ! " 
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**  Ay,  indeed,"  replied  the  Seaweed,  **  and  what  a  queer 
place  we  have  come  to  at  last !  Well,  well — but  let  me 
first  ask  you  how  you  are  this  morning,  after  all  the 
washing,  and  drying,  and  squeezing,  and  gumming,  we 
have  undergone?" 

**  Oh,  pretty  well  in  health.  Seaweed,  but  very,  very 
sad.  You  know  there  is  a  great  diflference  between  you 
and  me.  You  have  little  or  no  cause  to  be  sad.  You  are 
just  the  same  now  that  you  ever  were,  excepting  that 
you  can  never  grow  any  more.  But  //  ah,  I  am  only 
the  skeleton  of  what  I  once  was !  All  the  merry  little 
creatures  that  inhabited  me  are  dead  and  dried  up.  They 
died  by  hundreds  at  a  time  soon  after  I  left  the  sea;  and 
even  if  they  had  survived  longer,  the  nasty  fresh  water 
we  were  soaked  in  by  the  horrid  being  who  picked  us  up, 
would  have  killed  them  at  once.  What  are  you  smiling 
at?" 

"  I  am  smiling,"  said  the  Seaweed.  "  at  your  calling  our 
new  master  a  horrid  being,  and  also  at  your  speaking  so 
positively  about  the  little  creatures  that  inhabited  you." 

*' And  why  may  I  not  speak  positively  of  what  I  know 
so  well  ?  "  asked  the  other. 

**  Oh,  of  what  you  hwzc.  Zoophyte,  by  all  means !  But 
I  wonder  what  wc  do  know  ?  People  get  very  obstinate 
over  what  they  think  they  know,  and  then,  lo  and  behold  ! 
it  turns  out  lo  be  a  mistake." 

**  What  makes  you  say  this?"  inquired  the  Zodphyte ; 
and  the  Seaweed  answered,  "  I  have  learnt  it  from  a  very 
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curious  creature  I  have  made  acquaintance  with  here — a 
Bookworm.     He   walks   through   all  the   books   in   this 
library  just  as  he   pleases,  and   picks  up  a  quantity  of 
•^'  information,  and     knows   a    great   deal. 
^^  y    And  he  *s  a  mere    nothing,  he  says,  com- 
pared to  the  creature  who  picked  us  up — 
the    *  horrid    being/    as    you    call    htm. 
^      Why,  my  dear  friend,  the   Bookworm 
'"'^     tells  me  that  he  who  found  us  is  a 
man»  and   that    a  man    is    the    most 
wonderful  creature  in  all  the  world  ; 
-  '-^      that  there  is  nothing  in  the  least 
like  him.      And  this    particular 
one    here   is   a  Naturalist ;    that   is, 
he  knows  all  about  living  create  res, 
and  plants,  and  stones,  and  I  don*t 
know    what    besides.         Now, 
would  n't  you  say  that  it  was  a 
^   great  honour  to  belong  to  him, 
1^  and      to     have     made     ac- 
i/    ^  quaintance   with   his   friend 
the  Bookworm  ?  '* 

**  Of  course  1  should,  and 
do/*    the    Zoophyte 
replied. 
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**  Very  well/*  continued  his  companion,  "  I  knew  you 
would  ;  and  yet  I  can  tell  you  that  this  Naturalist  and  his 
Bookworm  are  just  instances  of  what  I  have  been  saying. 
They  fancy  that  betwixt  them  they  know  nearly  every- 
thing, and  get  as  obstinate  as  possible  over  the  most 
ridiculous  mistakes." 

"  My  good  friend  Seaweed,  are  you  a  competent  judge 
in  such  matters  as  these  ?  ** 

**  Oh,  am  I  not !  "  the  Seaweed  rejoined.  "  Why,  now, 
for  instance,  what  do  you  think  the  Bookworm  and  I  have 
been  quarrelling  about  half  the  morning?  Actually  as  to 
whether  /  am  an  animal  or  a  vegetable.  He  declares  that 
I  am  an  animal  full  of  little  living  creatures  like  yours, 
and  that  there  is  a  long  account  of  all  this  written  on  the 
page  opposite  the  one  on  which  I  am  gummed  !  '* 

**  Of  all  the  nonsense  I  ever  listened  to !  **  began  the 
Zoophyte,  angrily,  yet  amused — but  he  was  interrupted 
by  the  Seaweed — 

"  And  as  for  you — I  am  almost  ashamed  to  tell  you — 
that  you  and  all  your  family  and  connections  were,  for 
generations  and  generations,  considered  as  vegetables. 
It  is  only  lately  that  these  Naturalists  found  out  that  you 
were  an  animal.  May  I  not  well  say  that  people  get  very 
obstinate  about  what  they  think  they  know,  and  after  all 
it  turns  out  to  be  a  mistake?  As  for  me,  I  am  quite 
confused  with  these  blunders."   , 

**  O,  dear,  how  disappointed  I  am !  "  murmured  the 
Zoophyte.       "  I   thought  we   had  really  fallen    into   the 
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hands  of  some  very  interesting  creatures.  I  am  very, 
very  sorry !  It  seemed  so  nice  that  there  should  be  won- 
derful, wise  beings,  who  spend  their  time  in  finding  out 
all  about  animals,  and  plants,  and  such  things,  and  keep 
us  all  in  these  beautiful  books  so  carefully.  I  liked  it  so 
much ;  and  now  I  find  the  wonderfully  wise  creatures  are 
wonderfully  stupid  ones  instead." 

**  Very  much  so,'*  laughed  the  Seaweed,  "  though  our 
learned  friend,  the  Bookworm,  would  tell  you  quite  other- 
wise ;  but  he  gets  quite  muddled  when  he  talks  about 
them,  poor  fellow !  " 

"  It  is  very  easy  to  ridicule  your  betters,"  said  a  strange 
voice ;  and  the  Bookworm,  who  had  just  then  eaten  his 
way  through  the  back  of  Lord  Bacon's  Advancement  of 
Learnings  appeared  sitting  outside,  listening  to  the  con- 
versation. **  I  shall  be  sorry  that  I  have  told  you  any- 
thing, if  you  make  such  a  bad  use  of  the  little  bit  of 
knowledge  you  have  acquired." 

"  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon,  dear  friend  !  "  cried  the  Sea- 
weed. "  I  meant  no  harm.  You  see  it  is  quite  new  to 
us  to  learn  anything;  and  really,  if  I  laughed,  you  must 
excuse  me.  I  meant  no  harm — only  I  do  happen  to  know 
—really  for  a  fact — that  I  never  was  alive  with  little  crea- 
tures like  my  friend  the  Zoophyte;  and  he  happens  to 
know — really  for  a  fact — that  he  never  was  a  vegetable ; 
and  so  you  see  it  made  us  smile  to  think  of  your  wonder- 
ful creature,  man,  making  such  wonderfully  odd  mistakes." 
At  this  the  Bookworm  smiled  ;  but  he  soon  shook  his 
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head  gravely,  and  said — "  All  the  mistakes  man  makes, 
man  can  discover  and  correct — I  mean,  of  course,  all  the 
mistakes  he  makes  about  creatures  inferior  to  himself, 
whom  he  learns  to  know  from  his  own  observation.  He 
may  not  observe  quite  carefully  enough  one  day,  but  he 
may  put  all  right  when  he  looks  next  time.  I  never  give 
up  a  statement  when  I  know  it  is  true :  and  so  I  tell  you 
again — laugh  as  much  as  you  please — that,  in  spite  of  all 
his  mistakes,  man  is,  without  exception,  the  most  wonder- 
ful and  the  most  clever  of  all  the  creatures  upon  earth !  " 

"  You  will  be  a  clever  creature  yourself  if  you  can  prove 
it !  "  cried  both  the  Zo5phite  and  Seaweed  at  once. 

"  The  idea  of  taking  me  with  my  hundreds  of  living 
inhabitants  for  a  vegetable  !  **  sneered  the  Zodphyte. 

"And  me  with  my  vegetable  inside,  covered  over  with 
lime,  for  an  animal ! "  smiled  the  Seaweed. 

Bookivorm.  "  Ah !  have  your  laugh  out,  and  then 
listen.  But,  my  good  friends,  if  you  had  worked  your 
way  through  as  many  wise  books  as  I  have  done,  you 
would  laugh  less  and  know  more." 

Zoophyte.     **  Nay,  don't  be  angry.  Bookworm.' 

Bookworm,  "  Oh,  I  'm  not  angry  a  bit.  I  know  too 
well  the  cause  of  all  the  folly  you  are  talking,  so  I  excuse 
you.  And  I  am  now  puzzling  my  head  to  find  out  how  I 
am  to  prove  what  I  have  said  about  the  superiority  of 
man,  so  as  to  make  you  understand  it." 

Seaweed.  "  Then  you  admit  there  is  a  little  difficulty 
in  proving  it  ?  Even  you  confess  it  to  be  rather  puzzling." 
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Bookworm,  "I  do ;  but  the  difficulty  does  not  lie 
where  you  think  it  does.  I  am  sorry  to  say  it — but  the 
only  thing  that  prevents  your  understanding  the  superior- 
ity  of  man,  is  your  own  immeasurable  inferiority  to  him  ! 
However  many  mistakes  he  may  make  about  you^  he  can 
correct  them  all  by  a  little  closer  or  more  patient  observa- 
tion.  But  no  observation  can  make  you  understand  what 
man  is.  You  are  quite  within  the  grasp  of  his  powers,  but 
he  is  quite  beyond  the  reach  ol  yours.*' 

Seaweed.  "  You  are  not  over-civil,  with  all  your  learn- 
ing, Mr.  Bookworm." 

Bookworm,  "  I  do  not  mean  to  be  rude,  I  assure  you. 
You  are  both  of  you  very  beautiful  creatures,  and,  I  dare 
say,  very  useful  too.  But  you  should  not  fancy  either 
that  you  do  know  everything,  or  that  you  are  able  to 
know  everything.  And,  above  all,  you  should  not  dispute 
the  superiority  and  powers  of  another  creature  merely 
because  you  cannot  understand  them.** 

Seaweed.  "And  am  I  then  to  believe  all  the  long 
stories  anybody  may  choose  to  come  and  tell  me  about 
the  wonderful  powers  of  other  creatures  ? — and,  when  I 
inquire  what  those  wonderful  powers  are,  am  I  to  be  told 
that  I  can*t  understand  them,  but  am  to  believe  them  all 
the  same  as  if  I  did  ?  *' 

Bookworm.  "  Certainly  not,  unless  the  wonderful  pow- 
ers are  proved  by  wonderful  results ;  but  if  they  are,  I 
advise  you  to  believe  in  them,  whether  you  understand 
them  or  not." 
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Seaweed.  "  I  should  like  to  know  how  I  am  to  believe 
what  I  don't  understand." 

Bookworm.  **  Very  well,  then,  don't !  and  remain  an 
igrnorant  fool  all  your  life.  Of  course,  you  can't  really 
understand  anything  but  what  is  within  the  narrow  limits 
of  your  own  powers ;  so,  if  you  choose  to  make  those 
powers  the  limits  of  your  belief,  I  wish  you  joy,  for  you 
certainly  won't  be  overburdened  with  knowledge." 

Seaweed.  **  I  will  retort  upon  you  that  it  is  very  easy  to 
be  contemptuous  to  your  inferiors,  Mr.  Bookworm.  You 
would  do  much  better  to  try  and  explain  to  me  those 
wonderful  powers  themselves,  and  so  remove  all  the  diffi- 
culties that  stand  in  the  way  of  my  belief." 

Bookworm.  '*  If  I  were  to  try  ever  so  much  I  should  not 
succeed.     You  can't  understand  even  my  superiority?" 

Seaweed.  "  Oh,  Bookworm !  now  you  are  growing 
conceited." 

Bookworm.  "  Indeed  I  am  not ;  but  you  shall  judge 
for  yourself.  I  can  do  many  things  you  can't  do ;  among 
others,  I  can  see.** 

Seaweed.  "  What  is  that  ?  " 

Bookworm.  "  There,  now  !  I  knew  I  should  puzzle  you 
directly !  Why,  seeing  is  something  that  I  do  with  a  very 
curious  machine  in  my  head,  called  an  eye.  But  as  you 
have  not  got  an  eye,  and  therefore  cannot  see,  how  am  I 
to  make  you  understand  what  seeing  is?" 

Seaweed.  "  Why,  you  can  tell  us,  to  be  sure." 

Bookworm.  **  Tell  you  what  ?     I  can  tell  you  I  see.     I 
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can  say,  Now  I  see,  now  I  see,  as  I  walk  over  you  and  see 
the  little  bits  of  you  that  fall  under  my  small  eye.  In- 
deed,  I  can  also  tell  you  wliat  I  see;  but  how  will  that 
teach  you  what  seeing  is  ?  You  have  got  no  eye,  and 
therefore  you  can't  see,  and  therefore,  also,  you  can  never 
know  what  seeing  is." 

Zoophyte.  "  Then  why  need  we  believe  there  is  such  a 
thing  as  seeing?** 

Bookworm.  "  Oh,  pray,  don*t  believe  it !  I  don*t  know 
why  you  should,  I  am  sure !  There  *s  no  harm  at  all  in 
being  ignorant  and  narrow-minded.  I  am  sure  I  had 
much  rather  you  took  no  further  trouble  in  the  matter ; 
for  you  are,  both  of  you,  very  testy  and  tiresome.  It  is 
from  nothing  but  pride  and  vanity,  too,  after  all.  You 
want  to  be  in  a  higher  place  in  creation  than  you  are  put 
in,  and  no  good  ever  comes  of  that.  If  you  would  be 
content  to  learn  wonderful  things  in  the  only  way  that  is 
open  to  you,  I  should  have  a  great  deal  of  pleasure  in 
telling  you  more.** 

Zoophyte.  "  And  pray  what  way  is  that  ?  '* 

Bookworm.  "  Why,  from  the  effects  produced  by  them. 
As  I  said  before,  even  where  you  cannot  ufiderstand  the 
wonderful  powers  themselves,  you  may  have  the  grace  to 
believe  in  their  existence,  from  their  wonderful  results.** 

Seaweed.  **  And  the  results  of  what  you  call  *  seeing  * 
are ** 

**  In  man,**  interrupted  the  Bookworm,  **that  he  gets  to 
know  everything  about  you,  and  all  the  creatures,  and 
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plants,  and  stones  he  looks  at ;  so  that  he  knows  your 
shape,  and  growth,  and  colour,  and  all  about  the  cells  of 
the  little  creatures  that  live  in  you — how  many  feelers 
these  have,  what  they  live  upon,  how  they  catch  their 
food,  how  the  eggs  come  out  of  the  egg-cells,  where  you 
live,  where  you  are  to  be  found,  what  other  Zodphytes 
are  related  to  you,  /.  e,,  which  are  most  like  you — in  short, 
the  most  minute  particulars ; — so  that  he  puts  you  in  his 
collections,  not  among  strange  creatures,  but  near  to 
those  you  are  most  nearly  connected  with ;  and  he  de- 
scribes you,  and  makes  pictures  of  you,  and  gives  you  a 
name,  so  that  you  are  known  for  the  same  creature  wher- 
ever you  are  found,  all  over  the  world.  And  now,  I  *m 
quite  out  of  breath  with  telling  you  all  these  wonderful 
results  of  seeing." 

*•  But  he  once  took  me  for  a  vegetable,"  mused  the 
Zoophyte. 

*'Yes;  as  I  said  before,  he  had  not  observed  quite 
close  enough,  nor  had  he  then  invented  a  curious  instru- 
ment which  enables  his  great  big  eye  to  see  such  little 
fellows  as  your  inhabitants  are.  But  when  he  made 
that  instrument,  and  looked  very  carefully,  he  saw  all 
about  you." 

"  Ay,  but  he  still  calls  me  an  animal,"  observed  the 
Seaweed. 

**  I  know  he  does,  but  I  am  certain  he  will  not  do  so 
long?  If  you  are  a  vegetable,  I  will  warrant  him  to  find 
it  out  when  he  examines  you  a  little  more." 
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"  You  expect  us  to  believe  strange  things,  Bookworm," 
observed  the  Zoophyte. 

**  To  be  sure,  because  there  is  no  end  of  strange  things 
for  you  to  believe!  And  what  you  can't  find  out  for 
yourself,  you  must  take  upon  trust  from  your  betters," 
laughed  the  Bookworm.  "  It  *s  the  only  plan.  Observa- 
tion and  Revelation  are  the  sole  means  of  acquiring 
knowledge'' 

Just  at  that  moment  the  door  opened,  and  two  gentle- 
men entered  the  room. 

**  Ah,  my  new  specimens  on  the  floor !  "  observed  the 
Naturalist ;  **  but  never  mind,"  added  he,  as  he  picked 
them  up,  "  here  is  the  very  one  we  wanted  ;  it  will  serve 
admirably  for  our  purpose.  I  shall  only  sacrifice  a  small 
branch  of  it,  though." 

And  the  Naturalist  cut  off  a  little  piece  of  the  Seaweed 
and  laid  it  in  a  saucer,  and  poured  upon  it  some  liquid 
from  a  bottle,  and  an  effervescence  began  to  take  place 
forthwith,  and  the  Seaweed's  limy  coat  began  to  give 
way ;  and  the  two  gentlemen  sat  watching  the  result. 

"  Now,"  whispered  the  Bookworm  to  the  Zoophite, 
"  those  two  men  are  looking  closely  at  your  Seaweed 
friend,  and  trying  what  they  call  experiments,  that  they 
may  find  out  what  he  is ;  and  if  they  do  not  succeed,  I  will 
give  up  all  my  arguments  in  despair." 

But  they  did  succeed. 

The  gentlemen  watched  on  till  all  the  lime  was  dis- 
solved, and  there  was  nothing  left  in  the  saucer  but  a 
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delicate  red  branch  with  little  round  things  upon  it,  that 
looked  like  tiny  apples. 

*'  This  is  the  fruit  decidedly,*'  remarked  the  Naturalist ; 
''•and  now  we  will  proceed  to  examine  it  through  the 
microscope.*' 

And  they  did  so. 

And  an  hour  or  more  passed,  and  a  sort  of  sleepy  forget- 
fulness  came  over  the  Bookworm  and  his  two  friends ;  for 
they  had  waited  till  they  were  tired  for  further  remarks 
from  the  Naturalist.  And,  therefore,  it  was  with  a  start 
they  were  aroused  at  last  by  hearing  him  exclaim,  "  It  is 
impossible  to  entertain  the  slightest  doubt.  If  I  ever 
had  any»  I  have  none  now ;  and  the  corallifias  must  be 
removed  back  once  more  to  their  position  among  vege- 
tables?*' 

The  Naturalist  laughed  as  he  loosened  the  gum  from 
the  specimen,  which  he  placed  on  a  fresh  paper,  and 
cla.sscvl  among  Red  Seaweeds.  And  soon  after,  the  two 
gentlemen  left  the  room  once  more. 

**  S.>  he  has  really  found  our  friend  out ! "  cried  the 
Zv>ophitc:  '' and  he  was  right  about  the  fruit  too!  Oh, 
Mpokwonn,  Bookworm !  would  that  I  could  know  what 
H^i^^^  is! " 

'Oh.  Zoophyte,  Zoophyte!  I  wish  you  would  not 
\\.^>Ik*  vvuir  time  in  struggling  after  the  unattainable! 
\  v*u  kttow  what  feeling  is.  Well,  I  would  tell  you  that 
ut^XC  ^'^  something  of  the  same  sort  as  feeling,  only  that 
U  w  KjwUc  different.     Will  that  do?  " 
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"It  sounds  like  nonsense.*' 

"  It  is  nonsense.  There  can  be  no  aaswer  but  nonsense, 
if  you  want  to  undecstaad  'really  for  a  fact/  as  you  call 
it,  pofwcts  that  are  above  you.  Explain  to  the  rock  on 
which  you  grow  whsit /ee/ing^  is !  " 

"  How  could  I  ?  **  said  the  Zoophite  ;  "  it  has  no  sensa- 
tion." 

•'  No  more  than  you  have  sight,*'  rejoined  the  Book- 
worm. 

"That  is  true  indeed,"  cried  the  Zodphyte.  **  Book- 
worm !  I  am  satisfied — humbled,  I  must  confess,  but 
satisfied.  And  now  I  will  rejoice  in  our  position  here, 
glbry  in  our  new  master,  and  admire  his  wonderful  power, 
even  while  I  cannot  understand  them." 

"  I  am  proud  of  my  disciple,"  returned  the  Bookworm, 
kindly. 

"  I  also  am  one  of  them,"  murmured  the  Seaweed  ;  "  but 
tell  me  now,  are  there  any  other  strange  powers  in  man  ?  " 

"Several,"  was  the  Bookworm's  answer;  "but  to  be 
really  known  they  must  be  possessed.  A  lower  power 
cannot  compass  the  full  understanding  of  a  higher.  But 
to  limit  one's  belief  to  the  bounds  of  one's  own  small 
powers,  would  be  to  tie  oneself  down  to  the  foot  of  a  tree, 
and  deny  the  existence  of  its  upper  branches." 

"  There  are  no  powers  beyond  those  that  man  possesses, 
I  suppose,"  mused  the  Zoophyte. 

"  I  am  far  from  saying  that,"  replied  the  Bookworm ; 
"on  the  contrary " 
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But  what  he  would  have  said  further  no  one  knows,  for 
once  more  the  door  opened,  and  the  Naturalist,  who  now 
returned  alone,  spent  his  evening  in  putting  by  the 
specimens  in  their  separate  volumes  on  the  shelves.  And 
it  was  a  long,  long  time  before  the  Bookworm  saw  them 
again ;  for  the  volumes  in  which  they  were  kept  were 
bound  in  Russia  leather,  to  the  smell  of  which  he  had  a 
particular  dislike,  so  that  he  could  never  make  his  way  to 
them  for  a  friendly  chat,  and  they  could  only  meet  hence- 
forth by  accident. 


Mbeteunto  ? 

**  I  see  in  part 
That  all,  as  in  some  piece  of  art, 
Is  toil  co-operant  to  an  end." 

Tennyson. 


THIS  is  dreadful !     What  can  I  do  ?  " 
"  Why,  follow  me,  to  be  sure  !     Here !  quick  !  side- 
ways !   to  the  left !  into  this  crevice  of  the  rock !   there ! 
airs  right!" 

"  Oh,  it  *s  easy  to  talk,  when  people  can  trip  away  as 
lightly  as  you  do.  But  look  at  me  with  the  ground  slip* 
ping  away  wherever  I  try  to  lay  hold.'* 

**Come  along!  all 's  right,"  repeated  the  Crab  (for  such 
was  the  speaker)  from  his  crevices  in  the  rock. 

And  all  was  right  certainly,  as  far  as  he  was  concerned  J 
but  as  for  the  poor  Star-fish,  who  was  left  on  the  sand,  all 
was  as  wrong  as  possible,  for  he  was  much  too  hot ;  and 
no  wonder.  It  was  a  low  tide — a  spring  tide — and  even 
for  a  spring  tide  a  particularly  low  one  ;  for  there  was  very 
little  wind  astir,  and  what  there  was,  blew  off  the  shore. 

So  rocks  were  uncovered  now,  which  seldom  tasted  the 
air,  and  the  stems  of  the  great  oarweed,  or  tangle,  which 

109 


io8      KnowK . 


But  what  lu"  Won  I 
once  mort:  tin   iii"i 
returned     al^n'  . 
specimens  in  :!. 
it  was  a  l^n.;.  !• 
again  ;   for   ilu 
bound   in    U .. 
particnl.i:     i; 
them  f'li    ■  ' 
forth  hv    . 


-  .  SLT-circle  by  the  weight 
^  :   .:nger  buoyed  up  by 


..'     rx  of  those  rare,  serene 

,.  .:  the  delicate  blue  sky, 

-:-  srz  peaceful  under  it,  that 

.  ......r.  : '  believe  nothing  would 

.  -       Tilt  white-sailed   vessels  in 

..     i  j:  ihey  had  nothing  in  the 

•.    :  n.«al  from  one  beautiful  end  of 

•  <:CLrity  and  joy.     Yet  delicious 

.^y.__2i  the  day  was,  it  brought  dis- 

.'■•cd  under  it.     The  numberless 

_-,-  v:no  had  been   unexpectedly  left 

..  -:  by   the  all-too-gently-retreating 

-.-■  .tjoicc  in  the  beautiful  sunshine, 

^i'.'.r^  "W  pitilessly  on  their  helpless  limbs, 

:  •   riy  its  dr)'.  cruel  heat?     And  .is  for 

^^     .-,.   had  shared  a  similar  fate,  they  had 

-u-^  from  the  shock,  as  the  wave  cast  them 
•5  3crits  of  the  delicious  day  they  knew 


^ -:^  T'd  not  suffer,  of  course.  The  Crab,  for 
-  wi  ijiven  such  good  advice  to  his  friend 

^u:  have  followed  it),  did  very  well.  In  the 
^  fjccd  the  air  nearly  as  well  as  the  water,  so 
«r:  high  and  dr>-  on  the  shore  now  and  then 

hs  taste.    Moreover,  he  could  scuttle  off  and 
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hide  in  a  crevice  of  the  rocks  whenever  he  chose.  Or  he 
could  shelter  under  the  large  sea-weeds,  and  because  of 
his  hard  coat  was  even  able  to  take  a  short  walk/rom  time 
to  time,  to  see  how  matters  went  on,  and  observe  how  far 
the  tide  had  gone  down ;  and  if  the  sun  did  happen  to 
bake  him  a  little  too  much,  he  had  only  to  run  off  to  a 
pool  and  take  a  bath,  and  then  was  as  fresh  as  ever  in 
a  minute. 

And  now,  just  as  the  tide  was  at  the  lowest,  where  it 
was  Hkely  to  beat  about  for  some  titne  without  much 
change,  two  other  creatures  appeared  on  the  sands,  and 
approached  the  very  spot  where  the  Star-fish  lay  in  his 
distress,  and  near  which  the  Crab  was  hid.  Now  there 
was  a  ledge  of  rocks  here,  which  would  have  furnished 
seats  for  dozens  of  human  beings,  and  from  the  front  of  it 
grew  almost  a  forest  of  oarweed  plants. 

What  the  creatures  were  who  came  up  to  this  place  and 
stopped  to  observe  it,  I  shall  not  say ;  but  one  of  them 
remarked  to  the  other,  "  Here  again,  you  see;  the  same 
old  story  as  before.  Wasted  life  and  wasted  death,  and 
all  within  a  few  inches  of  each  other !  Useless,  lumbering 
plants,  not  seen  half  a  dozen  times  in  the  year ;  and  help- 
less, miserable  sea-creatures,  dying  in  health  and  strength, 
one  does  n't  know  why.'' 

As  the  creature  who  spoke,  said  this,  it  lifted  up  two  or 
three  tanglefronds  with  a  stick  it  carried  in  its  hand,  and 
then  let  them  flop  suddenly  down  on  the  sand ;  after 
which  it  used  the  end  of  the  same  stick  to  chuck  the  un- 
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happy  Star-fish  into  the  air,  who,  tumbling  by  a  lucky  ac- 
cident under  the  shelter  of  the  tangle,  was  hid  for  a  time 
from  sight. 

"  And  so  we  go  up,  and  so  we  go  down,  ourselves,"  con- 
tinued the  creature  ;  **  a  good  many  of  us,  with  no  more 
end  in  life,  and  of  no  more  use,  that  one  can  see,  than 
these  vile  useless  sea-weeds ;  coming  into  the  world,  in 
fact,  for  no  earthly  purpose  but  to  go  out  of  it,  in  some 
such  wretched  manner  as  this !  *' 

And  here  the  creature  kicked  three  or  four  more  stranded 
star-fishes  across  the  narrow  sands,  till  he  had  fairly  kicked 
them  into  the  sea ;  muttering  as  he  did  so,  "  What  did 
you  come  into  the  world  for,  I  wonder,  and  you^  and 
you,  and  you  ?  Purposeless  life  and  purposeless  death — 
the  fate  of  thousands.  And  I  for  one  as  useless  as  any  of 
them,  but  at  any  rate  having  the  grace  to  acknowledge 
that  the  world  would  get  on  quite  as  cleverly  without  me 
as  with!  Whereunto,  whereunto,  whereunto?  Answer  it 
if  you  can  !  "  As  the  creature  finished  speaking,  the  two 
moved  on  together;  but  what  the  companion  answered 
was  never  exactly  known  ;  for  though  the  voice  sounded 
as  if  in  dispute,  what  was  said  was  not  heard  by  those 
who  were  left  behind,  for  they  began  at  once  to  chatter 
among  themselves. 

And  first  out  popp'd  the  head  of  the  Crab  from  the 
crevice  he  had  taken  shelter  in  ;  and  he  cocked  his  eyes 
knowingly,  first  to  one  side,  and  then  to  the  other,  and 
began  to  talk ;  for  he  had   always  plenty  to  say  for  him- 
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self,  and  was  remarkably  bold  when  there  was  no  danger. 
"  Miserable  sea-creatures !  *'  was  his  first  exclamation,  re- 
peating what  the  land-creature  had  said.  "  I  suppose  I 
am  included  in  that  elegant  compliment.  I  say !  where 
are  you,  old  Lilac-legs  ?  Have  you  contrived  to  crawl 
away,  after  all  ?  Come  out  of  your  corner,  or  wherever 
you  are,  for  a  bit.  Who  was  the  creature  that  was 
talking  such  nonsense  just  now?  Only  let  me  come 
across  him,  that  *s  all !  Helpless  sea-creatures,  in- 
deed !  I  should  like  to  have  seen  him  hiding  in  a  crevice 
as  nimbly  as  I  can  do  !  He  *d  better  not  come  within 
reach  of  me  any  more,  I  can  tell  him ! " 

It  is  all  very  well  for  the  Crab  to  sit  outside  the  rock 
looking  so  fierce,  and  brushing  his  mouth  so  boldly  with 
his  whisker-like  feelers,  now  that  there  was  nobody  to 
fight  with.  How  he  would  have  scuttled  away  sideways 
into  his  hole,  if  the  creature  had  re-appeared,  everybody 
can  guess. 

"  You  happy  fellow !  **  answered  the  meek  voice  of  the 
Star-fish,  Lilac-legs ;  "  you  can  afford  to  joke  about  every- 
thing, and  can  do  whatever  you  please.  You  have  so 
many  things  in  your  favour — your  stiff  coat,  and  your 
jointed  legs,  and  your  claws  with  pincers  at  the  ends, 
and  your  large  eyes.  Dear  me,  what  advantages !  And 
yet  I  have  an  advantage  too,  and  that  a  very  great  one, 
over  you  all,  so  I  shall  not  grumble,  especially  not  now 
that  I  am  in  the  shade.  That  sun  was  very  unpleasant, 
certainly;  I   felt  something  between  scalded  and  baked. 

VOL.   I. — 8 
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Horrible !  but  I  am  sheltered  now.  And  how  did  that 
come  to  pass,  do  you  think?  " 

The  Star-fish  paused  for  an  answer ;  but  the  Crab  de- 
clared he  could  n't  think — had  no  time  for  thinking ;  it 
was  too  slow  work  to  suit  him.  So  Lilac-legs  told  him 
how  she  had  been  chucked  into  the  air  by  the  stick,  and 
how  she  had  come  down  in  the  midst  of  the  tangle,  and 
fallen  under  shelter.  "  So  you  see,"  added  she,  in  conclu- 
sion, **  that  you  were  quite  right  in  saying  what  nonsense 
the  creature  talked.  Why,  he  said  he  was  as  useless  as 
these  vile  useless  sea-weeds,  and  had  come  into  the  world, 
like  them,  for  nothing;  whereas,  don't  you  see,  he  was 
born  to  save  me,  which  was  something  to  be  born  for,  at 
any  rate,  that  's  quite  clear ;  and  so  was  the  vile  useless 
sea-weed,  as  he  called  it,  too.  I,  with  my  advantages, 
can  tell  them  both  that !  " 

"  You  go  in  and  out,  and  in  and  out,  over  people's  re- 
marks, till  you  make  me  quite  giddy,  I  get  so  puzzled," 
replied  the  Crab ;  "  and  then  you  are  always  talking  of 
your  advantages,''  he  continued,  whisking  his  feelers  back- 
wards and  forwards  conceitedly  as  he  spoke,  "  and  I  can't 
make  out  what  they  are.  I  wish  you  would  say  at  once 
what  you  mean." 

**0h,  my  advantages,  you  want  to  know  about?" 
answered  Lilac-legs.  "  Well,  I  certainly  have  one  in  each 
leg,  near  the  end,  with  which  I — but  I  don't  think  I  can 
describe  it  exactly.  You  have  several  advantages  your- 
self, as  I  told  you  just  now,  and  we  have  one  or  two  in 
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common ;  for  instance,  the  loss  of  a  leg  or  two  is  nothing 
to  either  of  us ;  they  grow  again  so  quickly ;  but  still  / 
am  very  helpless  now  and  then,  I  must  admit !  on  the 
sand,  for  instance — it  is  so  soft — and  the  more  I  try  to 
lay  hold,  the  more  it  slips  away.  Still  these  advantages 
in  my  legs  make  amends  for  a  good  deal,  for  at  any  rate 
I  know  my  own  superiority,  and  there  's  a  great  comfort 
in  that ;  I  can't  explain,  but  you  may  safely  take  it  for 
granted  that,  with  my  advantages,  I  know  a  good  deal 
more  than  you  give  me  credit  for.  I  know,  for  instance, 
that  the  poor  ignorant  creature  need  not  consider  himself 
useless,  since  he  was  the  means  of  chucking  me  here,  and 
that  this  fine  old  tangle  has  n't  lived  for  nothing,  since 
it  is  sheltering  me." 

"  How  conceited  some  people  are  with  their  advan- 
tages ! "  murmured  a  silver  voice  from  one  of  the  tangled 
fronds.  "  If  the  tangle  had  come  into  the  world  for 
nothing  but  to  shelter  you,  there  would  have  been  a  fuss 
to  very  little  purpose,  indeed !  Can't  your  advantages 
tell  you  there  are  other  creatures  in  the  world  quite  as 
important  as  yourself  if  not  more  so,  you  poor  helpless 
Lilac-legs  ?  Do  you  know  who  is  speaking  ?  It  is  the 
blue-eyed  Limpet,  I  beg  to  say — the  Patella  pellucida,  if 
you  please.  /  have  an  advantage  or  two  myself !  My 
coat  is  harder  even  than  the  crab's,  and  it  is  studded  with 
a  row  of.  azure  spots,  as  bright  as  the  turquoise  itself. 
That  is  something  to  reflect  upon  in  one's  solitude,  I  can 
assure  you !  and  the  tangle  plants  are  the  natural  home 
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and  food  of  our  lovely  race.  The  creature  was  ignorant 
enough  in  calling  them  useless,  therefore,  of  course ;  but 
you  were  not  much  wiser  in  thinking  they  were  put  into 
the  world  to  shelter  you.  I  flatter  myself  I  have  said 
enough  !  To  be  the  home  and  the  food  of  beings  like  us, 
is  cause  sufficient — almost  more  than  sufficient,  I  venture 
to  think — for  the  existence  of  any  vegetable  that  fringes 
these  shores.  And  while  they  live  for  us,  our  turquoise- 
gemmed  backs  are,  in  return,  their  highest  ornament  and 
pride.  The  whole  thing  is  perfect  and  complete.  Any- 
body  with  half  an  eye,  and  a  grain  of  understanding, 
may  see  that!" 

**  Oh,  the  narrow-mindedness  of  people  who  live  under 
a  shell! "  murmured  a  score  of  whispers,  in  unison,  from 
another  tangle  frond  close  by.  "  Oh,  the  assurance  of 
you  poor  movable  limpets  in  talking  about  your  home^ 
when  you  do  but  stick  to  first  one  part  of  these  vast 
leaves  and  then  another,  moving  from  place  to  place,  and 
never  fairly  settling  anywhere?  Hotne,  indeed,  you  call 
it  ?  What  sort  of  a  home  is  it,  when  an  unlucky  chance 
can  force  you  off  at  any  moment,  or  sortie  passing  creature 
pick  you  from  your  hold  ?  The  pretension  would  be  dis- 
gusting, if  it  were  not  so  absurd.  Think  of  mere  travel- 
lers, as  one  may  say,  talking  of  their  lodging-house  as  if 
it  was  their  own,  and  belonged  to  them  by  natural  right ! 
— how  ridiculous,  if  not  wrong!  We  can  afford  to  speak 
— we,  of  whose  dwelling-places  it  is  the  foundation  and 
support.     Talk  of  the  useless  tangle,  indeed !     Yes,  the 
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creature  was  ignorant  truly  who  said  so.  Little  he  knew 
that  it  was  the  basis  of  the  lives  of  millions.  Little  he 
knew  of  the  silver  net-work  we  spread  over  it  from  year 
to  year,  or  of  the  countless  inhabitants  of  the  beautiful 
web — a  fairy-land  of  beings,  so  small,  that  the  crab  can 
scarcely  see  us,  yet  spreading  so  far  and  wide,  and  accom- 
plishing so  much ;  but  that  is  because  we  work  in  unison 
of  course.  We  never  quarrel  among  ourselves,  as  some 
folks  do — not  altogether  unlike  the  crab  in  the  crevice 
yonder.  We  work  to  one  end,  so  we  are  sure  to  continue 
strong.  Useless  tangles,  forsooth !  when  they  have  been 
the  foundations  of  colonies  like  ours  from  the  beginning 
of  the  world !  Of  course  the  thing  is  clear  enough  to 
those  who  choose  to  look  into  it ;  any  one  who  knows  uSy 
can  tell  people  what  the  tangle  is  in  the  world  for,  I 
should  think ! " 

**  Hear  how  they  talk ! "  murmured  another  shell-fish, 
no  distant  relation  of  the  blue-eyed  limpet  who  had 
spoken  before,  and  who  lay  hidden  in  the  midst  of  the 
twisted  roots  by  which  the  tangle  stem  held  fast  to  the 
rock;  *'hear  how  the  poor  scurvy  creatures  talk,  to  be 
sure,  as  if  there  was  nobody  in  the  world  but  themselves. 
But  anything  can  talk,  which  has  so  many  mouths  to  talk 
with,  /could  say  a  good  deal  myself,  if  I  chose  to  try,  with 
only  one;  but  I  don't  care  to  let  out  my  secrets  into 
everybody's  foolish  ears.  Much  better  hold  my  tongue, 
than  let  certain  people,  not  a  hundred  miles  off,  know  I 
am  here.     I  don't  fancy  being  sucked  at  by  star-fishes,  or 
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picked  out  of  my  place  by  crabs*  claws.  Of  course,  I  know 
what  the  tangle  is  in  the  world  for,  as  well  as  anybody 
else.  For  while  they  are  fighting  merely  about  his  flap- 
ping leathery  ends,  here  I  sit  in  the  very  heart  of  the 
matter,  safe  in  the  roots  themselves,  knowing  what  *s  what 
with  the  cleverest  of  them.  Useless  tangle,  the  creature 
said — useless  enough,  perhaps,  as  far  as  he  could  tell, 
who  only  looked  at  the  long,  loose,  rubbishy  leaves ;  but 
those  who  want  to  know  the  truth  of  the  matter,  must 
use  their  eyes  to  a  little  more  purpose,  and  find  out 
what  *s  going  on  at  the  roots.  Ah,  they  *d  soon  see  what 
the  tangle  is  for!  I  don't  speak  of  myself  alone,  though 
of  course  I  know  one  very  sufficient  reason  why  the 
tangle  is  in  the  world,  if  I  chose  to  say.  Am  I  right, 
little  Silver-tuft,  in  the  comer  there,  with  the  elegant 
doors  to  your  house  ?" 

Now,  little  Silver-tuft,  the  Coralline,  piqued  herself 
particularly  on  the  carving  of  the  curious  doors  which 
guarded  the  front  of  every  one  of  the  numberless  cells 
in  which  her  family  lived ;  so  she  was  flattered  by  the 
compliment,  and  owned  that  the  limpet  was  right  in  the 
main.  She  was,  nevertheless,  rather  cool  in  her  manner, 
for,  thought  she  to  herself,  **  The  rough  fellow  forgets 
that  he  is  but  a  lodger  here,  as  the  sea-mat  said  of  his 
blue-eyed  cousin  ;  whereas  everybody  knows  that  /  am  a 
bond-fide  inhabitant,  though  with  a  little  more  freedom  of 
movement  than  people  who  stick  to  their  friends  so  closely 
as  to  cover  them  up  !     No  offence  to  the  sea-mat,  or  any- 
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body  who  can't  help  himself.  Nevertheless,  my  fibres 
being  firmly  interlaced  with  the  roots,  I  am  here  by  right 
for  ever.  These  limpets  may  talk  as  they  please,  but  no- 
body in  their  senses  can  suppose  the  tangle  came  into  the 
world  merely  to  accommodate  chance  travellers  like  them, 
even  though  they  may  now  and  then  spend  their  lives  in 
the  place.  But  vanity  blinds  the  judgment,  that  's  very 
clear.  Roots  and  plants  have  to  grow  for  such  as  myself 
and  my  silver-tuft  cousins,  however ;  but  that  *s  quite 
another  affair.  There  *s  a  reason  in  that — a  necessity,  I 
may  say ;  we  want  them,  and,  of  course,  therefore  they 
are  here.  The  thing  is  as  straightforward  and  plain  to 
anybody  of  sense,  as " 

But,  unfortunately,  the  simile  was  lost,  for  a  wave  of 
the  now-returning  tide  interrupted  Silver-tuft's  speech,  by 
breaking  suddenly  over  the  tangle  with  a  noisy  splash.  It 
drew  back  again  for  a  bit  immediately  after  ;  but  mean- 
time both  plants  and  animals  were  revelling  in  the  deli- 
cious moisture,  and  for  a  few  moments  thought  of  nothing 
else.  And  just  then,  hurrying  along  the  narrow  strip  of 
sand  that  yet  remained  exposed,  as  fast  as  their  legs 
could  carry  them,  came  the  land-creature  and  its 
companion. 

Before,  however,  they  had  passed  the  spot  where  they 
had  stopped  to  talk  when  the  tide  was  low,  another  wave 
was  seen  coming ;  to  avoid  which,  the  friends  sprang  to- 
gether on  the  ledge  of  rock,  and  from  thence  watched  the 
gathering  water,  as  it  fell  tumbling  over  the  forest  of 
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tangle  plants.  And  again  and  again  this  happened,  and 
they  remained  to  observe  it,  and  see  how  the  huge  fronds 
surged  up  like  struggling  giants  as  the  waves  rushed  in 
below ;  and  how  by  degrees,  as  the  tide  rose  higher  and 
higher,  their  curved  stems  unbent,  so  that  they  resumed 
their  natural  position,  till  at  last  they  were  bending  and 
bowing  in  graceful  undulations  to  the  swell  of  the  water, 
as  was  their  wont. 

And  "  Look  at  them  !  "  cried  the  creature's  companion. 
"  For  the  existence  of  even  these  poor  plants  in  the 
world,  I  could  give  you  a  hundred  reasons,  and  believe 
that  as  many  more  might  be  found.  Of  their  use,  I  could 
tell  you  a  hundred  instances  in  proof ;  there  is  not  one  of 
them  but  what  gives  shelter  to  the  helpless,  food  to  the 
hungry,  a  happy  home  to  as  many  as  desire  it,  and  vigour 
and  health  to  the  element  in  which  it  lives.  Purposeless 
life,  you  talk  of !  Such  a  thing  exists  nowhere.  Come, 
I  will  explain.  To  begin — but,  see,  we  must  move  on, 
for  the  wind  as  well  as  the  tide  is  rising,  and  we  might 
chance  to  be  caught.  Follow  mc  quick,  for  even  we 
might  be  missed  ;  and,  besides,  it  is  cowardly  to  shirk 
one's  appointed  share  of  work  and  well-doing  before  one's 
time.  For  if  the  vile  sea-weeds  arc  able  to  do  good  in  the 
world,  how  much  more " 

But  here,  too,  the  discourse  was  cut  short  by  the  roar 
of  a  breaking  wave,  which  carried  the  conclusion  out  of 
hearing. 

People  talk  of  the  angry  sea ;    was  he  angry  now  at 
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what  he  had  heard  ?  No,  he  was  only  loud  and  in  earnest, 
after  all-  But  undoubtedly  he  and  the  risen  wind  between 
them  contrived  to  make  a  gjreat  noise  over  the  tangle 
beds.  And  he  gave  his  opinion  pretty  strongly  on  the 
subject  in  hand.  "  For,"  cried  he,  "  you  foolish  creatures, 
one  and  all !  what  is  all  this  nonsense  about  ?  Who  dares 
to  talk  of  useless  sea-weeds  while  I  am  here  to  throw 
their  folly  in  their  face  ?  And  you,  poor  little  worms  and 
wretches,  who  have  been  talking  your  small  talk  together, 
as  if  it  was  in  your  power  to  form  the  least  idea  of  any- 
thing an  inch  beyond  your  own  noses — well,  well,  well,  I 
won't  undeceive  you  !  There,  there  !  believe  what  you 
like  about  yourselves  and  your  trumpery  little  comforts 
and  lives  ;  but  if  any  really  philosophical  inquirer  wants 
to  know  what  sea-weeds  are  in  the  world  for  and  what 
good  they  do,  I  will  roar  them  the  true  answer  all  day 
long,  if  they  please — to  keep  me,  the  great  sea,  pure,  and 
sweet,  and  healthy !  There,  now,  that 's  the  reply.  They 
suck  in  my  foul  vapours  as  food,  and  give  me  back  life- 
supporting  vapours  in  return.  Vile  and  useless  !  What 
fool  has  called  anything  so?     Only  let  me  catch  him — 

thus " 

Bang ! — with  what  a  roar  that  wave  came  down !  and 
yet  it  did  no  harm — did  n't  even  dislodge  the  Crab  from 
the  crevice  he  had  squeezed  himself  into  for  the  present. 
And  as  to  Star-fish  Lilac-legs,  she  was  spreading  herself 
out  in  the  rocking  water,  rejoicing  in  her  regained  free- 
dom, and  telling  all  her  friends  of  her  wonderful  escape. 
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and  of  the  creature  who  had  been  bom  into  the  world  on 
purpose  to  save  her  from  an  untimely  death. 

It  was  a  very  fine  story  indeed  ;  and  the  longer  she  told 
it,  the  more  pathetic  she  made  it ;  till  at  last  there  was 
not  a  creature  in  the  sea  who  could  listen  to  it  with  dry 
eyes. 


of  the  miloob. 


*'  Ijet  every  one  of  its  please  his 
neighbour  tor  his  good,'* — Rorn^  siv.,  2. 

NEVER  ! " 
What  a  word  to  be  heard  in  a 
yikfl     wood  on  an  early  summer  morning,  before 
t       the  sun  had  quite  struggled  through  the 
-    mists,  and   before  the  dew  had  left  the 
flowers ;  and  while  all  Nature  was  passing  through  the 
changes  that  separate  night  from  day,  adapting  herself 
gently  to  the  necessities  of  the  hour. 
"  Never ! " 

What  a  word  to  come  from  a  young  creature,  which 
knew  very  little  more  of  what  had  gone  before,  than  of 
what  was  coming  after,  and  who  could  not,  therefore,  be 
qualified  to  pronounce  a  very  positive  judgment  upon 
anything.  But,  somehow  or  other,  it  is  always  the  young 
and  inexperienced  who  are  most  apt  to  be  positive  and 
self-willed  in  their  opinions  ;  and  so,  the  young  Spruce-fir, 
thinking  neither  of  the  lessons  which  Nature  was  teach- 
ing, nor  of  his  own   limited  means  of  judging,  stuck  out 
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his  branches  all  around  him  in  everybody's  face,  right  and 
left,  and  said, — 
•*  Never ! " 

It  so  startled  a  Squirrel,  who  was  sitting  in  a  neighbour- 
ing tree,  pleasantly  picking  out  the  seeds  of  a  fir-cone, 
that  he  dropped  his  treasured  dainty  to  the  ground ;  and 
springing  from  branch  to  branch,  got  up  as  high  as  he 
could,    and    then,     looking    down,    re- 
marked timidly    to  himself, 
\  ^  I    j^     J.  --^  "  What  can  be  the  matter 

*s!  mm^       "  with  the  Spruce-firs?" 

^*\       ^5B(r  -5^^  Nothing   was    the    matter 

with  the  Spruce-firs,  exact- 
ly ;  but  the  history  of  their 
excitement  was  as  follows : 
— They,  and  a  number 
of  other  trees,   were  grow- 
-  ing     together     in    a  pretty 

wood.  There  were  oaks,  and 
elms,  and  beeches,  and  larches,  and 
firs  of  many  sorts ;  and,  here  and 
there,  there  was  a  silver-barked  Birch.  And  there  was  one 
silver-barked  Birch  in  particular,  who  had  been  observing 
the  Spruce-firs  all  that  spring:  noticing  how  fast  they  were 
growing,  and  what  a  stupid  habit  (as  he  thought)  they 
had,  of  always  getting  into  everybody's  way,  and  never 
bending  to  accommodate  the  convenience  of  others. 

He   might    have   seen   the  same  thing  for  some  years 
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before,  if  he  had  looked  ; 
but  he  wasi  not  naturally  of  an 
inquisitive  disposition,  and  did 
not  trouble  himself  with  other 
people's  affairs  :  so  that  it  was 
only  when  the  Spruce-fir  next  him 
had  come  so  close  that  its  branches 
fridged  off  little  pieces  of  his  deli- 
cate paper-like  bark,  whenever  the 
wind  was  high,  that  his  attention 
was  attracted  to  the  subject. 

People  usually  become  observ- 
ant when  their  own  comfort  is 
interfered   with,  and   this  was  the 
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case  here.  However  little  the  Birch  might  have  cared 
for  the  Spruce-fir's  behaviour  generally,  there  was  no 
doubt  that  it  was  very  disagreeable  to  be  scratched  in 
the  face ;  and  this  he  sensibly  felt,  and  came  to  his  own 
conclusions  accordingly. 

At  first,  indeed,  he  tried  to  sidle  and  get  out  of  the 
Fir*s  way,  being  himself  of  a  yielding,  good-natured 
character,  but  the  attempt  was  quite  a  hopeless  one. 
He  could  not  move  on  one  side  a  hundredth  part  as 
fast  as  the  fir-branches  grew ;  so  that,  do  what  he  would, 
they  came  pushing  up  against  him,  and  teased  him  all 
day. 

It  was  quite  natural,  therefore,  that  the  poor  Birch 
should  begin  to  look  round  him,  and  examine  into  the 
justice  and  propriety  of  such  a  proceeding  on  the  part  of 
the  Spruce-firs;  and  the  result  was,  that  he  considered 
their  conduct  objectionable  in  every  way. 

**  For,  "  said  he,  (noticing  that  there  was  a  little  grove 
of  them  growing  close  together  just  there)  "if  they  all 
go  on  shooting  out  their  branches  in  that  manner,  how 
hot  and  stuffy  they  will  get !  Not  a  breath  of  air  will 
be  able  to  blow  through  them  soon,  and  that  will  be  very 
bad  for  their  health ;  besides  which,  they  are  absolute 
pests  to  society,  with  their  unaccommodating  ways.  I 
must  really,  for  their  own  sakes,  as  well  as  my  own,  give 
them  some  good  advice." 

And  accordingly,  one  morning, — that  very  early  summer 
morning   before   described, — the   Birch,   having  had  his 
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slivery  bark  a  little  more  scratched  than  usual,  opened 
his  mind  to  his  friends. 

"  If  you  would  but  give  way  a  little,  and  not  stick  out 
your  branches  in  such  a  very  stiff  manner  on  all  sides, 
I  think  you  would  find  it  a  great  deal  more  comfortable 
for  yourselves,  and  it  would  certainly  be  more  agreeable 
to  your  neighbours.     Do  try  !  " 

"  You  are  wonderfully  ready  in  giving  unasked  advice  !  " 
remarked  the  young  Spruce-fir  next  the  Birch,  in  a  very 
saucy  manner.  **  We  are  quite'  comfortable  as  we  are,  I 
fancy  ;  and  as  to  giving  way,  as  you  call  it,  what,  or  whom 
are  we  called  upon  to  give  way  to,  I  should  like  to  know  ?  " 

"  To  me,  and  to  all  your  neighbours,  **  cried  the  Birch, 
a  little  heated  by  the  dispute. 

On  which  the  Spruce-fir  next  the  Birch  cried  "  Never !  " 
in  the  most  decided  manner  possible ;  and  those  beyond 
him,  cried  "Never!"  too;  till  at  last,  all  the  Spruce-firs, 
with  one  accord,  cried  "Never!"  "Never!"  "Never!" 
and  half  frightened  the  poor  Squirrel  to  death.  Every 
hair  on  his  beautiful  tail  trembled  with  fright,  as  he 
peeped  down  from  the  top  of  the  tree,  wondering  what 
could  be  the  matter  with  the  Spruce-firs. 

And  certainly  there  was  one  thing  the  matter  with 
them,  for  they  were  very  obstinate ;  and  as  nobody  can  be 
very  obstinate  without  being  very  selfish,  there  was  more 
the  matter  with  them  than  they  themselves  suspected,  for 
obstinacy  and  selfishness  are  very  bad  qualities  to  possess. 
But  so  ignorant  were  they  of  their  real  character,  that 
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they  thought  it  quite  a  fine  thing 

to  answer  the    Birch-trcc  s    mild 

suggestion  in  such  a  saucy  man- 

nen     Indeed,  they  actually  gave 

themsclviN  credit  for  the  display 

of    a    firm,    independent    spirit ; 

and     so,     while     they     shouted 

**  Never  I  "  they  held  out  their  branches  as  stiffly  as  possible 

towards  each  other,  till  they  crossed  and  recrossed,  and 

plaited  together.     On  which  they  remarked — 

"  What  a  beautiful  pattern  this  makes !  How  neatly 
we  fit  in  one  with  the  other !  How  pretty  we  shall  look 
when  we  come  out  green  all  over!  Surely  the  Wood- 
pigeons  would  have  been  quite  glad  to  have  built  their 
nests  here  if  they  had  known.  What  a  pity  they  did  not^ 
poor  things  !  I  hear  them  cooing  in  the  elm-tree  yonder, 
at  a  very  inconvenient  height  and  very  much  exposed." 
**  Don't  trouble  yourselves  about  us,"  cooed  the  Wood» 
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pigeons  from  their  nest  in  the  elm.  "  We  are  much  hap- 
pier where  we  are.  We  want  more  breeze  and  more  leafy 
shade,  than  you  can  give  us  in  your  close  thick-growing 
branches." 

•*  Every  one  to  his  taste,  "  exclaimed  the  young  Spruce- 
fir,  a  little  nettled  by  the  Wood-pigeons'  cool  remarks ; 
**  if  you  prefer  wind  and  rain  to  shelter,  you  are  certainly 
best  where  you  are.  But  you  must  not  talk  about  leafy 
shade,  because  every  one  knows  that  you  can  have  nothing 
of  it  where  you  are,  to  what  you  will  find  here,  when  we 
come  out  green  all  over." 

**  But  when  will  that  be  ?  "  asked  the  Wood-pigeons,  in 
a  gentle  voice.  "  Dear  friends,  do  you  not  know  that  the 
spring  is  over,  and  the  early  summer  has  begun,  and  all  the 
buds  in  the  forest  are  turned  to  leaves  ?  And  you  yourselves 
are  green  everywhere  outside,  not  only  with  your  ever- 
green hue,  but  with  the  young  summer's  shoots.  I  sadly 
fear,  however,  that  it  is  not  so  in  your  inner  bowers." 

"  Perhaps,  because  we  are  evergreens  our  sprouting 
may  not  go  on  so  regularly  as  with  the  other  trees, " 
suggested  one.  But  he  felt  very  nervous  at  his  foolish 
remark.  It  was  welcomed,  however,  as  conclusive  by  his 
friends,  who  were  delighted  to  catch  at  any  explanation 
of  a  fact  which  had  begun  to  puzzle  them. 

So  they  cried  out,  "  Of  course ! "  with  the  utmost 
assurance,  and  one  of  them  added,  "  Our  outer  branches 
have  been  green  and  growing  for  some  time,  and  doubtless 
we  shall  be  green  all  over  soon  !  " 

vou  I.-   9 
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"  Doubtless !  *'  echoed  every  Spruce-fir  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, for  they  held  fast  by  each  other's  opinions,  and 
prided  themselves  on  their  family  attachment. 

**  We  cannot  argue,*'  cooed  the  Wood-pigeons  in  return. 
"  The  days  are  too  short,  even  for  love  ;  how  can  there 
ever  be  time  for  quarrelling?  " 

So  things  went  on  in  the  old  way,  and  many  weeks 
passed  over ;  but  still  the  interlaced  branches  of  the 
Spruce-firs  were  no  greener  than  before.  But  beautiful 
little  cones  hung  along  the  outermost  ones  ;  and  judging 
by  its  outside  appearance,  the  grove  of  firs  looked  to  be 
in  a  most  flourishing  state. 

Alas !  however,  all  within  was  brown  and  dry ;  and  the 
brownness  and  dryness  spread  further  and  further,  instead 
of  diminishing ;  and  no  wonder,  for  the  summer  was  a 
very  sultry  one,  and  the  confined  air  in  the  Fir-grove  be- 
came close  and  unhealthy  ;  and  after  heavy  rains  an  ill- 
conditioned  vapour  rose  up  from  the  earth,  and  was  never 
dispersed  by  the  fresh  breezes  of  heaven. 

Nevertheless,  the  Spruce-firs  remained  obstinate  as  ever. 
They  grew  on  in  their  old  way,  and  tried  hard  to  believe 
that  all  was  right. 

**  What  can  it  matter,"  argued  they,  "  whether  we  are 
green  or  not,  inside?  We  are  blooming  and  well  every- 
where else,  and  these  dry  branches  don't  signify  much 
that  I  can  see.  Still,  I  do  wonder  what  can  be  the  reason 
of  one  part  being  more  green  than  another." 

"  It  is  absurd  for  you  to  wonder  about  it,"  exclaimed 
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the  Birch,  who  became  more  irritated  every  day.  "  There 
is  not  a  tree  in  the  world  that  could  thrive  and  prosper  if 
it  persisted  in  growing  as  you  do.  But  it  is  of  no  use 
talking !  You  must  feel  and  know  that  you  are  in  each 
other's  way  every  time  you  move  ;  and  in  everybody  else's 
way  too.     In  mine,  most  particularly," 

"  My  dear  friend,"  retorted  the  Spruce-fir,  "  your  tem- 
per makes  you  most  absurdly  unjust.  Why,  we  make  a 
point  of  never  interfering  with  each  other,  or  with  any- 
body else  !  Our  rule  is  to  go  our  own  way,  and  let 
everybody  else  do  the  same.  Thus  much  we  claim  as  a 
right." 

"  Thus  much  we  claim  as  a  right !  "  echoed  the  Spruce- 
fir  grove. 

"  Oh,  nonsense  about  a  right,]*  persisted  the  Birch. 
"  Where  is  the  good  of  having  a  right  to  make  both  your- 
self and  your  neighbours  miserable  ?  If  we  each  of  us 
lived  in  a  field  by  ourselves,  it  would  be  all  very  well. 
Every  one  might  go  his  own  way  then  undisturbed.  But 
mutual  accommodation  is  the  law  of  the  wood,  or  we 
should  all  be  wretched  together." 

"My  friend,"  rejoined  the  Spruce-fir,  "you  are  one  of 
the  many  who  mistake  weakness  for  amiability,  and  make 
a  merit  of  a  failing.  We  are  of  a  different  temper,  I  con- 
fess !  We  are,  in  the  first  place,  capable  of  having  ideas, 
and  forming  opinions  of  our  own,  which  everybody  is  not ; 
and,  in  the  second  place,  the  plans  and  habits  we  have 
laid    down    to    ourselves,  and   which    are  not    wrong  in 
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themselves,  we  are  courageous  enough  to  persist  in,  even 
unto  death." 

The  Spruce-fir  bristled  all  over  with  stiffness,  as  he 
refreshed  himself  by  this  remark. 

**  Even,'*  inquired  the  Birch,  in  an  ironical  tone,  "  even 
at  the  sacrifice  of  your  own  comfort,  and  that  of  all  around 
you  ?  •• 

"  You  are  suggesting  an  impossible  absurdity,"  answered 
the  vexed  Spruce-fir,  evasively.  **  What  is  neither  wrong 
nor  unreasonable  in  itself  can  do  no  harm  to  anybody, 
and  I  shall  never  condescend  to  truckle  to  other 
people's  whims  as  to  my  line  of  conduct.  But  there 
are  plenty  who,  to  get  credit  for  complaisance  to  their 
neighbours,  would  sacrifice  their  dearest  principles  without 
a  scruple!" 

"  Come,  come  !  "  persisted  the  Birch ;  "  let  us  descend 
from  these  heights.  There  are  plenty  of  other  people,  my 
friend,  who  would  fain  shelter  the  most  stupid  obstinacy, 
and  the  meanest  selfishness,  behind  the  mask  of  firmness 
of  character  or  principle, — or  what  not.  Now  what  prin- 
ciple, I  should  like  to  know,  is  involved  in  your  persisting 
in  your  stiff,  unaccommodating  way  of  growing,  except  the 
principle  of  doing  what  you  please  at  the  expense  of  the 
feelings  of  other  people  ?  " 

"  Insolent !  "  cried  the  Spruce-fir  ;  **  we  grow  in  the  way 
which  Nature  dictates  ;  and  our  right  to  do  so  must  there- 
fore be  unquestionable.  We  possess,  too,  a  character  of 
our  own,  and  are  not  like  those  who  can  trim  their  be- 
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haviour  into  an  unmeaning  tameness,  to  curry  favour  with 
their  neighbours.*' 

"  I  ought  to  be  silent,"  cried  the  Birch  ;  **  for  I  perceive 
my  words  are  useless.  And  yet  I  would  like  you  to  listen 
to  me  a  little  longer.  Does  the  Beech-tree  sacrifice  her 
character,  do  you  think,  when  she  bends  away  her  grace- 
ful branches  to  allow  room  for  the  friend  at  her  side  to 
flourish  too  ?  Look  how  magnificently  she  grows,  stretch- 
ing protectingly,  as  it  were,  among  other  trees ;  and  yet  who 
so  accommodating  and  yielding  in  their  habits  as  she  is  ?  " 

"  It  is  her  nature  to  be  subservient,  it  is  ours  to  be 
firm  !  "  cried  the  Spruce-fir. 

"  It  is  her  nature  to  throw  out  branches  all  round  her, 
as  it  is  that  of  every  other  tree,"  insisted  the  friendly 
Birch  :  "  but  she  regulates  the  indulgence  of  her  nature  by 
the  comfort  and  convenience  of  others." 

"  I  scorn  the  example  you  would  set  me,"  cried  the 
Spruce-fir  ;  "  it  is  that  of  the  weakest  and  most  supple  of 
forest  trees.  Nay,  I  absolutely  disapprove  of  the  tame- 
ness you  prize  so  highly.  Never,  I  hope,  will  you  see  us 
bending  feebly  about,  and  belying  our  character,  even  for 
the  sake  of  flourishing  in  a  wood." 

It  was  all  in  vain,  evidently ;  so  the  Birch  resolved  to 
pursue  the  matter  no  further,  but  he  muttered  to  himself — 

"Well,  you  will  see  the  result." 

On  which  the  Spruce-fir  became  curious,  and  listened  for 
more.  The  Birch,  however,  was  silent,  and  at  last,  the  Spruce- 
fir  made  a  sort  of  answer  in  a  haughty,  indifferent  tone. 
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"  I  do  not  know  what  you  mean  by  the  result." 

**  You  will  know  some  day,"  muttered  the  Birch,  very 
testily  (for  the  fir-branches  were  fridging  his  bark  cruelly 
— the  wind  having  risen),  **  and  even  I  shall  be  released 
from  your  annoyance  before  long !  " 

"  I  will  thank  you  to  explain  yourself  in  intelligible 
language,"  cried  the  Spruce-fir,  getting  uneasy. 

"  Oh  !  in  plain  words,  then,  if  you  prefer  it,"  replied 
the  Birch,  "  you  are  all  of  you  dying." 

"Never!"  exclaimed  the  Spruce-fir;  but  he  shook  all 
over  with  fright  as  he  uttered  it.  And  when  the  other 
Spruce-firs,  according  to  custom,  echoed  the  word,  they 
were  as  tremulous  as  himself. 

**  Very  well,  we  shall  see,"  continued  the  Birch.  **  Every 
one  is  blind  to  his  own  defects,  of  course ;  and  it  is  not 
pleasant  to  tell  home  truths  to  obstinate  people.  But 
there  is  not  a  bird  that  hops  about  the  wood,  who  has  not 
noticed  that  your  branches  are  all  turning  into  dry  sticks  ; 
and  before  many  years  are  over,  there  will  be  no  more 
green  outside  than  in.  The  flies  and  midgets  that  swarm 
about  in  the  close  air  round  you,  know  it  as  well  as  we  do. 
Ask  the  Squirrel  what  he  thinks  of  your  brown  crackly 
branches,  which  would  break  under  his  leaps.  And  as  to 
the  Wood-pigeons,  they  gave  you  a  hint  of  your  condition 
long  ago.  But  you  are  beyond  a  hint.  Indeed,  you  are, 
I  believe,  beyond  a  cure." 

They  were,  indeed  ;  but  a  shudder  passed  through  the 
Fir-grove  at  these  words,  and  they  tried  very  hard  to  dis- 
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believe  them.  Nay,  when  the  winter  came,  they  did  dis- 
believe them  altogether;  for,  when  all  the  trees  were 
<:overed  with  snow,  no  one  could  tell  a  dead  branch  from 
a  live  one;  and,  when  the  snow  fell  oflf,  they  who  had 
their  evergreen  outside,  had  an  advantage  over  many  of 
the  trees  by  which  they  were  surrounded.  It  was  a  time 
of  silence,  too,  and  quiet,  for  the  leafless  trees  were  in  a 
half-asleep  state,  and  had  no  humour  to  talk.  The  ever- 
greens were  the  only  ones  who,  now  and  then,  had  spirit 
enough  to  keep  up  a  little  conversation. 

At  last,  one  day,  the  Spruce-firs  decided  to  consult  with 
a  distant  relation  of  their  own,  the  Scotch-fir  on  the  sub- 
ject. He  formed  one  of  a  large  grove  of  his  own  kind, 
that  grew  on  an  eminence  in  the  wood.  But  they  could 
only  get  at  him  through  a  messenger;  and,  when  the 
Squirrel,  who  was  sent  to  inquire  whether  he  ever  gave  way 
in  his  growth  to  accommodate  others,  came  back  with  the 
answer  that,  **  Needs  must  when  there  was  no  help  !  "  the 
Spruce-firs  voted  their  cousin  a  degraded  being  even  in 
his  own  eyes,  and  scorned  to  follow  an  example  so  base. 

Then  they  talked  to  each  other  of  the  ill-nature  of  the 
world,  and  tried  to  persuade  themselves  that  the  Birch 
had  put  the  worst  interpretation  on  their  condition, 
merely  to  vex  them ;  and  told  themselves,  in  conclusion, 
that  they  had  nothing  to  fear.  But  their  anxiety  was 
great,  and  when  another  spring  and  summer  succeeded  to 
the  winter,  and  all  the  other  trees  regained  their  leaves, 
and  a  general  waking  up  of   life  took  place,  a  serious 
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alarm  crept  over  the  Spruce-fir  grove ;  for,  alas !  the 
brownness  and  dryness  had  spread  still  further,  and  less 
and  less  of  green  was  to  be  seen  on  the  thickest  branches. 

Had  they  but  listened  to  advice,  even  then,  all  might 
have  been  well.  Even  the  little  birds  told  them  how 
troublesome  it  was  to  hop  about  among  them.  Even  the 
Squirrel  said  he  felt  stifled  if  he  ran  under  them  for  a  cone. 
But  they  had  got  into  their  heads  that  it  was  a  fine  thing 
to  have  an  independent  spirit,  and  not  mind  what  any- 
body said ;  and  they  had  a  notion  that  it  was  a  right  and 
justifiable  thing  to  go  your  own  way  resolutely,  provided 
you  allowed  other  people  to  do  the  same.  But,  with  all 
their  philosophy,  they  forgot  that  abstract  theories  are 
only  fit  for  solitary  life,  and  can  seldom  be  carried  out 
strictly  in  a  wood. 

So  they  grew  on,  as  before,  and  the  Birch-tree  ceased  to 
talk,  for  either  his  silver  peel  had  all  come  off,  and  he  was 
hardened ;  or  else,  he  had  taught  himself  to  submit  un- 
murmuringly  to  an  evil  he  could  not  prevent.  Certain  it 
is,  that  no  further  argument  took  place,  and  the  condition 
of  the  Spruce-firs  attracted  no  further  notice;  till,  one 
spring  morning,  several  seasons  later,  the  whole  wood  was 
startled  by  the  arrival  of  its  owner,  a  new  master,  who 
was  to  come  to  pay  his  first  visit  among  its  glades. 

The  occasional  sound  of  an  axe-strokc,  and  a  good  deal 
of  talking,  were  heard  from  time  to  time,  for  the  owner 
was  attended  by  his  woodman :  and  at  last  he  reached  the 
Spruce-fir  grove. 
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Alas !  and  what  an  exclamation  he  gave  at  the  sight,  as 
well  he  might ;  for  nearly  every  one  of  the  trees  had  fallen 
a  victim  to  a  selfish  mistake,  and  had  gradually  died  away. 
Erect  they  stood,  it  is  true,  as  before,  but  dried,  withered, 
perished  monuments  of  an  obstinate  delusion.  The  owner 
and  the  woodman  talked  together  for  a  time,  and  re- 
marked to  each  other  that  half  those  trees  ought  to  have 
been  taken  away  years  ago :  that  they  were  never  fit  to 
live  in  a  cluster  together ;  for,  from  their  awkward  way  of 
growing,  they  were  half  of  them  sure  to  die. 

But  of  all  the  Grove  there  was  but  one  who  had  life 
enough  to  hear  these  words ;  and  to  him  the  experience 
came  too  late.  All  his  old  friends  were  in  due  time  cut 
down  before  his  eyes ;  and  he,  who  by  an  accident  stood 
slightly  apart,  and  had  not  perished  with  the  rest,  was  only 
reserved  in  the  hope  that  he  might  partially  recover  for 
the  convenience  of  a  Christmas-tree. 

It  was  a  sad,  solitary  summer  he  passed,  though  the  fresh 
air  blew  freely  round  him  now,  and  he  rallied  and  grew, 
as  well  as  felt  invigorated  by  its  sweet  refreshing  breath  ; 
and  though  the  little  birds  sang  on  his  branches,  and  chat- 
tered of  happiness  and  love ;  for  those  who  had  thought 
with  him  and  lived  with  him,  were  gone,  and  their  places 
knew  them  no  more. 

Ah,  certainly  there  had  been  a  mistake  somewhere,  but 
it  did  not  perhaps  signify  much  now,  to  ascertain  where; 
and  no  reproaches  or  ridicule  were  cast  upon  him  by  his 
neighbours;  no,  not  even  by  the  freed  and  happy  silver- 
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barked  Birch  ;  for  a  gentler  spirit  than  that  of  rejoicing  in 
other  people's  misfortunes  prevailed  in  the  pretty  wood. 
So  that  it  was  not  till  Christmas  came,  and  his  doom 
was  forever  sealed,  that  the  Spruce-fir  thoroughly  under- 
stood the  moral  of  his  fate. 

But  then,  when  the  crowds  of  children  were  collected  in 
the  brightly-lighted  hall,  where  he  stood  covered  with 
treasures  and  beauty,  and  when  they  all  rushed  forward, 
tumbling  one  over  another,  in  their  struggles  to  reach  his 
branches ;  each  one  going  his  own  way,  regardless  of  his 
neighbour's  wishes  or  comfort ;  and  when  the  parents  held 
back  the  quarrelsome  rogues,  bidding  them  give  place  one 
to  another, — **  in  honour  preferring  one  another," — con- 
Videring  public  comfort,  rather  than  indi- 
vidual gratification — then,  indeed,  a  light 
seemed  to  be  thrown  on  the  puzzling 
subject  of  the  object  and 
rules  of  social  life  ;  and  he 
repeated  to  himself  the 
words  of  the  silver-barked 
Birch,  exclaiming — 
"  Mutual  accommodation  is  certainly  the 
law  of  the  wood,  or  its  inhabitants  would 
all  be  wretched  together." 
It  was  his  last  idea. 


putting  Mben  J^ou  *te  pleaeeb. 

••  Out  of  the  abundance  of  the  heart  the  mouth  speaketh." 

Matt.,  xii,,  34. 

THEY  had  been  licked  over  hundreds  of  times 'by  the 
same  mother,  had  been  brought  up  on  the  same 
food,  lived  in  the  same  house,  learnt  the  same  lessons, 
heard  the  same  advice,  and  yet  how  different  they  were! 
Never  were  there  two  kittens  more  thoroughly  unlike  than 
those  two !  The  one,  with  an  open,  loving  heart,  which 
never  could  contain  itself  in  its  joy,  but  purred  it  out  at 
once  to  all  the  world  ;  the  other,  who  scarcely  ever  purred 
at  all,  and  that  never  above  its  breath,  let  he  be  as  happy 
or  as  fond  as  he  would. 

It  was  partly  his  mother's  fault,  perhaps,  for  she  always 
set  her  children  the  example  of  reserve  ;  rarely  purring 
herself,  and  then  only  in  a  low  tone.  But,  poor  thing, 
there  were  excuses  to  be  made  for  her ;  she  had  had  so 
many  troubles.  Cats  generally  have.  Their  kittens  are 
taken  away  from  them  so  often,  and  they  get  so  hissed 
about  the  house  when  people  are  busy,  and  the  children 
pull  them  about  so  heedlessly,  and  make  the  dogs  run 
after  them — which  is  so  irritating — that  really  the  wonder 
is  they  ever  purr  at  all ! 

T3Q 
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Nevertheless,  her  not  feeling  inclined  to  purr  much 
herself  was  no  good  reason  for  her  thinking  it  silly  or 
wrong  in  other  people  to  purr  when  they  were  pleased ; 
but  she  did,  and  she  and  her  purring  daughter  were 
always  having  small  tiffs  on  the  subject. 

Every  morning,  for  instance,  when  the  nice  curly-headed 
little  boy  brought  the  kittens  a  saucer  of  milk  from  his 
breakfast,  there  was  sure  to  be  a  disturbance  over  the 
purring  question,  for,  even  before  the  saucer  had  reached 
the  floor,  Puss  Missy  was  sure  to  be  there,  tail  and  head 
erect  and  eager,  singing  her  loudest  and  best,  her  whole 
throat  vibrating  visibly ;  while  Puss  Master,  on  the  con- 
trary, took  his  food,  but  said  very  little  about  it,  or,  if 
ever  tempted  to  express  his  natural  delight,  did  it  in  so 
low  a  tone,  that  nobody  could  hear  without  putting  their 
ears  close  down  to  him  to  listen. 

Now  this  was  what  the  mother  cat  called  keeping  up 
one's  dignity  and  self-respect,  so  it  can  easily  be  imagined 
how  angry  she  used  to  get  with  the  other  child. 
**  Wretched  little  creature !  "  she  would  say  to  poor  Puss 
Missy,  who,  even  after  the  meal  was  over,  would  lie 
purring  with  pleasure  in  front  of  the  fire;  '*what  in  the 
world  are  you  making  all  that  noise  and  fuss  about  ? 
Why  are  you  to  be  always  letting  yourself  down  by 
thanking  people  for  what  they  do  for  you,  as  if  you  did 
not  deserve  it,  and  had  not  a  right  to  expect  it  ?  Is  n't 
it  quite  right  of  them  to  feed  you  and  keep  you 
warm  !     What  a  shame  it  would  be  if  they  left  you  with- 
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out  food  or  fire  !  I  am  ashamed  to  see  you  make  your- 
self so  cheap,  by  showing  gratitude  for  every  trifle.  For 
goodness*  sake  have  a  little  proper  pride,  and  leave  off 
such  fawning  ways !  Look  at  your  brother,  and  see  how 
differently  he  behaves ! — takes  everything  as  a  matter  of 
course,  and  has  the  sense  to  keep  his  feelings  to  himself ; 
and  people  are  sure  to  respect  him  all  the  more.  It  keeps 
up  one's  friends'  interest  when  they  are  not  too  sure  that 
one  is  pleased.  But  you,  with  your  everlasting  acknowl- 
edgments, will  be  seen  through,  and  despised  very  soon. 
Have  a  little  more  esteem  for  your  own  character,  1  do 
beg !  What  is  to  become  of  self-respect  if  people  are  to 
purr  whenever  they  are  pleased  ?  " 

Puss  Missy  had  not  the  least  notion  what  would  become 
of  it  in  such  a  case,  but  she  supposed  something  dreadful ; 
so  she  felt  quite  horrified  at  herself  for  having  done  any- 
thing to  bring  such  a  misfortune  about,  and  made  a  thou- 
sand resolutions  to  keep  up  her  dignity,  save  self-respect 
from  the  terrible  unknown  fate  in  store,  and  purr  no  more. 

But  it  was  all  in  vain.  As  soon  as  ever  anything  hap- 
pened to  make  her  feel  happy  and  comfortable,  throb 
went  the  little  throat,  as  naturally  as  flowers  come  out  in 
spring,  and  there  she  was  in  a  fresh  scrape  again !  And 
the  temptations  were  endless.  The  little  boy's  cousin, 
pale,  and  quiet,  and  silent  as  she  was,  would  often  take 
Puss  Missy  on  her  knee,  and  nurse  her  for  half-an-hour  at 
a  time,  stroking  her  so  gently  and  kindly — how  could  any 
one  help  purring? 
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Or  the  boy  would  tie  a  string,  with  a  cork  at  the  end  of 
it,  to  the  drawer-handle  of  a  table,  so  that  the  kittens 
could  paw  it,  and  pat  it,  and  spring  at  it,  as  they  pleased 
— how  was  it  possible  not  to  give  vent  to  one's  delight  in 
the  intervals  of  such  a  game,  when  the  thing  was  swinging 
from  side  to  side  before  their  very  eyes,  inviting  the  next 
bound  ? 

And  when  there  was  nothing  else  to  be  pleased  about, 
there  were  always  their  own  tails  to  run  after,  and  the 
fun  was  surely  irresistible  and  well  deserved  a  song. 

Yet  the  brother  very  seldom  committed  himself  in  that 
way — that  was  the  great  puzzle,  and  Puss  Missy  grew  more 
perplexed  as  time  went  on.  Nay,  once,  when  they  were 
alone  together,  and  her  spirits  had  quite  got  the  better  of 
her  judgment,  she  boldly  asked  him,  in  as  many  words, 
"  Why  do  you  not  purr  when  you  are  pleased  ?  **  as  if  it 
was  quite  the  natural  and  proper  thing  to  do.  Whereat 
he  seemed  quite  taken  by  surprise,  but  answered  at  last, 
"  It 's  so  weak-minded,  mother  says :  I  should  be  ashamed. 
Besides,'*  added  he,  after  a  short  pause,  "  to  tell  you  the 
truth — but  don't  say  anything  about  it — when  I  begin, 
there's  something  that  chokes  a  little  in  my  throat. 
Mind  you  don't  tell — it  would  let  me  down  so  in  mother's 
eyes.     She  likes  one  to  keep  up  one's  dignity,  you  know." 

Had  Mother  Puss  overheard  these  words,  she  might 
have  been  a  little  startled  by  such  a  result  of  her  teach- 
ing ;  but,  as  it  was,  she  remained  in  happy  ignorance  that 
her  son  was  influenced  by  anything  but  her  advice. 
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.  .  .  Yet,  strange  to  say,  she  had  that  choking  in  the 
throat  sometimes  herself !  .  .  . 

But,  at  last,  a  change  came  in  their  lives.  One  day 
their  friend,  the  curly-headed  boy,  came  bounding  into 
the  kitchen  where  Puss  and  her  kittens  were  asleep,  in 
raptures  of  delight,  followed  by  the  pale,  quiet,  silent 
cousin,  as  quiet  and  silent  as  ever. 

The  boy  rushed  to  the  kittens  at  once,  took  up  both 
together  in  his  hands,  laid  one  over  the  other  for  fun,  and 
then  said  to  the  girl,  **  Cousin,  now  they  're  going  to  give 
us  the  kittens  for  our  very  own,  just  tell  me  which  you 
]ike  best,  really  ?  I  'm  so  afraid  you  won't  choose  for 
yourself  when  they  ask  you,  and  then,  if  I  have  to  choose 
instead,  I  shan't  know  which  you  would  rather  have ! 
And  I  want  you  to  have  the  one  you  like  most — so  do 
tell  me  beforehand  !  ** 

**  Oh,  I  like  them  both ! "  answered  the  girl,  in  the  same 
unmoved,  indifferent  tone,  in  which  she  generally  spoke. 

"  So  do  I,"  replied  her  cousin ;  "  but  I  know  which  I 
like  best  for  all  that ;  and  so  must  you,  only  you  won't 
say.  I  wonder  whether  you  like  to  have  the  kittens  at 
all  ?  "  added  he,  looking  at  the  pale  child  a  little  doubt- 
fully ;  then  whispering,  as  he  put  them  both  to  her  face 
to  be  kissed,  **  Cousin,  dear,  I  wish  I  could  see  when  you 
were  pleased  by  your  face !  See  !  give  a  smile  when  the 
one  you  like  best  goes  by.  Do — won't  you — this  once — 
just  for  once?"  .  .  . 

It  was  in  vain  !  he  passed  the  kittens  before  her  in  sue- 
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cession,  that  she  might  see  the  markings  of  their  fur,  but 
she  still  only  said  she  liked  both,  and,  of  course,  was  glad 
to  have  a  kitten,  and  so  on  ;  till,  at  last,  he  was  disheart- 
ened, and  asked  no  more. 

It  is  a  great  distress  to  some  people  when  their  friends 
will  not  purr  when  they  are  pleased  ;  and  as  the  children 
went  back  together  to  the  drawing-room,  the  little  boy 
was  the  sadder  of  the  two,  though  he  could  not  have  ex- 
plained why. 

And  then,  just  what  he  expected  happened, — the  choice 
between  the  two  kittens  was  offered  first  to  the  girl ;  but, 
instead  of  accepting  it  as  a  favour,  and  saying  "Thank 
you  "  for  it,  and  being  pleased,  as  she  ought  to  have  been, 
she  would  say  nothing  but  that  she  liked  both,  and  it 
could  not  matter  which  she  had ;  nay,  to  look  at  her  as 
she  spoke,  nobody  would  have  thought  she  cared  for  hav- 
ing either  at  all ! 

How  was  it  that  she  did  not  observe  how  sorrowfully 
her  aunt  was  gazing  at  her  as  she  spoke ;  ay,  and  with  a 
sorrow  far  beyond  anything  the  kitten  could  occasion  ? 

But  she  did  not ;  and  presently  her  aunt  said,  "  Well, 
then,  as  she  did  not  care,  the  boy  should  choose."  On 
which  the  poor  boy  coloured  with  vexation  ;  but  when  he 
had  sought  his  cousin's  eyes  again  and  again  in  vain  for 
some  token  of  her  feelings,  he  laid  sudden  hold  on  Puss 
Missy,  and  cuddled  her  against  his  cheek,  exclaiming : 

**  Then  1  will  have  this  one !  I  like  her  much  the  best, 
mother,  because  she  purrs  when  she  is  pleased  !  ** 


Purring  When  You  Ve  Pleased.     145 

And  then  the  little  girl  took  up  Puss  Master,  and 
kissed  him  very  kindly,  but  went  away  without  saying 
another  word. 

And  so  a  week  passed  ;  and  though  the  children  nursed 
their  kittens,  they  never  discussed  the  question  of  which 
was  best  liked  again,  for  a  shyness  had  sprung  up  about 
it  ever  since  the  day  the  choice  had  been  made. 

But  at  the  end  of  the  week,  one  sunshiny  morning, 
when  the  boy  was  riding  his  father's  pony,  and  only  the 
little  girl  was  in  the  house,  her  aunt,  coming  suddenly 
into  the  school-room,  discovered  her  kneeling  by  the  sofa, 
weeping  a  silent  rain  of  tears  over  the  fur-coat  of  Puss 
Missy,  who  was  purring  loudly  all  the  time ;  while  her 
own  kitten.  Puss  Master,  was  lying  asleep  unnoticed  by 
the  fire. 

Now,  the  pale,  silent  little  girl  had  been  an  orphan 
nearly  two  years — father  and  mother  having  died  within 
a  few  weeks  of  each  other ;  and  she  had  been  ever  since, 
till  quite  lately,  under  the  care  of  a  guardian,  who,  though 
married,  had  no  children,  and  was  more  strict  and  well- 
intentioned  than  kind  and  comprehending;  so  that,  be- 
tween sorrow  at  first  and  fear  afterwards,  joined  to  a 
timid,  shrinking  nature,  she  had,  without  knowing  any- 
thing about  it,  shut  herself  up  in  a  sort  of  defensive 
armour  of  self-restraint,  which  till  now  neither  aunt,  nor 
uncle,  nor  even  loving  cousin,  had  been  able  to  break 
through. 
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But  they  had  gently  bided  their  time,  and  the  time  had 
come  at  last,  and  Puss  Missy  pointed  the  moral ;  for,  with 
her  aunt's  arms  folded  round  her,  and  a  sense  of  her  com« 
forting  tenderness  creeping  into  the  long-lonely  heart,  she 
owned  that  she  had  fretted  all  the  week  in  secret  because 
— actually  because — it  was  so  miserable  to  nurse  a  kitten 
who  would  not  purr  when  he  was  pleased  ! 

Anybody  may  guess  how  nice  it  was,  ten  minutes  after- 
wards, to  see  the  little  girl,  with  the  roused  colour  of 
warm  feeling  on  her  cheeks  smiling  through  her  tears 
at  the  thought  of  how  like  the  unpurring  kitten  she  had 
been  herself !  Anybody  may  guess,  too,  with  what  riot- 
ous joy  the  loving  boy-cousin  insisted  on  her  changing 
kittens  at  once,  and  having  Puss  Missy  for  her  very  own. 
And  how,  on  the  other  hand,  he  set  to  work  himself, 
with  a  resolute  heart,  to  make  Puss  Master  so  fond  of 
him  that  purr  he  must,  whether  he  would  or  no;  and 
how  that,  now  and  then,  by  dint  of  delicate  attentions, 
such  as  choice  morsels  of  food  and  judicious  rubbing 
under  the  ears,  he  worked  the  creature  up  to  such  a  pitch 
of  complacency,  that  the  vibrations  of  his  throat  became, 
at  any  rate,  visible  to  sight,  and  perceptible  to  touch. 

Truly,  they  were  a  very  happy  party ;  for  after  Puss 
Master  took  Puss  Missy  for  friend,  confidante,  and  advi- 
ser, he  grew  so  loving  and  fond,  that  he  could  not  help 
showing  his  feelings  in  a  thousand  pretty,  pleasant  ways ; 
and  the  mother-cat  herself  relaxed  by  degrees ;  perhaps 
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because  she  found  her  kittens  were  not  taken  away — 
partly,  perhaps,  because  Puss  Missy's  open-heartedness 
stole  into  her  heart  at  last  with  a  sense  of  comfort — who 
knows?  Certainly  she  left  off  scolding  and  lecturing,  and 
would  not  only  watch  their  gambols  but  join  in  them  at 
times  herself.  And  if  neither  she  nor  her  son  ever  purred 
quite  so  much,  or  so  loudly  as  their  neighbours,  the  rea- 
son, no  doubt,  was  only  that  tiresome  choking  in  the 
throat ! 

Why,  the  pale  little  girl  herself  complained  of  having 
felt  something  very  like  it,  during  the  sad  two  years  before 
her  kind  aunt  made  her  happy  again  !  It  always  used  to 
come  on  when  she  wanted  to  say  what  she  felt. 

And,  perhaps,  there  is  always  something  that  chokes  in 
the  throat  when  people  do  not  purr  when  they  are  pleased. 

Let  us  hope  so ! 


Zbc  Cause  anb  the  Causer. 


"  Be  ye  sure  that  the  Lord  he  is  God :  it  is  he  that  hath  made  us,  and  not 
we  ourselves. — Psalm  c,  3. 


"  p\  ECIDEDLY  dead,  gentlemen  ! " 

I  J  Such  was  Dr.  Earwig's  verdict  upon  the  body 
of  a  fine  young  moth  which  had  been  found  prostrate  and 
motionless  at  the  foot  of  an  orchis  plant  in  full  flower. 
And  Dr.  Earwig  was  a  professor,  and  knew  what  he  was 
about — had,  moreover,  walked  to  and  fro  over  the  moth's 
body — touched  it  with  his  feelers,  nipped  it  with  his 
pincers — and  it  had  not  twitched  once.  Besides,  it  was 
stiff  and  cold.  The  professor  was  shy  by  nature,  but 
learning  gives  confidence,  and  he  spoke  his  mind  boldly 
when  he  spoke  it  at  all. 

"  Decidedly  dead,  gentlemen  !  has  been  dead,  in  fact,  for 
hours." 

**  So  far,  so  good  !  "  remarked  the  sitting  magistrate  of 
the  occasion — a  splendidly  band-marked  snail,  whose  horns 
were  extended  to  their  uttermost  as  he  watched  Dr.  Ear- 
wig from  the  shelter  of  a  hart's-tongue  fern.  He  was 
there  with  a  party  of  bumble-bee  barristers  overhead,  bent 
on  discovering  what  could  have  happened  to  reduce  so 
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fine  a  moth  to  such  a  condition  in  the  prime  of  youth ; 
and  moreover,  who  was  answerable  for  it — there  being 
some  little  consolation  under  misfortune  in  finding  fault 
even  if  you  cannot  punish. 

"  You  have  cleared  the  case  up  to  this  point  very  satis- 
factorily,  sir,"  he  continued.  **  Now  we  must  trouble  you 
a  little  further,  if  you  please.  Be  so  good  as  to  examine 
into  the  cause  of  the  death.  Can't  be  a  natural  one,  you 
know,  doctor,  at  deceased's  age  and  surrounded  with  food. 
So  keep  your  eyes  open  and  your  feelers  alive.  I  shall  be 
out  again  by  the  time  you  Ve  finished.  I  wish  to  think  a 
little  just  now." 

It  is  a  golden  maxim  with  snails  that  the  less  you  see 
the  more  you  think.  So  the  sitting  magistrate  of  the 
occasion  drew  in  his  horns,  and  retired  into  his  shell. 

It  was  one  of  those  very  hot  days  of  the  early  year 
which  occasionally  take  all  nature  by  surprise.  On  the 
southern  side  of  the  grassy  slope  which  led  up  to  the 
ruined  castle  overlooking  the  sea,  the  sunshine  lay  in  an 
unbroken  sheet  of  light.  The  northeastern  bank  was 
steeper  and  had  more  shadows.  Gorse  and  bramble- 
bushes  and  ferns  and  primroses  and  orchis  plants  grew 
there,  and  it  was  there  the  inquiry  on  the  dead  moth's 
body  was  being  held. 

Humanly  speaking,  indeed,  not  a  sound  broke  the  still- 
ness of  the  summer  air,  save  the  lazy  plashing  of  the 
waves  on  the  sand  at  the  foot  of  the  cliff,  or  the  cawing  or 
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twittering  of  a  passing  bird.  But  this  humanly  speaking 
only.  Human  ears,  whatever  human  beings  may  think  of 
them,  take  in  but  a  few  octaves  of  the  great  gamut  of  the 
universe.  To  all  below  and  above  these  they  are  insen- 
sible, and  hence  often  speak  of  silence  when  the  silence 
exists  only  for  themselves. 

Had  a  score  of  men,  women,  or  children  been  wander- 
ing over  the  castle  bank  that  day,  do  you  think  any  one 
of  them  would  have  heard  Dr.  Earwig's  remarks  or  the 
sitting  magistrate's  reply  ?     I  fancy  not. 

Meanwhile  Dr.  Earwig  betook  himself  to  his  work,  and, 
to  do  him  justice,  performed  it  very  conscientiously.  He 
ran  up  and  down  and  round  and  round  the  dead  moth's 
body  a  dozen  times,  to  see  what  he  could  see — touched  it 
in  every  corner,  pinched  it  all  over,  but  no  injury  could 
he  find.  He  examined  the  wings  very  carefully,  but 
there  was  no  flaw  in  them.  The  feather  scales  were  not 
rubbed  off ;  the  membrane  was  not  torn ;  its  nervures 
were  unbroken.  The  legs,  too,  were  as  sound  as  legs 
could  be. 

At  last — "  Hello !  "  cried  the  professor  with  a  shout. 
He  was  in  front  of  the  creature's  head,  and  suddenly  dis- 
covered that  its  proboscis,  instead  of  being  curled  up 
neatly  in  the  proper  place,  was  lying  half  untwisted  on 
the  grass.  He  had  drawn  his  feelers  along  it,  but  came 
against  something  which  stopped  the  way. 

The  shout  was  excusable,  as  surprise  had  startled  him, 
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but  it  brought  the  sitting  magistrate's  thinking  nap  to  a 
sudden  end.  He  appeared  at  the  door  of  his  shell,  and 
inquired  if  Dr.  Earwig  had  discovered  anything  worth 
disturbing  him  for,  so  soon  ? 

Dr.  Earwig  thought  he  had.  He  had  at  any  rate  dis- 
covered an  all-suilicient  cause  of  death,  whether  deceased 
had  died  of  it  or  not.  He  had  found  a  foreign  body  — 
several  foreign  bodies,  in  fact,  attached  to  the  creature's 
proboscis ;  and  so  loaded  a  proboscis  could  scarcely  enter 
— much  less  comfortably  dip  into — the  delicate  flower^ 
pouches  for  food.  Sooner  or  later,  therefore,  its  owner 
must — starve  ! 

"  Dreadful ! "  shuddered  the  sitting  magistrate,  with 
difficulty  resisting  the  impulse  to  shut  himself  up  and 
think.  **  But  our  friend  shall  not  die  unavenged  !  Pro- 
fessor, who  is  to  blame  ?  " 

The  professor  replied  that  they  had  not  reached  that 
part  of  the  subject  yet.  In  order  to  do  so  they  must 
ascertain  what  the  foreign  bodies  attached  to  the  proboscis 
were,  and  where  they  came  from. 

"Try  to  use  simple  language  for  the  benefit  of  our  un- 
learned ears,"  expostulated  Sir  Helix  (that  was  the  sitting 
magistrate's  family  name).  **  What  do  you  mean  here  by 
2l  foreign  body,  for  instance,  doctor?  I  own  to  not  know- 
ing myself,  and  I  doubt  if  my  bumble-bee  brothers  are 
better  informed  on  the  point  than  I  am." 

The  bumbles  protested  they  were  not. 

•*  And  if  by  attached  you  mean  stuck  fast,"  continued 
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Sir  Helix,  "  why  not  say  so?  **  The  sitting  magistrate  was 
getting  impatient. 

**  Excuse  me,  gentlemen,"  replied  Dr.  Earwig,  with  a 
wriggle  of  fun  ;  "  we  should  get  on  very  badly  in  the 
world  without  professional  terms,  I  assure  you  !  By  a 
*  foreign  body  *  I  mean  a  lump  of  something  or  other  which 
does  not  naturally  belong  to  the  person  or  place  wfiere  it  is 
found.  But  that  takes  a  long  time  to  say,  you  observe^ 
and  if  it  came  to  be  repeated  would  both  confuse  and 
delay  what  one  had  to  explain." 

"  There  *s  sense  in  that,"  interposed  the  sitting  magis- 
trate, '*  and  I  give  way  accordingly.  Brother  Bumbles, 
we  will  call  what  the  professor  has  found  on  the  moth's 
proboscis  foreign  bodies,  if  you  please.  You  *re  sure 
they  're  not  a  disease^  by-the-way,  professor  ?" 

"  Can't  be.  Sir  Helix,  can't  be,"  stammered  Dr.  Earwigs 
hastily  (it  was  only  when  flurried  he  called  the  sitting 
magistrate  by  his  family  name).  **  Never  met  with  such 
a  case  in  all  my  experience." 

"  Call  the  widow !  "  said  Sir  Helix,  authoritatively,  and 
a  couple  of  bumbles  immediately  fetched  her  from  the 
top  of  an  orchis  spike,  whence  she  was  watching  proceed- 
ings. "  Be  so  good,  madam,  as  to  observe  the  foreign 
bodies  on  your  deceased  husband's  proboscis.  My  friend 
Dr.  Earwig  will  point  them  out  to  you."  Which  Dn 
Earwig  did  as  soon  as  he  could  persuade  the  poor  lady 
to  flutter  over  the  corpse  and  look. 

"  Has  your  husband  been  suffering  from  these  long?** 


The  Cause  and  the  Causer.      153 


That  was  the  way  the  sitting  magistrate  put  the  inquiry. 

The  widow  was  indignant.  Did  the  sitting  magistrate 
or  the  bumbling  barristers  or  Dr.  Earwig  mean  to  insinuate 
that  her  poor  dear  husband  had  grown  those  nasty 
things  ?  They  were  very  much  mistaken  if  they  thought 
so !  His  proboscis  was  as  clean  and  polished  at  twilight 
of  the  previous  day,  when  they  flew  out  together,  as — 
well,  as  one  of  the  sitting  magistrate's  horns  when  fresh 
from  its  socket.  Of  that  she  was  certain.  But  being 
cross-questioned  by  the  bland  professor,  who  had  a  re- 
markable knack  of  insinuating  himself  into  corners  and 
confidence,  she  admitted  that  she  had  once  or  twice 
before  seen  one  of  those  nasty  things 

( **  Foreign  bodies  !  **  interposed  Sir  Helix,  with  a 
chuckle. 

"  Nasty  things,*'  persisted  the  widow) on  her  hus- 
band's proboscis ;  but  they  had  always  got  rubbed  off 
after  a  time.  "  Besides,"  added  she,  with  a  toss  of  her 
head,  "  other  creatures  can  pick  them  up  too.  For  in- 
stance, there  was  one  on  the  head  of  one  of  the  bumbling 
barristers  who  came  to  fetch  me  just  now." 

This  announcement  caused  general  confusion.  The 
sitting  magistrate  himself  was  for  once  excited  and  gave 
orders  to  "  catch  the  bumble  with  the  foreign  body  on 
his  head,"  in  rather  an  impetuous  tone.  The  rush  and 
buzzing  were  immense.  Every  one  protested  with  all  his 
might  that  there  was  no  foreign  body  on  his  head,  a  few 
almost   ready  to  assert   they  had   no  heads  for  foreign 
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bodies  to  be  on ;  and  all  whirled  about,  looking  at  each 
other's  faces  in  angry  disturbance.  At  last  a  party  of 
them  laid  hold  of  a  stranger  fresh  from  an  orchis  flower, 
on  whom,  as  he  flew  past,  they  noticed  sofne'thing^  and 
when  they  had  secured  him,  the  something  proved  to  be 
it.  They  led  him  at  once  to  where  the  sitting  magistrate 
sat,  and  placed  him  on  the  ground,  where  he  lay  buzzing 
dismally,  while  they  compared  Ais  foreign  body  with  the 
foreign  bodies  on  the  moth*s  proboscis,  and  discovered 
they  were  exactly  alike. 

"  Do  you  feel  nothing,  my  poor  friend  ?  **  asked  Sir 
Helix,  almost  tenderly,  for  he  had  a  heart  as  well  as  a 
shell. 

"  Nothing,**  hummed  the  bumble,  in  the  most  subdued 
of  voices. 

"  Have  you  no  notion  where  you  picked  up  this  most 
extraordinary  thing?  **  (Sir  Helix  was  eyeing  it  from  the 
tips  of  both  horns  as  he  spoke.)  "  Try  to  think,  brother," 
he  added,  persuasively,  "  where  you  have  been  this  morn- 
ing. Into  some  dirty  shed  among  cobwebs  and  old 
baskets?  Into  some  stick  heap  or  thatched  roof?  Eh? 
The  thing  looks  like  a  twig  of  wood  with  a  bud  at  the 
end  of  it,  only  I  never  saw  one  so  small.** 

No,  he  had  done  nothing  but  fly  about  sipping  his 
breakfast  in  the  usual  places ;  except,  indeed,  that  stupid 
visit  he  had  paid  the  orchis  flower.  Why  he  went  there 
he  scarcely  knew,  they  were  such  useless  things. 

"  Professor !  **  interrupted  Sir  Helix,  with  a  shout  as  if 
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he  had  made  a  sudden  discovery — "are  there  foreign 
bodies  in  orchis  flowers?  Reflect  upon  it,  they  had  both 
been  in  them  !  "  After  saying  which,  and  without  waiting 
for  an  answer,  he  drew  up  his  horns  and  retired  into  his 
shell  once  more. 

Now  no  one  present  knew  anything  of  the  inside  of 
orchis  flowers  (one  does  hot  notice  everything  one  sees, 
you  know),  but  as  they  were  aware  Sir  Helix  would  ex- 
pect an  answer  when  he  came  out  of  his  thinking  nap, 
they  felt  they  must  exert  themselves.  The  difficulty  was 
that  after  what  had  happened  every  one  was  shy  of  going 
into  an  orchis  flower  at  all.  No  one  wanted  a  foreign 
body  on  his  own  head  ! 

**  Suppose  we  begin,*'  suggested  the  professor,  **  by  ex- 
amining  what  the  foreign  body  really  is.  If  we  find  that 
out,  we  can  perhaps  decide  where  it  comes  from,  without 
dangerous  personal  experiments." 

The  proposal  was  received  with  acclamation,  and  the 
afflicted  bumble  pressed  forward  eagerly,  anxious  to  have 
his  foreign  body  removed  for  the  experiment.  But  this 
was  more  easily  talked  of  than  done.  Even  Dr.  Earwig's 
surgical  skill  in  twitching,  pinching,  and  pulling  failed. 
The  foreign  body  resisted  his  efforts.  "  Attached  does 
mean  stuck  fast  in  this  case  I  think,  professor,*'  chuckled 
a  bumble  who  was  trying  to  help. 

"  And  very  much  attached  too,"  c^iggled  the  professor  in 
reply.     Just  then,  however,  he  gained  his  point.     By  dint 
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of  leverage  he  succeeded  in  raising  the  thing  from  the 
bumble*s  head ; — at  the  expense  of  a  few  hairs  to  the 
bumble,  it  must  be  owned,  to  say  nothing  of  the  nervous 
shock  consequent  upon  all  operations.  The  poor  fellow 
bounced  grumbling  into  the  air,  while  the  professor  and 
half  a  dozen  bumbles  rolled  the  foreign  body  about  to 
discover  what  it  was,  if  possible. 

It  was  about  the  length  of  one  joint  of  a  bee*s  leg,  and 
was  in  appearance  like  a  miniature  ogre's  club  or  police- 
man's life-preserver,  only  the  knob  part  was  as  long  as  the 
stalk.  And  the  stalk  seemed  to  come  out  of  a  tiny  ball 
which  was  covered  with  something  as  sticky  as  glue. 
Hence  whatever  it  touched  it  fastened  itself  to,  and  very 
fast  indeed.     What  could  it  be? 

**  If  one  only  lived  in  a  shell  now,*'  remarked  another 
bumble  with  a  humorous  hum,  "this  would  be  just  the 
moment  for  retiring  inside  to " 

**  Atchew  !  "  A  sneeze  from  the  professor  drowned  the 
last  word. 

"  It  must  be  that  horrible  flower-dust  in  those  horrible 
packets — atchew  ! "  sneezed  the  professor. 

**  It  certainly  is  the  horrible  flower-dust  in  those  hor- 
rible packets — atchew  !  "  sneezed  the  assistant  bumble  in 
echo. 

"What  packets?  What  flower-dust?"  asked  the 
solemn  voice  of  Sir  Helix,  whom  the  sneezing  had  dis- 
turbed once  more. 

**  The  knob  of  the  foreign  body,  Sir  Helix,"  explained 
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Dr.  Earwig.  **  It  turns  out  to  be  a  mass  of  flower-dust 
packets.  I  was  poking  at  them  too  close  and  snuffed  up 
some  of  the  nasty  flower-dust,  you  know — pah !  ** 

"  But  I  dorit  know — how  should  I  ?  "  responded  the  sit- 
ting  magistrate. 

"  Ah !  that  is  because  you  do  not  visit  the  flowers  as 
you  do  the  leaves,**  observed  the  assistant  bumble.  "  If 
you  went  among  them  as  we  do,  you  would  soon  see 
plenty  of  flower-dust — generally  loose  on  the  top  of  stalks 
where  you  can  shake  it  off  as  you  go  by — not  done  up  in 
stupid  little  packets  like  these.  Our  cousins  the  hive- 
bees,  who  find  out  pretty  nearly  everything,  have  a  tradi- 
tion that  no  flower-seeds  can  grow  without  it,  and  I 
believe  them.  Certainly  it  commonly  falls  on  some 
sticky  surface  or  stalk  just  over  where  the  seeds  lie. 
Why,  there  *s  flower-dust  enough  in  a  single  white  lily 
to  colour  you  bright  yellow  from  horns  to  shell.  Sir 
Helix!  If  you  *11  come  up  into  one  with  me  some  day  I 
will  show  you." 

**  I  had  rather  take  the  fact  on  trust  from  my  learned 
brother,'*  rejoined  the  sitting  magistrate.  "  Meantime, 
while  I  am  thinking  the  matter  over,  surely  you  gentle- 
men who  are  so  constantly  inside  the  flowers  will  not  have 
much  difficulty  in  finding  out  which  of  them  grows  these 
(as  you  say)  unusual  flower-dust  bundles.  Adieu  !  Buzz 
into  my  shell  when  you  can  answer  my  question.** 

He  was  gone,  and  the  assistant  bumble,  a  little  discon- 
certed at  the  result  of  his  interference,  began  to  call  for 
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the  professor  to  tell  them  what  to  do  next.     But  the  pro- 
fessor was  gone  too ! 

People  talk  of  the  courage  of  the  lion,  but  methinks  it 
is  easy  to  be  courageous  when  you  know  you  can  eat  your 
enemy  up.  Commend  me  to  the  courage  of  a  shy  being 
who  dares  an  experiment  in  the  face  of  an  indefinite  risk! 

The  professor  had  wearied  of  so  much  talking  and  the 
bandying  backwards  and  forwards  of  small  witticisms. 
"  It  *s  the  bumble's  vocation,"  thought  he  to  himself,  **  and 
I  suppose  they  must  practise  for  it,  but  it  brings  one  no 
nearer  the  mark,  and  that  *s  where  I  want  to  be.  I  go  in 
for  discovery  and  honour.  Perhaps  that  *s  a  professor's 
vocation/* 

Perhaps  it  is.  Certainly  it  was  a  great  moment  for  Dr. 
Earwig,  when,  in  pursuance  of  his  determination  to  "do 
and  dare,'*  he  ran  up  the  spike  of  an  orchis  plant  and 
wriggled  himself  on  to  the  tongue-like  lip  of  one  of  the 
flowers,  in  order  to  peep  inside.  The  tiny  chamber  was 
dark  enough  at  first,  but  by  degrees  he  could  discern 
objects,  and  perceived  in  front  of  him,  but  quite  above  his 
head,  a  roundish  protuberance  or  shelf  overhanging  the 
entrance  to  the  throat-like  flower-pouch  (called  nectary), 
in  which  insects  find  their  food.  And  upon  this  shelf 
(how  the  professor's  heart  glowed  at  the  sight !)  stood  two 
shapes  side  by  side,  evidently  foreign  bodies,  but  partially 
concealed  by  membranous  covers.  And  they  were  evi- 
dently not  "  foreign  bodies  **  here,  but  formed  part  and 
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parcel  of  the  flower.  The  secret — where  foreign  bodies 
came  from — was  out  then,  but  how  had  the  bumble  and  the 
moth  got  at  them — that  was  the  difficulty.  Had  the  things 
given  themselves  or  been  taken  away  ?  The  professor  was 
guilty  of  wishing  the  flower  would  turn  into  an  insect  and 
tell  him  the  truth  about  it.  For  you  must  know  the 
flowers  speak  in  too  low  a  whisper  for  even  insects  to  hear 
them,  so  the  two  worlds  do  not  communicate.  Dr.  Ear- 
wig could  only  wish  and  wonder,  therefore,  for  he  was  not 
daring  enough  to  climb  up  and  touch  the  shapes  himself, 
when  suddenly  he  became  aware  of  a  flutter  of  wings,  and 
had  only  just  time  to  squeeze  on  one  side  when  a  gay 
young  butterfly  lighted  on  the  flower-lip  where  he  had 
been  but  a  second  before ;  uncoiled  and  dipped  her  deli- 
cate proboscis  into  the  nectary — paused  awhile,  then  drew 
it  up  and  flew  away.  Dr.  Earwig  scuttled  back  to  his  post 
at  once  and  took  another  peep — but  all  was  as  before. 
The  shapes  stood  still  in  the  same  place.  They  had  neither 
given  themselves  nor  been  taken  away — there  was  no 
fresh  light  on  the  subject.  What  was  to  be  done?  The 
professor  began  to  face  the  idea  that  he  must  examine 
them  himself.  Suppose  he  laid  hold  of  one  with  his 
pincers,  for  instance  ? — In  that  case  it  could  not,  at  any 
rate,  fasten  itself  on  his  head  ! — Just  then,  however,  there 
was  another  fanning  of  the  air,  announcing  another  visitor. 
Another  butterfly  was  in  search  of  food,  another  proboscis 
plunged  into  the  nectary. 

Was  the  creature  larger  or  more  active  than  the  last? 
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Had  its  proboscis  more  strength,  or  did  it  uncoil  with  more 
heedless  violence  ?  Who  shall  say  ?  Certain  it  is  that  in 
the  process  it  struck  upwards  against  the  round  protuber- 
ance ;  there  was  a  jar  and  crack  in  the  delicate  machinery, 
and  out  came  a  foreign  body  with  its  sticky  ball. 

The  professor  had  seen  part  of  the  process  and  surmised 
the  rest.  He  would  make  sure,  however.  When  the  but- 
terfly was  about  to  fly  off,  therefore,  she  found  Dr.  Earwig 
in  the  way,  who,  under  pretence  of  apologizing  for  his 
accidental  presence  there,  took  the  opportunity  of  eyeing 
her  proboscis  very  carefully.  And  there  assuredly  was 
the  foreign  body  exactly  like  those  he  had  seen  before — 
only  not  in  the  same  position.  Those  on  the  bee  and  the 
moth  had  lain  in  a  very  nearly  horizontal  line — this  stood 
as  nearly  upright.  Stop  though  !  it  was  upright  when  he 
first  looked  at  it,  but  now  moment  by  moment  it  was 
lowering  itself.  "  It  's  falling  off !  Attached  does  not 
mean  stuck  fast  in  this  case,"  thought  the  professor  to  him- 
self !  But  no !  it  only  went  on  lowering  till  it  lay  in  an 
almost  horizontal  line  like  the  others.     Then  it  stopped. 

"  Allow  me,  madam,"  cried  Dr.  Earwig,  in  sheer  despera- 
tion. "A  little  something  has  fallen  on  your  proboscis,  I 
think,"  and  he  whisked  a  feeler  against  the  foreign  body 
as  he  spoke.  He  might  as  well  have  whisked  it  against  a 
rock. 

"  You  see  double  this  morning,  I  fear,  doctor,"  smiled 
the  butterfly.  "  My  proboscis  has  only  dipped  into  a  few 
nectaries  of  these  charming  orchids.     Nothing  can  have 
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dropped  on  it  from  them.  A  bright  day  to  you  and  clear 
eyes !  *' 

"  She  does  not  know  she  has  taken  it  then/*  mused  the 
professor,  "  so  s/ie  is  not  to  blame,  pretty  creature !  The 
flowers  have  much  to  answer  for  in  loading  her  if  they 
know  what  they  are  about.  Ah,  well !  I  must  look  into 
the  matter  a  little  further.**  Saying  which  he  went  on  to 
visit  several  other  flowers  of  the  spike,  but  observed 
nothing  new  in  them,  until  at  last  he  came  to  one  where 
was  a  different  state  of  things  indeed !  The  shelf  on 
which  the  foreign  bodies  usually  stood  was  there,  but  no 
foreign  bodies  were  upon  it.  Dr.  Earwig  grew  bold  in 
consequence.  He  would  take  a  "  good  look  round  **  he 
thought,  and  did  so,  peeping  into  the  dark  entrance  of 
the  nectary,  though  he  did  not  venture  down,  being  un- 
certain what  he  might  find  at  the  bottom.  But  in  gazing 
across  the  opening  he  perceived  that  the  back  wall — that 
below  the  protuberance — had  a  sticky  surface  like  those 
on  which  flower-dust  is  commonly  shed ;  and  what  was 
that  in  one  corner — a  patch  of  flower-dust  ?  was  it 
possible?  how  could  it  have  got  there?  It  was  impossible 
the  flower  should  have  dusted  itself.     .     .     . 

At  this  moment  there  was  another  flutter  of  wings, 
and,  slipping  into  the  nectary  backwards  (his  only  chance), 
the  professor  saw  the  entrance  of  his  old  friend  the 
butterfly,  with  the  foreign  body  on  her  proboscis.  This 
she  at  once  uncoiled,  and  in  doing  so  the  knob  of  the 
foreign   body  hit  the  sticky  surface  of  the  wall,  several 
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flower-dust  packets  came  oflf,  and  the  v/all  received  several 
fresh  patches  in  consequence. 

**  Do  you  know "  shouted  Dr.  Earwig,  greatly- 
excited.  But  the  butterfly  had  at  the  same  instant 
become  aware  of  a  really  "  foreign  body  *'  in  the  nectary 
— Dr.  Earwig  himself,  namely  ;  and  without  stopping  to 
answer  questions  she  drew  up  her  proboscis  and  was 
gone. 

An  hour  afterwards  the  whole  bumble  company  were 
buzzing  outside  the  sitting  magistrate's  shell. 

"  Well  ?  **  he  said  from  within. 

"  I  have  come  back,"  answered  the  professor,  who 
stood  by  awaiting  the  re-awakening  of  his  friend. 

**  I  hear  by  your  voice  that  you  bring  news,  doctor. 
Say  on.  I  can  listen  as  I  am,**  said  Sir  Helix,  coming 
to  the  door.  And  the  following  dialogue  passed  between 
them. 

Dr,  Earwig,  **  There  are  foreign  bodies  in  orchis 
flowers,  Sir  Helix.  They  are  part  of  the  flower.  They 
hold  the  flower-dust." 

Sir  Helix,  **  What  business  have  the  insects  to  take 
them  away  then  ?  People  must  expect  to  come  to  grief 
who  meddle  with  what  does  not  belong  to  them.** 

Dr,  Earivig,  "  But  they  don't  take  them ;  at  least 
they  don*t  know  that  they  do." 

Sir  Helix,  **  You  refine,  doctor,  you  refine.  They 
must  either  take  them  or  let  them  alone.** 
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Dr.  Earwig.  "  No,  it  is  drawing  too  straight  lines  to 
say  so.  They  visit  orchis  flowers  for  food,  and  sometimes 
as  they  dive  into  a  nectary  a  foreign  body  drops  on  their 
proboscis  or  head.  You  can't  call  that  their  taking  it^ 
can  you  ?  ** 

Sir  Helix,     **  Is  it  the  flower's  doing  then  ?  '* 

Dr.  Earwig.  **They  cannot  be  said  to  do  it  either. 
The  fact  is,  //  happens.  The  entrance  to  the  nectary  is 
very  narrow  in  one  place.  It  is  partially  blocked  up  by 
an  overhanging  protuberance  on  which  the  foreign  bodies 
stand.  A  proboscis  is  very  apt  to  hit  it  in  dropping  into 
the  nectary.  And  when  it  is  hit,  some  delicate  machinery 
is  disturbed  and  cracked,  and  lets  the  sticky  balls  of  one 
if  not  both  foreign  bodies  touch  whatever  is  below ;  the 
proboscis  in  the  case  of  a  moth  ;  the  head  in  the  case  of  a 
bee.  If  I  were  to  touch  it  with  my  pincers  the  foreign 
bodies  would  adhere  to  them.*' 

Sir  Helix.  "  How  badly  the  flower  must  be  con- 
structed, doctor ;  we  shall  find  the  fault  there,  I  believe." 

Dr.  Earwig.  "  Excuse  my  repeating  *  No '  so  often. 
But  I  must  say  it  here.  The  flower  is  a  masterpiece  of 
ingenious  contrivance." 

Sir  Helix.  "  Is  dropping  the  flower-dust  receptacle 
which  it  wants  for  itself  upon  the  heads  of  insects  who 
don't  want  it  and  can  make  no  use  of  it  a  proof  thereof, 
eh,  doctor?" 

Dr.  Earwig.  **  Well  really,  yes.  The  insects  don't  want 
it  for  themselves  certainly,  but  they  can  and  do  use  it  for 
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others.  The  flower-dust  receptacles  are  so  far  off  the 
sticky  surface  which  requires  dusting,  that  the  flower 
cannot  dust  itself  as  other  flowers  do.  Hence  the  seed 
would  come  to  nothing,  and  the  race  die  out  but  for — 
what  do  you  think?** 

Sir  Helix,  "  I  am  not  fairly  in  my  shell  and  do  not 
choose  to  think." 

Dr,  Earwig.  "  Well  then — but  for  these  extraordinary 
accidents  of  insects  carrying  away  the  flower-dust.  Away 
they  go  afterwards  into  other  flowers — the  foreign  body 
knob  foremost,  you  understand,  so  that  it  strikes  the 
sticky  surface  which  happens  to  lie  just  in  its  way  at  the 
entrance  of  the  nectary.  Whereupon  off  comes  one  or 
two  flower-dust  packets  and  the  deed  is  done!  The 
sticky  surface  is  scattered  over  with  dust,  the  seeds  vivify, 
the  race  goes  on  !  ** 

Sir  Helix,  **  And  the  insect  gets  no  credit  for  what  it 
has  done?'* 

Dr.  Earwig.  **  It  has  earned  none.  It  was  helping 
itself  to  food  in  both  cases — nothing  more." 

Sir  Helix.  "  The  flower  then  ?  ** 

Dr.  Earwig.  "  Has  done  nothing  intentionally.  Cannot 
help  the  blow  of  the  proboscis — cannot  know  what  the 
insect  will  do  with  the  flower-dust  when  it  goes  away. 
The  races  do  not  communicate.'* 

Sir  Helix.  "  You  call  all  these  cases  *  extraordinary 
accidents  *  ?  *' 

Dr.  Earwig.     **  Careless  language.  Sir  Helix.     I  only 
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profess  to  have  collected  the  facts.  It  is  for  you  and 
our  learned  friends  to  draw  conclusions.** 

Here  ended  the  evidence.  It  now  remained  for  the 
bumbling  barristers  to  give  their  opinions,  and  the  sitting 
magistrate  to  pronounce  judgment. 

By  this  time  the  day  was  wearing  fast  to  sunset,  and 
a  rich  glow  was  stealing  into  the  air  and  tinting  the  old 
walls  of  the  ruined  castle  on  the  cliff.  Out  at  sea  the  sails 
were  beginning  to  be 

**  darken'd  in  the  west 
And  rosed  in  the  east "  ; 

and  even  in  the  discussions  which  followed  the  considera* 
tion  of  the  evidence,  the  gentler  hour  brought  a  gentler 
tone  into  the  buzz  of  the  argument. 

Still  the  Bumbles  had  their  opinions,  and  bumbled 
freely  what  they  thought.  Bumble  major,  for  instance, 
was  an  "  accidentalist,''  and  smiled  with  benign  contempt 
at  the  fuss  everybody  was  making  about  a  few  common- 
place facts.  As  to  attempting  to  explain  everything  that 
existed  or  happened,  he  wished  any  one  patience  and 
a  long  life  who  attempted  it.  He  found  so  many  things 
puzzling  and  contradictory,  that  he  had  come  to  the  con- 
clusion that  everything  happened  by  accident,  and  might 
have  happened  five  hundred  other  ways  if  it  had  so  hap- 
pened it  had.  Consequently,  it  was  a  mere  waste  of  time 
to  theorize  about  facts,  as  if  any  sort  of  body  or  being 
had   either   the   credit  or   the   blame   of   causing  them. 
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Chance  had  caused  them — it  caused  everything.  With 
this  simple  solution  in  his  mind  it  had  amused  him  much 
'  — in  spite  of  the  sad  occasion  which  had  brought  them 
together — (here  the  widow  sighed  audibly) — to  observe 
the  tendency  everybody  seemed  to  have  to  discover  some- 
thing beyond  what  was  discoverable — some  causer  of 
causes,  or  rather  of  accidents.  Why,  this  notion  was 
laughable — was  a  contradiction  in  itself. 

Bumble  minor,  on  the  other  hand,  was  a  **  fiaturalisiicy 
He  insisted  that  Nature,  modified  by  circumstances,  did 
everything,  and  accounted  for  everything.  He  called 
it  race-experience.  By  race-experience,  flowers,  liable 
to  be  injured  by  rain,  closed  against  rain ;  and  in- 
sects sought  food  in  flowers.  By  race-experience 
the  sitting  magistrate  shrank  into  his  shell  from 
danger,  or  when  he  needed  repose  of  body  or  mind. 
By  race-experience,  also,  no  doubt,  everything  had 
happened  which  Dr.  Earwig  had  observed.  He  did  not 
see  how,  exactly  (Bumble  minor  was  candour  itself) ;  but 
that  was  no  matter,  he  was  sure  of  the  theory.  By  race- 
experience  everything  which  had  existence  did  the  best 
it  could  for  itself.  Race-experience  was  therefore  that 
causer  of  causes  whose  very  existence  the  accidentalists 
denied.  There  was  only  one  thing  it  could  not  account 
for,  and  that  was  the  strangely  illogical  opinion  held  by 
his  learned  brother,  Bumble  major. 

Such  was  the  substance  of  some  very  long  speeches 
which    were    made    on    the    occasion,    but  which    it   is 
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unnecessary  to  give  in  detail.  Bumble  major  wound  up 
by  proposing  a  verdict  of  "  Accidental  death  '*  on  the 
poor  moth.  Bumble  minor  suggested,  "Died  from  natural 
causes,"  as  the  more  correct  way  of  putting  it ;  and  the 
learned  brothers  were  beginning  to  argue  the  point  rather 
quarrelsomely,  when  the  sitting  magistrate  came  fully  out 
of  his  shell,  looked  every  one  into  silence,  and  began — 

"  It  is  a  maxim  with  us  snails,  gentlemen,  as  you  know, 
that  the  less  you  see,  the  more  you  think;  but  I  have 
found  to-day  that  the  converse  of  the  statement  is  equally 
true — that  the  more  you  think,  the  less  you  see  ;  that  is, 
the  more  you  think,  the  more  you  find  out  how  little  you 
are  able  to  see.  When  we  met  this  morning  to  consider 
our  poor  friend's  case,  I  believed  that  all  we  needed  for 
ascertaining,  not  only  the  cause  of  his  death,  but  who  was 
answerable  for  it,  was  an  accurate  knowledge  of  facts ; 
but  here  we  are  this  evening  with  all  the  facts  before  us,  so 
little  wiser  than  when  we  started,  that  two  of  my  learned 
brothers  are  ready  to  fight  for  two  quite  opposite  opinions, 
and  I  myself  hold  a  third.  The  truth  is,  facts  do  not  al- 
ways explain  themselves,  but  sometimes  let  in  just  light 
enough  to  show  us  we  are  in  darkness.  .  .  .  Yes  !  I  hear 
your  dissentient  murmurs  at  this,  but  the  evidence  has 
been  placed  before  you — judge  for  yourselves.  We  know 
now  that  the  moth  died  from  an  overcharge  of  foreign 
bodies  on  its  proboscis ;  that  foreign  bodies  fall  on  insects 
who  seek  food  in  orchis  flowers,  whenever  they  hit  a  par- 
ticular place  in  a  particular  way,  which  very   often  hap- 
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pens;  that,  passing  thence  to  other  orchis  flowers,  the 
foreign  body  hits  them  in  another  place,  thereby  scattering 
dust  upon  them,  which  fertilizes  the  seeds  below  ;  that  but 
for  this  process  the  orchis  race  must  have  died  out  with 
its  first  flowers,  since  orchis  flowers  cannot  dust  them- 
selves. And  that  yet,  nevertheless,  neither  insect  nor 
flower  IS  conscious  of  doing  anything  in  the  matter ;  that 
as  far  as  they  are  concerned  the  whole  process  each  time 
it  happens  is  an  accident.  Such  are  the  facts  of  the  case» 
and,  indeed,  of  more  than  this  particular  case,  for  they 
open  up  the  much  larger  inquiry,  Who  is  answerable  for 
this  ingenious  scheme  for  preserving  the  orchis  race  from 
perishing,  to  which  this  one  particular  moth  has  fallen  a 
victim  ?  Who  is  answerable,  gentlemen  ?  who  is  answer- 
able?  Our  friend  Bumble  major  says,  *  No  one/  because 
everything  that  happens,  happens  by  accident.  But  if  a 
process  perpetually  repeated,  and  perpetually  working  out 
the  same  means  by  the  same  end,  is  to  be  called  an  acci- 
dent, how  are  we  ever  to  distinguish  accidents  from  things 
done  on  purpose — planned  and  arranged  beforehand,  as  I 
venture  to  pronounce  this  exquisite  scheme  to  be?  " 

At  this  point  of  his  speech  Sir  Helix  paused,  and  great 
disturbance  arose.  Bumble  major  expressed  his  contempt 
for  the  magistrate's  conviction  in  no  measured  tones,  and 
parties  in  favour  of  the  different  views  began  to  collect  in 
groups. 

Meanwhile  Dr.  Earwig  was  whispering  further  informa- 
tion to  Sir  Helix,  who,  when   he  had    heard  it  out,  lifted 
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himself  up  and  silenced  the  din  by  telling  the  Bumbles 
he  had  not  yet  finished  his  speech,  and  they  must  on 
no  account  begin  to  fight  until  he  had.  He  then 
continued — 

"  But  Bumble  major's  is  not  the  only  explanation  of 
these  difficult  facts  before  us.  Bumble  minor  has  another 
and  a  far  more  ingenious  one.  He  holds  that  everything 
in  the  world  has  a  tendency,  whether  conscious  or  not,  to 
work  out  its  own  good.  He  calls  it  race-experience,  and 
thinks  it  accounts  for  all  that  either  insect  or  flowers  can 
do ;  and  of  the  existence  and  importance  of  such  a  power 
there  can  be  no  doubt.  But  Bumble  minor  is  honest ;  he 
does  not  pretend  to  tell  us  how  the  race-experience  of  a 
flower  can  make  it  acquainted  with  the  habits  of  an  insect ; 
only  being  confident  of  his  theory,  he  is  sure  it  will  explain 
everything  somehow.  Gentlemen,  let  us  face  this  matter, 
then,  for  ourselves.  How  can  a  moth's  race-experience 
ever  make  it  advantageous  to  him  to  carry  about  foreign 
bodies  on  his  proboscis?  He  may  be  unconscious  of  the 
presence  of  one  or  two  perhaps,  but  the  presence  of  many 
insures  his  death,  as  we  have  seen  to-day,  and  the  presence 
of  several  must  be  at  any  rate  inconvenient.  An  advantage 
to  the  moth  they  can  never  be,  except,  that,  by  assisting  to 
perpetuate  the  race  of  orchids,  he  is  assisting  to  perpetuate 
the  supply  of  food  for  himself  and  future  generations. 
But  such  a  calculation  as  this  implies  foresight,  not  race- 
experience  ;  and  I  doubt  if  Bumble  minor  himself  attri- 
butes foresight  to  the  moths  of  his  acquaintance. 
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**  Then  as  to  the  flower ;  it  is  not  an  agent  at  all. 
Whether  it  lets  down  the  foreign  body  on  the  insect  or 
not.  depends  upon  whether  the  insect  hits  it  sufficiently  or 
not.  It  has  no  choice  in  the  matter.  But  supposing  it 
had,  and  could  let  the  foreign  body  down  at  will,  what 
amount  of  race-experience  can  teach  it  that  it  is  for  its  ad- 
vantage to  do  so  ?  To  know  this  the  flower  also  must  be 
too,  gifted  ^Wci  foresight,  and  a  race-experience  besides  its 
own,  for  it  must  anticipate  what  the  insect  is  likely  to  do. 
And  will  even  Bumble  minor  assert  this  of  any  flower? 

"  This  is  not  all,  however.  There  is  one  part  of  the 
process  which  our  friend  the  professor  has  just  communi- 
cated to  me,  which  introduces  a  quite  new  feature  into  the 
case.  The  foreign  body  as  dropped  by  the  flower,  and  as 
received  by  the  insect,  would  be  of  no  use  whatever — 
could  actually  never  hit  the  sticky  surface  where  it  is 
wanted,  but  would  knock  against  other  places  where  the 
flower-dust  would  be  wasted  if  scattered,  and  do  no  good. 
To  effect  its  purpose  in  the  world,  it  must  change  its  po- 
sition, and  from  being  nearly  upright  it  must  lower  itself 
to  a  particular  slope,  in  which  posture,  and  which  only,  it 
will  on  entering  another  flower  strike  the  appointed  spot. 
This  extraordinary  movement  on  the  part  of  the  foreign 
body  the  acute  professor  witnessed  with  his  own  eyes,  as- 
certaining, also,  that  when  once  the  requisite  position  was 
gained,  the  foreign  body  resisted  all  further  efforts  at  dis- 
placement. What  think  you  of  this,  gentlemen  ?  Who 
is  answerable  ?  again  I  ask.     The  insect,  the  flower,  or — 
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shall  we  say — the  foreign  body  itself  ?  For — who  knows, 
my  friends  ? — perhaps  among  my  bumbling  brothers  some 
Bumble  minimus  may  be  found  who  will  tell  us  foreign 
bodies  also  are  gifted  with  race-experience,  foresight,  and 
a  knowledge  of  the  race-experience  of  other  races  besides 
their  own ! 

"  Jesting  apart,  it  is  for  you  to  judge  whether  accident^ 
as  Bumble  major  would  say,  or  the  separate  race-experi- 
ence of  either  flower  or  insect,  as  Bumble  minor  holds,  or 
of  the  foreign  body  itself,  is  accountable  for  the  marvel- 
lous facts  we  have  been  considering ;  or  whether,  as  / 
venture  to  assert'*  (here  Sir  Helix  lifted  his  head  off  the 
ground  as  if  he  would  fain  creep  upwards  by  the  air), 
•*  the  whole  interesting,  most  complex  process  does  not 
force  us  upon  faith  in  the  contriving  intelligence  of  some 
agent  beyond  either  insect  or  flower  in  power,  and  ac- 
quainted equally  with  the  race-experience  of  both/*  . 

A  tumult  of  mingled  dissent  and  assent  here  interrupted 
the  sitting  magistrate's  speech  ;  and  it  was  only  after  a 
considerable  time,  and  amidst  much  lingering  disturbance, 
he  got  a  hearing  again. 

"  Gentlemen,  I  have  heard  but  too  plainly  the  ridicule 
cast  upon  me  for  asserting  my  belief  in  a  jx^wer  I  cannot 
see,  and  of  which  I  know  little,  but  that  ^judging  by 
what  it  accomplishes)  it  MUST  have  existence.  So  irre- 
sistible, however,  appears  to  me  the  evidence  for  thi^, 
that  I  will  tell  you  another  of  my  convictions.  It  is  only 
a  false  pride  which  prevents  your  acknowledging  it  an  I 
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do.  You  refuse  to  be  baffled.  You  roam  the  air  and 
think  you  must  compass  all  things.  I  retire  into  my 
shell  and  discover  that  we  do  but  see  in  part  and  do  well 
to  admit  it.  The  creed  may  be  humiliating,  but  what  do 
your  leaders  offer  instead  ?  Explanations  far  more  in- 
credible, because  contradictory  to  reason  and  unworthy 
of  faith: — just  consider  them — either  a  constantly  recur- 
ring series  of  accidents  constantly  working  to  one  end,  or 
races  of  beings  which  never  communicate,  immemorially 
endowed  with  foresight  into  each  other's  race-experience ! 
No  !  I  have  never  been  hard  of  faith,  but  on  such  irra^ 
tional  dogmas  as  these  I  must  remain  a  sceptic  forever. 

"  I  pronounce  the  verdict,  then,  on  our  lamented  friend, 
*  Died  from  an  accidental  overcharge  of  foreign  bodies.' 
I  grant  this  much  to  my  learned  friend  Bumble  major, 
and  if  you  like  to  add,  *  acquired  in  a  natural  search  after 
food,'  Bumble  major  is  welcome  to  the  admission.  In 
the  larger  matter  opened  by  this  inquiry,  you  must  each 
judge  for  himself.  I  have  done  so.  Henceforth  I  live 
and  die  and  think  in  the  faith  of  the  Great  Unknown  In- 
telligence who  planned  what  I  call,  as  Dr.  Earwig  did  the 
flower,  a  masterpiece  of  ingenious  contrivance^  the  scheme 
for  the  fertilization  of  orchids." 

O  years  that  come  and  go,  you  have  left  the  ruined 
castle  and  the  cliffs  still  standing.  Sunshine  lights  up  the 
same  bank — the  same  races  of  orchids  flourish.  Let  the 
strollers  on  the  grassy  slope  move  softly,  or  perchance  sit 
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down  and  sleep.  Then  in  a  vision  that  may  chance  to 
hear  the  Bumbles  still  arguing  the  old  questions,  and 
observe  the  snail  under  the  hart's-tongue  fern  still  confi- 
dent in  his  faith,  the  professor  sure  of  his  facts  by  the 
side.  Let  no  one  disturb  either,  for  I  say  to  all  who 
would  do  so.  You  have  nothing  but  darkness  to  offer 
them  in  exchange  for  their  light. 


ITtainina  anb  IResttaining, 

**  Train  up  a  child  in  the  way  he  should  go." 

PROV.,  xxii.,  6. 

"  T  T[  7  HAT  a  fuss  is  made  about  you,  my  dear  little 
V  V  friends  !  "  murmured  the  Wind,  one  day,  to 
the  flowers  in  a  pretty  villa  garden.  **  I  am  really  quite 
surprised  at  your  submitting  so  patiently  and  meekly  to 
all  the  troublesome  things  that  are  done  to  you  !  I  have 
been  watching  your  friend  the  Gardener  for  some  time 
to-day ;  and  now  that  he  is  gone  at  last,  I  am  quite  curious 
to  hear  what  you  think  and  feel  about  your  unnatural 
bringing  up." 

" /y  it  unnatural?**  inquired  a  beautiful  Convolvulus 
Major,  from  the  top  of  a  tapering  fir-pole,  up  which 
she  had  crept,  and  from  which  her  velvet  flowers  hung 
suspended  like  purple  gems. 

*'  I  smile  at  your  question,'*  was  the  answer  of  the 
Wind.  **  You  surely  cannot  suppose  that  in  a  natural 
state  you  would  be  forced  to  climb  regularly  up  one  tall 
bare  stick  such  as  I  see  you  upon  now.  Oh,  dear,  no ! 
Your  cousin,  the  wild  Convolvulus,  whom  I  left  in  the 
fields  this  morning,    does  no  such    thing,  I  assure  you. 
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She    runs 
along  and  climbs  about,  just 
as     the    whim     takes     hen 
Sometimes     she     takes    a 
turn     upon     the     ground  ; 
sometimes    she    enters    a 
hedf^'e,  and   plays    at  bo- 
pecp  with   the    birds  in 
the     thorn     and     nut- 
trees — twisting  here, 
curling  there,  and 
at   last,    perhaps, 
coming   out    at 
the   top, 
and 
*  -^jver- 

hanging 
the  edge 
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with  a  canopy  of  green  leaves  and  pretty  white  flowers. 
A  very  different  sort  of  life  from  yours,  with  a  Gardener 
always  after  you,  trimming  you  in  one  place,  fastening  up 
a  stray  tendril  in  another,  and  fidgeting  you  all  along — a 
sort  of  perpetual  *  must  n't  go  here ' — *  must  n't  go  there.* 
Poor  thing !  I  quite  feel  for  you !  Still  I  must  say 
you  make  me  smile ;  for  you  look  so  proud  and  self- 
conscious  of  beauty  all  the  time,  that  one  would  think 
that  you  did  not  know  in  what  a  ridiculous  and  dependent 
position  you  are  placed." 

Now  the  Convolvulus  was  quite  abashed  by  the  words  of 
the  Wind,  for  she  was  conscious  of  feeling  very  conceited 
that  morning,  in  consequence  of  having  heard  the  Gar- 
dener say  something  very  flattering  about  her  beauty ;  so 
she  hung  down  her  rich  bell-flowers  rather  lower  than 
usual,  and  made  no  reply. 

But  the  Carnation  put  in  her  word :  **  What  you  say 
about  the  Convolvulus  may  be  true  enough,  but  it  cannot 
apply  to  me,  I  am  not  aware  that  I  have  any  poor  rela- 
tions in  this  country,  and  I  myself  certainly  require  all 
the  care  that  is  bestowed  upon  me.  This  climate  is  both 
too  cold  and  too  damp  for  me.  My  young  plants  require 
heat,  or  they  would  not  live ;  and  the  pots  we  are  kept  in 
protect  us  from  those  cruel  wire-worms  who  delight  to 
destroy  our  roots." 

**  Oh  !  "  cried  the  Wind,  **  our  friend  the  Carnation  is 
quite  profound  and  learned  in  her  remarks,  and  I  admit 
the  justice  of  all  she  says  about  damp  and  cold,  and  wire- 
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worms;  but," — and  here  the  Wind  gave  a  low-toned 
whistle,  as  he  took  a  turn  round  the  flower-bed — **  but 
what  I  maintain,  my  dear,  is,  that  when  you  are  once 
strong  enough  and  old  enough  to  be  placed  in  the  soil, 
those  gardeners  ought  to  let  you  grow  and  flourish  as  na- 
ture prompts,  and  as  you  would  do  were  you  left  alone. 
But  no !  forsooth,  they  must  always  be  clipping,  and  trim- 
ming, and  twisting  up  every  leaf  that  strays  aside  out  of 
the  trim  pattern  they  have  chosen  for  you  to  grow  in. 
Why  not  allow  your  silver  tufts  to  luxuriate  in  a  natural 
manner  ?  Why  must  every  single  flower  be  tied  up  by  its 
delicate  neck  to  a  stick  the  moment  it  begins  to  open  ? 
Really,  with  your  natural  grace  and  beauty,  I  think  you 
might  be  trusted  to  yourself  a  little  more !  ** 

And  the  Carnation  began  to  think  so  too;  and  her 
colour  turned  deeper  as  a  feeling  of  indignation  arose 
within  her  at  the  childish  treatment  to  which  she  had 
been  subjected.  "  With  my  natural  grace  and  beauty,'* 
repeated  she  to  herself,  "  they  might  certainly  trust  me 
to  myself  a  little  more.** 

Still  the  Rose-tree  stood  out  that  there  must  be  some 
great  advantages  in  a  Gardener's  care;  for  she  could  not 
pretend  to  be  ignorant  of  her  own  superiority  to  all  her 
wild  relations  in  the  woods.  What  a  difference  in  size,  in 
colour,  and  in  fragrance ! 

Then  the  Wind  assured  the  Rose  he  never  meant  to 
dispute  the  advantage  of  her  living  in  a  rich-soiled  gar- 
den,  only  there  was  a  natural  way  of  growing,  even  in  a 
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garden,  and  he  thought  it  a  great  shame  for  the  gardeners 
to  force  the  Rose-tree  into  an  ////natural  way,  curtailing 
all  the  energies  of  her  nature.  What  could  be  more  out- 
rageous, for  example,  than  to  see  one  rose  growing  in  the 
shape  of  a  bush  on  the  top  of  the  stem  of  another? 
"Think  of  all  the  pruning  necessar>%**  cried  he,  "to  keep 
the  poor  thing  in  the  round  shape  so  much  admired ! 
And  what  is  the  matter  with  the  beautiful  straggling 
branches,  that  they  are  to  be  cut  off  as  fast  as  they  ap- 
pear ?  Why  not  allow  the  healthy  Rose-tree  its  free  and 
glorious  growth  ?  Why  thwart  its  graceful  droopings  or 
its  high  aspirings?  Can  it  be  too  large,  or  too  luxuriant? 
Can  its  flowers  be  too  numerous?  Oh,  Rose-tree,  you 
know  your  own  surpassing  merits  too  well  to  make  you 
think  this  possible ! '" 

And  so  she  did,  and  a  new  light  seemed  to  dawn  upon 
her  as  she  recollected  the  spring  and  autumnal  prunings 
she  regularly  underwent,  and  the  quantities  of  little 
branches  that  were  yearly  cut  from  her  sides,  and  carried 
away  in  a  wheel-barrow.  "  It  is  a  cruel  and  a  monstrous 
system,  I  fear,"  said  she. 

Then  the  Wind  took  another  frolic  round  the  garden, 
and  made  up  to  the  large  white  Lily,  into  whose  refined 
ear  he  whispered  a  doubt  as  to  the  necessity  or  advantage 
of  her  thick,  powerful  stem  being  propped  up  against  a 
stupid,  ugly  stick!  He  really  grieved  to  see  it.  Did  that 
lovely  creature  suppose  that  Nature,  who  had  done  so 
much    for    her    that    the  fame  of    her  beauty  extended 
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throughout  the  world,  had  yet  left  her  so  weak  and 
feeble  that  she  could  not  support  herself  in  the  position 
most  calculated  to  give  her  ease  and  pleasure?  "Always 
this  tying  up  and  restraint !  '*  pursued  the  Wind,  with  an 
angry  puff.  **  Perhaps  I  am  prejudiced ;  but  as  to  be 
deprived  of  freedom  would  be  to  me  absolute  death,  so 
my  soul  revolts  from  every  shape  and  phase  of  slavery !  ** 

"  Not  more  than  mine  does !  *'  cried  the  proud  white 
Lily,  leaning  as  heavily  as  she  could  against  the  strip  of 
matting  that  tied  her  to  her  stick.  But  it  was  of  no  use 
— she  could  not  get  free ;  and  the  Wind  only  shook  his 
sides  and  laughed  spitefully  as  he  left  her,  and  then 
rambled  away  to  talk  the  same  shallow  philosophy  to  the 
Honeysuckle  that  was  trained  up  against  a  wall.  Indeed, 
not  a  flower  escaped  his  mischievous  suggestions.  He 
murmured  among  them  all — laughed  the  trim-cut  Box- 
edges  to  scorn — maliciously  hoped  the  Sweet-peas  enjoyed 
growing  in  a  circle,  and  running  up  a  quantity  of  crooked 
sticks — and  told  the  flowers,  generally,  that  he  should  re- 
port their  unheard-of  submission  and  meek  obedience 
wherever  he  went. 

Then  the  white  Lily  called  out  to  him  in  great  wrath, 
and  told  him  he  mistook  their  characters  altogether.  They 
only  submitted  to  these  degrading  restraints  because  they 
could  not  help  themselves ;  but  if  he  would  lend  them  his 
powerful  aid,  they  might  free  themselves  from  at  least  a 
part  of  the  unnatural  bonds  which  enthralled  them. 

To  which  the  wicked  Wind,  seeing  that  his  temptations 
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had  succeeded,  replied,  in  great  glee,  that  he  would  do 
his  best ;  and  so  he  went  away,  chuckling  at  the  discon- 
tent he  had  caused. 

All  that  night  the  pretty  silly  flowers  bewailed  their 
slavish  condition,  and  longed  for  release  and  freedom  : 
and  at  last  they  began  to  be  afraid  that  the  Wind  had 
only  been  jesting  with  them,  and  that  he  would  never  come 
to  help  them,  as  he  had  promised.  However,  they  were 
mistaken ;  for,  at  the  edge  of  the  dawn,  there  began  to  be 
a  sighing  and  a  moaning  in  the  distant  woods,  and  by  the 
time  the  sun  was  up,  the  clouds  were  driving  fast  along 
the  sky,  and  the  trees  were  bending  about 
in  all  directions;  for  the  Wind  had  re- 
turned,—only  now  he  had  come 
in  his  roughest  and  wildest 
mood, — knocking  over 
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everything  before  him.  "  Now  is  your  time,  pretty 
flowers !  "  shouted  he,  as  he  approached  the  garden  ;  and 
"  Now  is  our  time  !  "  echoed  the  flowers  tremulously,  as, 
with  a  sort  of  fearful  pleasure,  they  awaited  his  approach. 

He  managed  the  affair  very  cleverly,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed. Making  a  sort  of  eddying  circuit  round  the 
garden,  he  knocked  over  the  Convolvulus-pole,  tore  the 
strips  of  bast  from  the  stick  that  held  up  the  white  Lily, 
loosed  all  the  Carnation  flowers  from  their  fastenings, 
broke  the  Rose-tree  down,  and  levelled  the  Sweet-peas 
to  the  ground.  In  short,  in  one  half-hour  he  desolated 
the  pretty  garden  ;  and  when  his  work  was  accomplished, 
he  flew  off  to  rave  about  his  deed  of  destruction  in  other 
countries. 

Meanwhile,  how  fared  it  with  the  flowers  ?  The  Wind 
was  scarcely  gone  before  a  sudden  and  heavy  rain  fol- 
lowed, so  that  all  was  confusion  for  some  time.  But 
towards  the  evening  the  weather  cleared  up,  and  our 
friends  began  to  look  around  them.  The  white  Lily  still 
stood  somewhat  upright,  though  no  friendly  pole  sup- 
ported her  juicy  stem  ;  but,  alas!  it  was  only  by  a  painful 
effort  she  could  hold  herself  in  that  position.  The  Wind 
and  the  weight  of  rain  had  bent  her  forward  once,  beyond 
her  strength,  and  there  was  a  slight  crack  in  one  part  of 
the  stalk,  which  told  that  she  must  soon  double  over  and 
trail  upon  the  ground.  The  Convolvulus  fared  still  worse. 
The  garden  beds  sloped  toward  the  south  ;  and  when  our 
friend  was  laid  on  the  earth — her  pole  having  fallen — her 
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lovely  flowers  were  choked  up  by  the  wet  soil  which 
drained  towards  her.  She  felt  the  muddy  weight  as  it 
soaked  into  her  beautiful  velvet  bells,  and  could  have 
cried  for  grief:  she  could  never  free  herself  from  this 
nuisance.  O  that  she  were  once  more  climbing  up  the 
friendly  fir-pole!  The  Honeysuckle  escaped  no  better; 
and  the  Carnation  was  ready  to  die  of  vexation,  at  finding 
that  her  coveted  freedom  had  levelled  her  to  the  dirt. 

Before  the  day  closed,  the  Gardener  came  whistling 
from  his  farm  work,  to  look  over  his  pretty  charges.  He 
expected  to  see  a  few  drooping  flowers,  and  to  find  that 
one  or  two  fastenings  had  given  way.  But  for  the  sight 
that  awaited  him  he  was  not  prepared  at  all.  Struck  dumb 
with  astonishment,  he  never  spoke  at  first,  but  kept  lift- 
ing up  the  heads  of  the  trailing,  dirtied  flowers  in  succes- 
sion. Then  at  last  he  broke  out  into  words  of  absolute 
sorrow : — "  And  to  think  of  my  mistress  and  the  young 
lady  coming  home  so  soon,  and  that  nothing  can  be  done 
to  these  poor  things  for  a  fortnight,  because  of  the  com 
harvest !  It  *s  all  over  with  them,  I  fear  '* ;  and  the 
Gardener  went  his  way. 

Alas !  what  he  said  was  true  ;  and  before  many  days  had 
passed,  the  shattered  Carnations  were  rotted  with  lying  in 
the  wet  and  dirt  on  the  ground.  The  white  Lily  was 
languishing  discoloured  on  its  broken  stalk ;  the  Convol- 
vulus'  flowers  could  no  longer  be  recognized,  they  were  so 
coated  over  with  mud  stains ;  the  Honeysuckle  was  trail- 
ing along  among  battered  Sweet-peas,  who  never  could 
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succeed  in  shaking  the  soil  from  their  fragrant  heads; 
and  though  the  Rose-tree  had  sent  out  a  few  straggling 
branches,  she  soon  discovered  that  they  were  far  too  weak 
to  bear  flowers — nay,  almost  to  support  themselves — so 
that  they  added  neither  to  her  beauty  nor  her  comfort. 
Weeds  meanwhile  sprang  up,  and  a  dreary  confusion 
reigned  in  the  once  orderly  and  brilliant  little  garden. 

At  length,  one  day  before  the  fortnight  was  over,  the 
house-dog  has  heard  to  bark  his  noisy  welcome,  and  ser- 
vants bustled  to  and  fro.  The  mistress  had  returned ;  and 
theyounglady  was  with  her,  and  hurried  at  once  to  her" 
favourite  garden.  She  came  bounding  towards  the  well- 
known  spot  with  a  song  of  joyous  delight ;  but,  on  reach- 
ing it,  suddenly  stopped  short,  and  in  a  minute  after  burst 
into  a  flood  of  tears !  Presently,  with  sorrowing  steps,  she 
bent  her  way  round  the  flower-beds,  weeping  afresh  at 
every  one  she  looked  at ;  and  then  she  sat  down  upon  the 
lawn,  and  hid  her  face  in  her  hands.  In  this  position  she 
remained,  until  a  gentle  hand  was  laid  upon  her  shoulder. 
"  This  is  a  sad  sight,  indeed,  my  darling,"  said  her 
mother's  voice. 

"  I  am  not  thinking  about  the  garden,  mamma,**  replied 
the  young  girl,  without  lifting  up  her  face ;  "  we  can  plant 
new  flowers,  and  tie  up  even  some  of  these  afresh.  I  am 
thinking  that  now,  at  last,  I  understand  what  you  say 
about  the  necessity  of  training,  and  restraint,  and  culture, 
for  us  as  well  as  for  flowers.** 

"  In  a  fallen  world,**  interposed  her  mother. 
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"  Yes, — because  it  is  fallen,"  answered  the  daughter. 
"  The  wind  has  torn  away  these  poor  things  from  their 
fastenings,  and  they  are  growing  wild  whichever  way  they 
please  ;  and  I  might  perhaps  once  have  argued,  that  if  it 
were  their  natural  way  of  growing  it  must  therefore  be  the 
best.  But  I  cannot  say  so,  now  I  see  the  result.  They 
are  doing  whatever  they  like,  unrestrained  ;  and  the  end 
is— my  beautiful  GARDEN  is  turned  into  a  WILDERNESS.** 


Ikiching. 


'  Rebellion  is  as  the  sin  of  witchcraft.' 


I  Sam.,  XV.,  23. 


THREE  years  of  complete  liberty,  and  then  to  have  to 
learn  in  three  short  weeks  to  submit  entirely  to  the 
will  of  other  people  ! 

This  sounds  a  hard  plan  of  education,  and  perhaps  is 
not  the  very  best  one  possible.  Still,  thousands  of  young 
colts  have  turned  into  good  horses  upon  it ;  and  if  there 
is  to  be  a  reform,  it  must  come  from  above,  not  from  be- 
low. Reforms  from  below  savour  of  rebellion,  and  that 
is  sure  to  lead  to  a  reaction  the  wrong  way  again. 

Yet  people  ought  not  to  blind  themselves— those  above, 
I  mean,  any  more  than  those  below.  Every  man,  there- 
fore,  ought  to  sit  from  time  to  time  in  his  neighbour's  chair, 
and  look  with  his  neighbour's  eyes,  from  his  neighbour's  po- 
sition, at  what  he  himself  is  about.  It  is  wonderful  how 
much  wiser,  as  well  as  kinder,  people  grow  if  they  do  this. 

And  among  a  man's  neighbours  he  should  not  be 
ashamed  to  reckon  the  creatures  he  collects  round  him  for 
his  own  convenience  and  amusement,  and  calls  his  *'  domes- 
tic animals."  Why  "  domestic,"  but  that  he  has  taken  them 
from  their  own  natural  homes,  and  brought  them  to  his? 
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And  if  so,  surely  it  is  not  too  much  to  ask  that  he  should 
give  them,  each  in  his  degree,  the  comforts  of  a  home 
citizenship,  in  return  for  the  duties  he  exacts.  If  he  does 
this  honestly,  a  few  errors  of  judgment  on  his  part  will 
not  matter  more  than  a  few  errors  of  conduct  on  theirs ; 
for  imperfection  has  not  only  to  be  struggled  against,  but 
borne  in  this  world. 

Sitting  in  neighbour  Firefly,  the  spirited  young  chestnut 
colt's  chair,  then,  it  is  but  fair  to  own  that  he  may  well 
have  felt  it  queer,  after  three  years'  luxury  of  doing  as  he 
liked  in  large  grassy  pastures,  to  find  himself  suddenly 
cooped  up  in  a  small  square  stuflfy  place,  ceiled  in  instead 
of  open  to  the  air,  and  surrounded  by  walls,  to  one  partic- 
ular part  of  which  he  was  fastened  by  a  horrible  contriv- 
ance that  went  round  his  head  and  neck,  and  gave  him  a 
most  unpleasant  pull  whenever  he  tried  to  get  away.  But 
yesterday  he  was  free  as  the  wind,  so  far  as  the  hedges 
extended — could  gallop  from  one  to  the  other  while  his 
breath  lasted  ;  might  snort  at  the  passengers  in  the  road 
which  skirted  the  field  as  much  as  he  pleased  ;  throw  out 
his  legs  at  everything  and  everybody  ;  kick,  plunge,  bound, 
jump  till  he  was  tired  ;  whinny  at  his  companions,  whether 
he  had  anything  worth  saying  or  not ;  and  all  this  at  will ; 
while  now — but  the  contrast  is  too  painful  to  dwell  upon, 
for  Firefly  was  now  in  a  horse-breaker's  stable,  with  a 
halter  round  his  neck. 

He  had  one  consolation,  however,  and  it  is  not  a  smdll 
one  to  most  people — indeed  it  ought  always  to  be  a  matter 
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of  thankfulness  to  all — he  was  extremely  well  fed.  It  is 
true,  the  very  delicious  grain  he  had  now  been  champing, 
at  three  separate  meals  to  his  heart's  content,  with  his 
nose  bent  over  the  manger,  had  been  very  dearly  pur- 
chased by  the  loss  of  his  freedom  the  morning  before. 
The  wild  driving  he  had  undergone  from  the  field  to  the 
stable-yard,  with  the  treacherous  capture  at  the  end,  still 
rankled  in  his  mind,  and  the  cruel  outrage  to  his  young 
heart's  nervous  shyness,  when  hands  of  violent  men  over- 
came him,  and  the  fatal  noose  was  slipped  over  his  head, 
was  not  to  be  forgotten.  Still  taste  is  taste ;  the  food 
remained  delicious  all  the  same,  and  he  was  so  young,  he 
could  enjoy  the  present,  irrespective  of  the  past  or  future. 

But  all  feeds  of  corn  come  to  an  end  at  last ;  and  at 
the  end  of  the  first  he  began  to  fidget,  after  the  second 
he  grew  angrily  impatient,  and  when  he  had  swallowed 
the  third  he  became  what  is  called  (archaically)  ram- 
pageotis^  for,  in  point  of  fact,  the  good  corn  had  begun  to 
warm  his  blood.  It  was  very  high  living  compared  to  the 
cold  grass  he  had  been  used  to. 

Now,  as  was  natural,  one  of  the  first  things  he  did  was 
to  call  out  for  his  old  companions  of  the  field,  and  this  he 
did  in  colt's  fashion,  of  course ;  but  what  colt's  fashion 
really  is  will  not  be  known  till  men  become  good  linguists, 
and  have  learnt  other  languages  besides  those  of  their 
own  race.  At  present  they  are  miserably  backward  in 
that  branch  of  learning,  and  have  no  idea  even  of  what 
flies  talk  about,  though  they  hear  them  murmuring  away 
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in  the  air  as  soon  as  they  themselves  awake  every  summer 
morning,  and  for  nearly  all  day  after. 

Well,  in  colt's  fashion  Firefly  shouted  for  his  com- 
panions, and  after  two  or  three  attempts,  each  of  them 
louder  than  the  one  before,  must  have  made  himself 
heard ;  for  at  last  he  was  answered,  though  from  what 
seemed  a  great  distance,  so  smothered  were  the  sounds. 
But  this  was  only  because  they  came  through  stone  walls. 
In  point  of  fact,  his  young  friends,  Whitefoot  and  Silver- 
star  by  name,  were  very  near — namely,  in  the  very  next 
adjoining  stable — both  of  them  captives  like  himself; 
both  of  them  with  halters  round  their  necks,  one  in  one 
stall,  one  in  another. 

Conversation  was  difficult  under  such  circumstances, 
and  could  not  be  carried  on  long.  What  they  did  say, 
when  they  discovered  they  were  near  each  other,  amounted 
to  about  this : 

"  So  you  are  somewhere  hereabouts,  too,  Whitefoot  and 
Silvcrstar.  Why  don't  you  come  where  I  am?  Where 
are  you?" 

"  We  don't  know  where  we  are.  Where  are  you  ?  Why 
don't  you  come  to  us?" 

'*  Because  something  twitches  my  head  if  I  try  to  move 
away ;  so  I  can't." 

"  That 's  just  what  happens  to  us,  so  we  can't/' 

"  It 's  abominable  !  " 

"  It  's  very  distressing." 

"  I  wonder  what  it  means !  I  am  very  angry." 
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"  We  wonder  too,  but  it  can't  be  helped.** 

Here  the  dialogue  ended,  for  the  colts  were  not  the 
only  inhabitants  of  the  two  stables.  In  the  one  with 
Whitefoot  and  Silverstar  was  a  good-tempered,  middle- 
aged  Welsh  pony,  known  all  over  the  country-side  as 
good  old  Taffy.  In  the  other,  with  Firefly,  was  an  old, 
half-bred  white  Arabian  mare,  whose  mother  had  been 
brought  from  the  East. 

Old  people  who  talk  to  young  ones  should  think  of  the 
young  ones  more  than  themselves.  If  they  want  to  gos- 
sip and  grumble,  and  let  off  vexed  feelings,  let  them  do  it 
to  each  other.  Life  is  very  trying  sometimes  as  age  comes 
on,  and  those  of  the  same  age  can  understand  the  feelings 
of  the  age,  and  make  allowance  for  the  groanings  of  the 
natural  man.  But  young  creatures  may  easily  be  led 
away  by  a  few  sad  or  passionate  words,  into  believing  all 
sorts  of  nonsense.  I  say,  then,  let  old  people  unburden 
their  personal  feelings  to  each  other,  but  never  talk  any- 
thing  but  useful  sense,  or  pleasant  nonsense,  to  a  child. 

Had  the  old  white  mare  in  the  stable  thought  of  this, 
it  would  have  been  better  for  Firefly — perhaps,  at  least, 
he  would  not  have  had  the  same  encouragement  to  turn 
out  unmanageable  which  she  now  gave  him.  For  no 
sooner  had  he  uttered  the  words,  "  I  wonder  what  it 
means!  I  am  very  angry,**  to  his  companions  next  door, 
than  she  shook  her  own  halter  till  the  rattle  roused  his 
attention,  and  then  observed,  in  a  tone  of  melancholy 
which  was  of  itself  quite  impressive :  **  /  can  tell  you  what 
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it  means,  but  I  am  afraid  when  you  know  you  will  not  be 
less  angry  than  now,  but  rather  more." 

Firefly's  quick  blood  ran  quicker  at  the  startling 
announcement. 

**Oh,  dear,  what  makes  you  say  so?  Who  can  you 
be  ?  **  cried  he,  in  excitement. 

**  One  who  ought  to  know  something,  if  age  and  experi- 
ence can  instruct,"  answered  the  sorrowful  old  mare» 
adding  in  a  lower  tone  still,  **  or  if  unusual  opportunities 
in  early  life  have  not  been  lost  upon  her." 

**  I  am  almost  afraid  of  hearing,  yet  suspense  is  intol- 
erable," cried  Firefly.  "  Where  am  I  ?  What  is  going 
to  happen  ?  " 

**  You  are  a  prisoner,  at  the  mercy  of  those  who  shut 
you  up,"  answered  the  old  mare,  to  whose  monotonous 
existence  the  power  of  lashing  a  young  colt  up  to  indig- 
nation was  rather  an  amusing  novelty.  **  It  is  the  first 
time  this  has  happened  to  you,  I  suppose?" 

**  It  is  the  first  time  I  was  ever  made  fast  in  this  way," 
groaned  F^irefly.  **  If  I  was  ever  in  an  enclosure  before, 
it  was  loose  by  my  mother's  side.  My  memory  is  con- 
fused  so  far  back." 

"  I,  too,  had  a  mother  once,"  murmured  the  old  mare, 
Egeria  ;  and  her  grief  in  thinking  how  long  ago  made 
her  pause. 

**Tell  me  about  her,"  exclaimed  Firefly;  "  what  became 
of  her?  I  want  to  know." 

"  What  a  tone  you  speak  in,"  answered  Egeria.     "  You 
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want  to  know  !  You  forget  you  are  a  prisoner,  and  must 
learn  to  want  nothing  but  what  is  given  you." 

"  I  shall  never  learn  that,**  cried  he  ;  "  and  why  am  I  a 
prisoner  ?  tell  me  that.** 

"  Because  the  people  you  belong  to  want  to  make  you 
useful — useful  to  thcm^  that  is.** 

"  And  why  must  I  be  useful  to  them  ?  Why  may  I  not 
please  myself  as  I  have  done  before  ?  What  are  tluy 
to  me  ?  ** 

"  Ask  them,''  said  Egeria,  coldly.  "  They  will  tell  you 
— masters,  superiors.** 

"You  provoke  me,'*  cried  Firefly,  stamping  into  the 
straw  at  his  feet.  "  Tell  me  why  I  am  here,  as  you 
promised.  My  former  history  is  short  enough,  as  you 
shall  hear.     I ** 

"  Spare  yourself  the  trouble,**  interrupted  Egeria  ;  *'  our 
histories  in  this  country  are  all  alike.  We  are  left  to  our- 
selves for  nearly  three  years,  and  are  taught  nothing; 
then  our  superiors  get  hold  of  us,  by  fright  and  force, 
and  in  three  weeks  make  us  learn  everything  they  want.*' 

"  And  then  ?  **  gasped  Firefly. 

"  And  then  it  depends  upon  the  people  into  whose 
hands  one  falls,  whether  one  is  well-  or  ill-used." 

"  And  you  have  borne  all  this  in  patience  ?  "  asked 
Firefly. 

"  I  had  no  heart  to  act  otherwise,**  sighed  Egeria.  **  I 
felt  no  spirit  to  resist.** 

**  But  I  feel  plenty  of  spirit,  and  shall  resist/*  cried  the 
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young  chestnut,  straining  against  the  halter  as  hard  as  he 
could  bear,  and  dashing  his  legs  against  the  sides  of  the 
stall,  first  on  one  side,  then  on  the  other. 

"  But  what  can  you  do  ? "  whined  Egeria,  a  little 
startled  by  his  violence. 

**  Do  ?  *'  shouted  Firefly  ;  "  why,  I  shall  kick,  kick, 
kick !  **  And  each  time  he  uttered  the  word  he  struck  out 
against  the  wooden  partition  between  the  stalls.  Egeria 
began  to  be  alarmed. 

**  I  do  not  advise  it,"  she  said  ;  "  I  assure  you  it  will  do 
no  good.    You  had  better  bear  it  all  as  well  as  you  can.** 

"  Oh,  that  is  all  very  well  for  those  who  can  receive  it, 
old  lady,'*  exclaimed  Firefly  ;  **  I  can*t.  I  can*t  stand  in- 
justice ;  and,  what  *s  more,  I  won't.  Why,  my  blood  is 
boiling  already.  Only  to  think  of  the  way  they  drove  us 
along  before  they  got  us  here.  Of  course,  if  I  had  known, 
I  should  never  have  left  the  field.  And  the  still  worse 
fright  those  men  gave  me  when  they  all  laid  hold  of  me 
and  threw  this  horrible  thing  over  my  head  !  It  *s  all 
treachery  and  injustice  from  beginning  to  end.*' 

**  Ah !  if  we  were  but  in  my  mother's  countr>'  I  "  sighed 
Egeria. 

**  Why,  what  then  ?  "  inquired  Firefly. 

**  Oh.  my  poor  young  friend,  I  am  afraid  it  will  do  more 
harm  than  good  to  tell  you.**  said  Egeria:  "yet,  if  you 
wish  it  so  very  much,  I  hardly  know  how  to  refuse." 

The  old  goose,  to  consent  to  tell  what  she  felt  might 
do  harm  !  But  she  was  vain  of  knounng  more  than  other 
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people  on  the  subject,  which  she  really  did.  Besides 
which,  she  wanted  to  stop  Firefly's  kicking  and  plunging, 
by  holding  his  attention.     So  said  she — 

*'  The  people  there — in  the  East,  I  mean — treat  young 
colts  quite  differently  from  the  people  here.  As  soon  as 
ever  they  can  leave  their  mothers,  they  are  brought 
among  the  tents,  where  the  men,  women,  and  children 
live,  and  the  women  take  care  of  them,  and  feed  them, 
and  pet  them.  So  they  get  used  to  their  masters  from 
the  first,  and  there  is  not  the  fright  and  horror  and  start- 
ling change  to  go  through,  which  we  suffer  so  much  from 
at  the  end  of  our  first  three  years  ;  and  so  the  halter,  and 
teaching,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  come  much  easier — 
though,  of  course,  restraint  is  restraint  everywhere.  But 
for  pity's  sake  don't  begin  to  kick  again,"  concluded 
Egeria,  interrupting  herself  at  the  sound  of  renewed 
struggles  on  Firefly's  part.  "  I  have  been  telling  you  my 
mother's  story  to  keep  you  quiet." 

"  Quiet ! "  shouted  the  miserable  colt.  "  I  won't  be 
quiet,  to  please  anybody.  How  can  I  be  quiet  when  I 
want  to  get  away  from  this  savage  country,  and  go  to 
that  other  one — that  East  you  talk  of — where  colts  are 
properly  managed  ?  " 

"  But,  my  dear  young  friend,  consider — it  's  too  late," 
expostulated  Egeria.  "  You  can't  begin  life  over  again. 
You  really  must  n't  let  your  feelings  run  away  with  you 
in  this  foolish  way.  People  here  don't  mean  badly, 
altogether.     They  are  tolerably  kind,  on  the  whole  ;  at 
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least,  some  of  them  are.  They  feed  you  well,  as  you  see ; 
and  after  you  have  learnt  what  they  teach,  you  will  be 
glad,  though  you  won't  like  it  while  it  is  going  on." 

**  Then  it  shan't  go  on  !  *'  shouted  Firefly.  "  They 
shan't  teach  me !  I  won't  learn !  I  won't  have  their  food^ 
or  their  kindness  !  If  they  had  brought  me  up  properly,  I 
could  have  submitted  as  well  as  anybody  ;  but  they  have 
been  unjust,  and  now  I  won't !  I  '11  do  something — I  '11 
go  to  the  East  ;  and  if  I  can't  go  to  the  East,  I  '11  kick  ! " 

"  Oh,  hush  ! — do,  pray,  hush  !  "  said  Egeria,  who,  to  da 
her  justice,  had  merely  wanted  to  excite  a  sympathetic 
grumble,  not  to  rouse  a  storm.  **  You  go  much  too  far> 
I  assure  you." 

**  Vou  say  that,  because  you  have  no  spirit,  you  poor 
old  creature ! "  exclaimed  Firefly.  "  You  know  you 
haven't — you  said  so  yourself,  just  now;  but  that's  na 
rule  for  me." 

**  If  I  have  not  much  spirit,"  remarked  Egeria,  **  I  may- 
have  some  sense,  and  I  want  you  to  have  some  too.  You 
can't  get  away,  to  begin  with — so  the  East  is  out  of  the 
question  ;  and  you  cannot  resist  these  people  to  any  pur- 
pose— so,  take  my  advice,  submit  and  have  done  with  it. 
I  can  tell  you,  from  long  experience,  that  kicking  is  never 
of  any  use." 

"  Then  I  shall  go  on  kicking,  out  of  spite,  because  it 's 
of  no  use,"  cried  Firefly  ;  and  as  he  announced  this  grand 
resolution,  he  broke  out  all  over  into  a  profuse  sweat  from 
excitement. 
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At  which  moment  the  stable-door  opened,  and  the 
horse-breaker  stepped  in,  just  to  have  a  look  at  the  colt; 
and  after  doing  so,  and  observing  his  irritable  and  uneasy 
condition,  said  to  himself,  "  I  shall  have  a  good  deal  of 
trouble  with  this  one,  I  'm  afraid." 

Now,  in  saying  this,  he  was  making  a  sort  of  com- 
parison between  Firefly  and  the  other  two ;  for  he  had 
just  been  in  the  next  stable,  and  seen  Whitefoot  and 
Silverstar  unusually  placid  and  quiet — for  fresh-caught 
colts,  that  is  to  say  ;  nobody  expects  from  a  kitten  the 
gravity  of  a  cat.  But  what  wonder  ?  Besides  that  they 
were  greys,  and  therefore  easier-tempered  by  nature  than 
was  to  be  expected  from  a  chestnut  (for  in  horses,  colour 
and  disposition  are  apt  to  go  together),  they  had  been 
hearing  nothing  but  good  advice  ever  since  they  were 
shut  up — and,  what  is  more,  they  had  actually  been 
attending  to  it ! 

But,  then,  good  old  Taflfy  gave  his  good  old  advice  in 
such  a  very  pleasant  way  !  **  My  dear  friends,**  cried  he, 
when  he  heard  them  plunging  about  in  their  stalls  at 
first,  **  I  do  feel  so  sorry  for  you — so  very,  very  sorry — 
because  I  know  so  well  what  you  suffer.  Just  the  same 
was  done  with  me  when   I  was  your  age.** 

"  Oh,  how  did  you  bear  it  ?  **  asked  the  colts. 

"Well,  well,  I  was  very  impatient  just  at  the  begin- 
ning,** answered  Taffy ;  "  for  my  Welsh  blood  made  me 
chafe  at  the  confinement,  and  I  was  alone,  and  had 
nobody  to  explain  the  meaning  of  it  all  to  me,  so  it  was 
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hard  work:  and  this  makes  me  particularly  glad  to  be 
here  just  now  to  help  you.  I  can  tell  you  a  great  deal 
that  will  comfort  you,  and  plenty  more  that  will  surprise 
and  amuse  you  very  much.  There  are  two  sides  to 
everything,  even  to  things  that  vex  one,  I  assure  you  ! 
But,  quiet ! — quiet !  dear. friends,  I  do  beg,"  continued  he, 
as  he  heard  more  plunging  and  shaking  of  halters,  "  or  I 
shall  not  be  able  to  say  another  word.** 

"  We  will  be  quiet,*'  cried  the  colts,  for  they  liked  the 
idea  of  being  surprised  and  amused,  as  who  does  not  ? 

Then  Taflfy  told  them  they  were  not  brought  here  to 
be  teazed  to  death,  as  they  had  perhaps  supposed,  but  to 
prepare  them  for  being  taught  a  thousand  nice  things 
which  they  would  never  be  able  to  do  if  they  were  not 
taught,  and  which  it  was  immensely  jolly  to  be  able  to 
do,  when  the  teaching  was  once  over ;  and  he  proceeded 
to  hold  forth  on  the  pleasures  of  trotting,  cantering,  and 
galloping  over  the  country,  with  a  good  feed  of  corn,  a 
comfortable  stable,  and  a  valet  to  rub  one  down  at  the 
end ;  as  also  the  delightful  excitements  of  racing  and 
hunting,  which  even  he  had  enjoyed,  though  only  as  a 
looker-on  ;  but  he  added,  that  they  could  n*t  have  a  share 
in  all  this,  without  first  learning  to  obey  their  masters, 
and  love  them  a  little  bit  too. 

Whereupon  both  colts  shuddered  all  over,  for  their 
horror  of  the  men  who  had  shut  them  up  was  very  great, 
and  love  seemed  perfectly  impossible. 

"  Ah !  you  can't  bear  the  thought  of  this,  I  see,**  cried 
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Taffy.  "  Well,  of  course,  if  it  could  be,  one  would  like  to 
have  no  master  but  oneself — eh,  my  friends  ?  " 

To  which  both  Whitefoot  and  Silverstar  agreed,  with  a 
whinny  of  satisfaction. 

"  But  what  is  the  use  of  fretting  oneself,  by  wishing 
for  what  can't  be?"  pursued  Taffy.  "These  men  and 
women  are,  though  I  don't  know  how,  or  why,  our 
masters  and  superiors,  and  I  know  from  my  own  experi- 
ence, that  we  are  happiest  when  we  submit  to  their 
wishes  with  a  good  grace;  when  we  struggle  and  resist 
*we  are  miserable." 

**  But  suppose  they  wish  something  cruel  and  unjust?" 
sighed  Silverstar. 

"  But  who  is  to  decide  what  is  so  ?  "  asked  Taffy,  in  re- 
turn.  "  Many  things  seem  so  that  are  not ;  your  being 
here  against  your  will,  for  instance — you  will  be  so  glad 
about  it  by-and-bye,  when  the  teaching  is  finished." 

"  It  is  comfortable  to  hear  that,"  murmured  Silverstar. 

"Is  the  teaching  itself  very  unpleasant?"  asked 
Whitefoot. 

"  Very,''  cried  Taffy  at  once,  at  the  mere  recollection  of 
it,  and  the  colts  shuddered  again.  "  But  here  I  am,"  he 
continued,  "  none  the  worse,  and  all  the  better,  and  as 
happy  as  possible,  with  a  man  or  woman,  or  a  little  child 
on  my  back  three  or  four  times  a  week,  and  a  pet  with  all 
the  family.  Oh !  you  have  no  notion  how  good-natured 
these  men  very  often  are— bringing  one  tit-bits  both  in 
the   stable   and    field — bread,    or   apples,    or   carrots,   or 
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clover,  which  one  takes  out  of  their  hands.  But  for 
pity's  sake  don't  begin  kicking  again,"  cried  he,  as  he 
heard  them  flinging  wildly  about,  at  the  notion  of  men 
coming  so  near.  **  Why,  you  surely  would  n't  kick  at 
kindness.'^  You  must  meet  it  half  way  when  it 's  offered, 
you  foolish  fellows,  or  you  may  live  to  want  it  before  you 
die!  But,  don't  alarm  yourselves!  You  won't  be  able  to 
be  on  these  intimate  terms  with  masters  and  superiors, 
till  you  *ve  learnt  to  be  well-mannered  and  obedient. 
But  my  experience  tells  me  they  are  kind  when  we  are 
good ;  and  where  they  seem  otherwise,  I  try  to  believe 
it  is  because  we  don't  understand  the  meaning  of  what 
they  are  doing ; — with  superiors  one  can't  expect  that  one 
should." 

A  word  spoken  in  season,  how  good  it  is !  The  colts 
grew  calmer  and  calmer  as  Tafify  went  on,  and  when,  in 
conclusion,  he  told  them  a  stor>'  about  a  good-natured 
lady,  who  used  to  bring  him  handfuls  of  oats  in  reward 
of  a  pretty  trick  he  learnt  of  opening  the  stable-door  with 
his  nose,  they  half  began  to  believe  that  these  men  and 
women  were  not,  after  all,  such  dreadful  creatures  as  they 
had  supposed. 

And  as  it  was  just  then  that  the  horse-breaker  entered 
the  stable  to  look  at  them,  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at 
that  they  bore  his  presence  with  only  about  half  the 
horror  they  would  otherwise  have  felt,  and  so  kept  toler- 
ably quiet. 

And  thus  a  week  went  on,  Tafify  encouraging  them  by 
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his  own  example  and  experience,  to  bear  what  was  coming 
with  patience  and  in  hope. 

And  he  could  but  speak  from  his  own  experience,  poor 
Taffy !  Let  us  trust,  then,  that  in  these  "  days  of  ad- 
vance "  there  are  fewer  and  fewer  exceptions  to  the  rule, 
that  a  docile  horse  makes  a  kind  master.  Shame  on  the 
master  if  it  does  not ! 

It  was  at  the  end  of  the  first  week  that  the  real  trial 
began  for  all  three  colts,  and  a  trial  indeed  it  was !  They 
have  hard  hearts  who  would  deny  it.  Those  heavy  iron 
bits  forced  into  the  young,  tender  mouths ;  so  stiff  against 
their  teeth,  so  cold  against  their  flesh,  how  horrible  they 
were !  And  the  bridles  that  pulled  at  them,  forcing  the  poor 
heads  to  turn  hither  and  thither,  for  mere  whim's  sake,  as 
it  seemed  (for  whatever  reason  there  was  for  it,  ttuy  could 
not  find  out) — what  a  cruel  contrivance !  Then  the  long 
whips,  which  kept  them  at  one  distance  all  the  time,  so 
that,  as  they  were  forced  to  move  on  continually,  they  had 
no  choice  but  to  go  round  and  round  in  a  circle  for  ever — 
how  irritating  !  My  heart  bleeds  when  I  think  of  it,  and 
imagine  the  two  long  hours  of  struggle  on  that  first  dread- 
ful day.  How  severe  the  trial  must  have  been  to  them — 
must  ever  be  to  all ! 

Worse  still,  however,  when  in  the  course  of  a  few  days, 
the  corners  of  the  mouths  became  sore  from  the  pressure 
of  the  iron,  and  there  was,  for  a  time,  the  pain  of  a  raw 
wound,  as  well  as  a  day-by-day  longer  time  of  restraint  to 
endure. — Masters  and  superiors,  verily,  there  is  a  great  re- 
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sponsibility  in  your  hands !  Nevertheless,  it  is  not  for  the 
colts  to  sit  in  judgment. 

Now,  then,  how  fared  the  three  colts  under  the  terrible 
but,  at  present,  in  some  way  or  other,  necessary  train- 
ing? (For  even  Egeria  could  not  answer  Firefly's  mad- 
dened inquiries  by  saying  that  in  the  East  the  bit  and 
bridle  and  whip  can  be  dispensed  with.)  Well,  White- 
foot  and  Silverstar  set  out  by  intending  to  submit,  if  pos- 
sible, and  therefore  they  contrived  to  manage  it  at  last — 
though  more  or  less  cheerfully  at  some  times  than  others, 
and  with  more  or  less  pain  to  themselves. 

Firefly,  on  the  contrary,  started  by  a  sort  of  resistance- 
on-principle  plan.  Wishing  to  resist,  in  fact,  he  always 
found  a  reason  for  resisting.  If  people  treated  him  prop- 
erly he  could  submit  as  well  as  any  one  else,  he  was  sure; 
but  if  they  ill-used  him,  what  could  they  expect  but  that 
he  should  kick — kick — kick?  And  as  to  what  proper 
treatment  was,  he  made  himself  the  sole  judge.  Certainly 
the  training  process  just  described  was  not  proper,  but 
on  the  contrary,  cruel  and  unjust,  and  accordingly  kick, 
kick,  kick  he  went,  whenever  it  was  possible. 

In  vain  Egeria  begged  him  to  forbear,  seeing  too  late 
how  much  mischief  her  folly  had  done. 

**  It  is  so  senseless  to  resist  when  you  can't  help  your- 
self," said  she. 

'*  It  is  so  mean  to  yield  to  an  unjust  necessity !  "  cried  he. 

And  she  dared  not  contradict  herself  so  far  as  to  sug- 
gest, that  it  might  not  be  so  unjust  as  it  seemed. 
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"Will  you  listen  to  me  once  more?**  asked  she,  one 
day. 

"  If  you  talk  sense,  yes,"  replied  Firefly,  **  not  other- 
wise, old  lady." 

Egeria  sighed ;  for  his  pert  folly  was  but  a  stretched- 
out  shadow  of  her  own.  Imperfect  judgments  ;  judg- 
ments formed  on  half-known  grounds  ;  judgments  formed 
by  the  lesser  intelligence  concerning  a  greater  which  it 
cannot  comprehend — what  rebellion  and  ruin  have  they 
not  caused  ! 

"  It  is  sense,  if  you  have  sense  to  find  it  out,"  cried 
Egeria,  sharply.  "  It  is  downright  wisdom.  What  I  am 
going  to  say  is  truth  and  fact." 

"  I  hear  you  ;  go  on,"  said  Firefly,  impatiently. 

"  Well,  if  you  go  on  kicking  in  this  manner,  every  time 
you  think  you  have — I  beg  your  pardon — every  time  you 
have  a  reason  for  kicking,  you  know,  you  will  get  into 
such  a  habit  of  kicking,  that  you  will  do  it  whether  you 
have  a  reason  or  not." 

"  Shall  I !  "  shouted  Firefly,  with  contempt. 

"  Yes,  you  will  though !  "  persisted  Egeria,  vexed  alike 
by  his  obstinacy  and  ridicule.  "  If  you  kick  every  time 
you  can  find  or  make  an  excuse,  you  will  be  very  apt  to 
kick  on  when  you  have  none." 

**  I  have  never  yet  kicked  without  a  reason,  old  lady, 
and  I  don't  intend  to  do  so,"  answered  Firefly. 

**  I  know,  I  know,"  answered  Egeria,  *'  so  far  you  have 
always  proved  yourself  right  to  yourself :  what  the  horse- 
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breaker  thinks  is  another  matter.  But,  dear  friend,  try 
and  believe  me, — habits  arc  such  tremendous  things  !  If 
you  don't  get  into  a  habit  of  giving  way,  you  may  n't  be 
able  to  give  way  when  you  want,  that  's  what  I  am  afraid 
of.  Those  who  indulge  themselves  in  kicking  at  all,  will 
sometimes  kick  when  they  would  give  worlds  to  forbear.*' 

**  How  can  that  happen  to  me,  when  I  never  kick  with- 
out a  reason  ?  "  cried  Firefly. 

At  this  moment  he  was  fetched  from  the  stable  for  a 
morning's  lesson,  and  Egcria  was  left  to  fret  alone.  For 
fret  she  did,  not  being  a  bad  creature  on  the  whole,  but 
such  an  inconsiderate  old  simpleton,  both  in  her  way  of 
viewing  life  and  talking  about  it  to  others ! 

And  alas  !  there  was  but  too  much  cause  for  fretting, 
when  at  the  end  of  five  weeks  Firefly  remained  still  un- 
tamed— still  in  the  horse-breaker's  hands!  A  fortnight 
ago  both  Whitefoot  and  Silvcrstar  had  taken  leave  of  the 
place,  had  finished  their  education  with  respectability,  and 
gone  out  into  the  world  on  their  own  account.  There  are 
plenty  of  good  masters  to  be  found  for  docile,  well-taught 
creatures,  and  they  had  been  picked  up  at  once  by  two 
neighbouring  families,  and  often  met  in  their  rides,  and 
talked  over  old  times.  Egcria  heard  of  this  from  Taffy, 
who,  from  being  constantly  out,  learnt  all  the  news  of  the 
country-side,  and  had  once  or  twice  met  his  friends  him- 
self; and  it  must  be  owned  she  regretted  Firefly's  con- 
duct all  the  more,  that  she  feared  that  she  had  had  some 
share  in  it  herself. 
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When  Firefly  was  led  out  of  the  stable  after  Egeria  had 
spoken,  he  had,  for  a  few  minutes,  a  misgiving  that  there 
might  be  some  truth  in  what  she  had  said.  But  the  first 
crack  of  the  horse-breaker*s  whip  made  his  heart  as  hard 
as  ever.  He  had  accustomed  himself  for  so  long  to  look 
upon  it,  and  him,  and  the  whole  afifair,  as  a  system  of 
barbarous  injustice,  that  he  could  not  have  rid  himself  of 
the  notion  without  a  strong  effort,  and  there  was  one  great 
difficulty  to  his  making  it — namely,  that  he  must  acknowl- 
edge himself  to  have  been  in  the  wrong  before.  And 
alas !  he  did  not  make  it ;  and  so  another  week  went  on, 
at  the  end  of  which  the  horse-breaker  lost  patience,  and 
told  Firefly's  owner  he  was  a  hopeless  kicker,  and  a  very 
ill-conditioned  animal  as  to  temper,  though  otherwise  with 
many  good  points,  and  a  valuable  beast. 

It  was  not  very  pleasant  news  to  the  owner,  but  Firefly 
was  so  handsome  in  appearance,  and,  moreover,  so  strong 
and  able  to  work,  that  he  was  undertaken  at  last  by  a  very 
fearless  young  squire,  who  cared  for  little  but  pace  and 
beauty,  had  a  seat  like  a  rock,  put  his  faith  in  a  strong 
curb,  and  had  no  scruple  in  using  his  spurs. 

What  Firefly  underwent  in  his  hands  I  do  not  wish  to 
describe,  though,  even  there,  if  he  would  but  have  sub- 
mitted, his  fate  would  not  have  been  bad,  for  if  the 
master  loved  galloping,  so  did  Firefly  himself.  But  again 
and  again  he  would  refuse  to  obey  the  curb,  if  it  checked 
or  turned  him  suddenly  when  his  face  was  set  elsewhere ; 
and  then  like  an  instinct  came  the  impulse  to  kick,  kick, 
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kick !  and  he  followed  it.  For  an  hour  sometimes  the 
two  would  battle  together — the  spur  and  the  whip  and 
the  curb,  against  that  insane  determination  to  kick,  kick, 
kick !  And  as  to  be  conquered  by  main  force  and 
exhaustion  is  not  to  be  reformed,  Firefly  was  led  away 
bleeding  and  foam-covered  to  his  stable,  as  savage  as 
when  he  left  it,  and  still  repeating  the  old  strain,  "  If 
people  treat  me  properly,  I  can  submit  as  well  as  any  one 
else;  but  if  they  don't,  what  can  they  expect  but  that  I 
shall  kick,  kick,  kick  ?  "  Like  the  horse-breaker's  whim 
of  driving  him  round  in  an  everlasting  circle,  seemed 
the  young  squire's  whim  of  checking  him,  and  turning 
round  when  he  did  n't  expect  it,  and  wanted  to  go  straight 
on.  He  kicked,  therefore,  strictly  on  principle,  and  all 
the  more  when  the  injustice  was  enforced  by  the  spur  and 
the  lash.  So  the  squire  got  tired  of  his  purchase,  and 
Firefly  was  sold  again. 

But  this  time  to  a  very  knowing  hand,  a  country  doc- 
tor, who  after  trying  different  plans  in  turn — low  feed 
and  good  feed,  kindness  and  severity,  and  finding  both 
unsuccessful,  took  him  back  to  the  horse-breaker.  "  He 
seems  very  hopeless  at  present,"  remarked  he ;  **  he  kicks 
for  nothing.  But  there  is  one  more  chance.  Break  him 
in  for  harness.  Kicking-straps  will  perhaps  bring  him  to 
his  senses.  At  any  rate  try  ;  he  has  many  good  qualities, 
and  is  a  fine  fellow.     I  hope  he  '11  do  well." 

The  horse-breaker  shook  his  head,  and  led  Firefly  back 
to  his  old  stable.     Another  colt  occupied  his  former  stall. 
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but  there  were  still  two  vacant.  He  was  led  into  the 
middle  one,  and  before  nightfall  Egeria  was  brought  into 
the  third. 

Firefly  told  his  story  at  length,  and  was  too  eager  to 
hear  Egeria's  shuffles  of  impatience.  "  How  unfortunate 
some  people  are !  "  observed  she,  when  he  ended  ;  but 
there  was  a  slight  mockery  in  her  tone. 

"  /  have  been  so  all  along,"  said  he,  **  I  believe  I  am 
fated  to  ill-usage." 

"  People  always  are  who  will  go  nobody's  way  but  their 
own,"  was  Egeria's  answer ;  "  why  don't  you  do  what  is 
wanted  ?  Go  the  way  your  master  pulls  you,  and  give  up 
fighting  for  your  own." 

"  If  people  treat  me  properly,  I  can  submit " 

"  Oh,  do  stop  !  "  cried  Egeria  ;  "  I  Ve  heard  that  much 
too  often.     You  never  do  submit." 

"  Because  they  never " 

"  Oh,  they,  they,  they !  Would  they  be  masters,  if  you, 
and  not  they,  were  to  lead  the  way  ?  " 

**  Oh,  as  to  masters^  perhaps  I  have  my  own  opinion," 
cried  Firefly ;  "  I  wonder  who  has  been  master  of  the  two 
/  have  had  ?  But  no  matter  about  that.  I  could  have 
borne  leading,  but  I  would  n't  be  dragged.  It  was  the 
curb  and  spurs  and  whip  of  that  young  squire  I  kicked 
against." 

"  And  of  your  last  master,  the  doctor,  when  he  was 
kind  ?  "  asked  Egeria. 

"  He  was  n't  always  kind,"  muttered  Firefly. 
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"  But  when  he  was  ?  **  insisted  the  old  mare. 

**  Fool !  '*  murmured  Firefly  between  his  teeth ;  "  was  I 
likely  to  go  his  fidgety  way — stopping  at  one  house,  then 
at  another  :  no  sooner  started  than  having  to  stop  ;  twisted 
down  one  lane  and  up  another,  never  having  a  good  run 
all  the  time ;  I,  who  had  galloped  over  half  a  country-side 
in  a  morning  with  the  squire  ?  Kick!  why  who  would  n't 
kick  at  a  life  like  that  ?  ** 

"  It  is  as  I  feared,"  exclaimed  Egeria.  "  Anybody  who 
wants  to  kick,  can  find  a  reason  for  it,  of  course.'*  And 
she  spoke  not  another  word,  for  she  did  not  understand 
the  matter  to  the  bottom,  as  Taffy  did  ;  and  so  her  way 
of  argument  was  not  convincing. 

The  first  thing  in  the  morning,  however.  Firefly  spoke 
to  her.  He  had  a  question  to  ask.  Did  she  know  what 
kic king-straps  were  ?  Perfectly  ;  what  made  him  want  to 
know  ? 

He  repeated  what  the  doctor  had  said. 

**  Capital ! "  said  Egeria.  "  If  you  are  put  into  those 
you  will  never  be  able  to  kick  again." 

"  We  shall  see  about  that,"  groaned  Firefly,  grinding 
his  teeth,  as  if  he  were  champing  oats.  "  Masters — mas- 
ters— masters,  indeed  ! !  " 

In  which  state  of  mind  he  was  taken  out,  two  hours 
afterwards,  put  into  kicking-straps,  and  had  his  first  lesson 
of  going  in  harness.  The  plan  answered  at  first ;  but  this 
was  only  while  the  shock  of  surprise  and  helplessness 
lasted.      Still,   being  rather  less  wild,  the  horse-breaker 
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returned  him  as  "  fit  for  harness,  if  driven  in  kicking- 
straps  ** ;  and  Egeria  twitted  him  when  he  left  her,  as 
being  "  fairly  caught  at  last."  *'  We  shall  see  about  that," 
muttered  Firefly,  fuming  to  himself,  as  the  doctor  drove 
him  home.  But  the  kicking-straps  were  amazingly  strong, 
and  he  restrained  himself.  Nevertheless,  the  first  princi- 
ples of  submission  had  not  entered  his  head,  and  Egeria's 
folly  and  ridicule  had  done  all  that  an  unwise  friend  could 
do  to  confuse  the  truth. 

The  truth  ?  Ah,  we  can  only  get  at  that  by  sitting  in 
our  neighbour*s  chair,  and  looking  with  his  eyes.  Had 
Firefly  done  this,  he  would  have  known  why  the  kicking- 
straps  were  added  to  his  harness,  and  have  laid  the  blame 
on  the  right  shoulders.  As  it  was,  he  laid  the  blame  on 
the  doctor,  and  considered  himself  the  victim  of  injustice. 

So,  one  unlucky  day,  after  a  round  of  rather  tiresome 
visiting,  a  very  slight  correction  for  impatience  set  his 
blood  working;  and,  without  thinking  either  of  kicking- 
straps  or  consequences,  he  took  the  bit  between  his  teeth, 
laid  his  ears  down,  close  to  his  head,  muttering,  "  Masters, 
indeed !  "  to  himself,  and  pulling  madly  at  the  reins, 
dashed  at  full  speed  down  the  narrow  country-lane. 
They  stopped  him  at  last  at  a  turnpike-gate,  and  as  the 
kicking-straps  had  given  way  soon  after  he  started,  he  con- 
cluded the  day's  work  by  smashing  the  splash-board  to 
pieces,  his  master  escaping  with  difficulty. 

So  he  was  sent  back  to  the  market-town,  and  re-sold. 

It     is    impossible    to    pursue    him    through     all     his 


2o8  Kicking. 

adventures ;  they  were  all,  so  to  speak,  variations  upon 
the  same  set  of  notes — the  battle  of  authority  with  one 
who  refused  to  acknowledge  its  claims.  A  miserable 
struggle,  whether  of  man  or  beast ;  whether  against  the 
powers  ordained  of  God,  or  the  God  of  power  Himself ; 
whether  breaking  out  into  open  contest,  or  indulged  in 
by  inward  repining. 

At  last,  poor  Firefly  fell  into  the  hands  of  a  regular 
horse-dealer,  who  forwarded  him  to  a  neighbourhood 
where  his  tricks  were  not  known,  and  after  some  weeks 
of  low  diet  and  constant  work,  sold  him  (more  shame  for 
the  fact)  to  a  quiet  country  clergyman,  for  a  birthday 
present  to  his  daughter,  just  bursting  into  the  beauty  of 
girlhood. 

Now,  by  this  time,  our  friend  Firefly  had  had  experi- 
ence enough  to  discover  that  his  habit  of  opposition  was 
constantly  bringing  him  into  trouble.  And  though  he 
was  not  sick  of  the  bad  habit,  he  was  decidedly  sick  of 
the  trouble,  and  every  now  and  then  was  vexed  with  him- 
self for  giving  way  to  it.  And  now  and  then  he  recalled 
Egeria's  words.  **  Those  who  indulge  themselves  in 
kicking  at  all,  will  sometimes  kick  when  they  would  give 
worlds  to  forbear.'*  Still,  he  could  not  remember  a  single 
case  in  which  he  had  kicked  without  a  very  good  reason 
— as  it  seemed  to  him  : — so  he  assured  himself  at  least,  and 
tried  to  forget  that  Egeria  had  also  said,  "Anybody  who 
wants  to  kick  can  find  a  reason  for  kicking,  of  course!  '* 

Now   at   last,  however,   came  Firefly's  halcyon    days. 
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What  more  could  heart  of  horse  desire  than  to  belong  to 
a  gentle  young  girl,  who  was  ready  to  love  him,  not  only 
as  her  servant,  but  companion  and  friend  ?  Egeria*s  tales 
of  Eastern  kindness  came  back  to  his  mind  again  and 
again,  as  his  new  mistress  brought  him  delicate  morsels 
which  she  would  fain  have  him  eat  from  her  hand  ;  and 
when,  as  was  generally  the  case,  he  could  not  overcome 
his  repugnance,  but  started  back  from  her  caresses,  all  she 
said  was,  the  poor  fellow  was  nervous  and  shy ;  perhaps 
— who  knew  ? — he  had  at  some  time  or  other  been  harshly 
used. 

**  This  is  as  it  should  be,"  remarked  Firefly  ;  and  he  be^ 
gan  to  think  better  than  ever  of  himself.  The  few  mis- 
givings he  had  lately  had  went  to  sleep.  "/  was  right, 
and  not  Egeria,'*  thought  he,  as  he  bore  his  light  burden 
over  her  favourite  haunt,  the  Downs,  "  I  was  right  and 
Egeria  wrong.  I  told  her  I  had  never  kicked  without  a 
reason,  and  never  should.  It  was  nonsense  about  not 
being  able  to  leave  oflf." 

And  so  he  really  believed,  till,  alas  !  the  renewed  good 
living  brought  back  the  impatience  as  well  as  fire  into 
his  blood,  and  what  had  he  to  restrain  them  with,  who 
had  not  got  the  law  in  his  heart  ?  There  followed 
one  other  week  of  self-confidence  and  enjoyment,  and 
then     ... 

.  .  .  She  was  not  in  the  least  to  blame — that  beauti- 
ful young  girl  who  had  been  so  kind  to  him.  He  ad- 
mitted this  even  to  himself,  when  he  saw  her  stretched  at 
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his  feet ;  the  eyes  that  had  looked  so  kindly  at  him, 
closed  ;  the  rich  black  hair  surrounding  the  white  cheeks 
and  forehead  like  a  pall — the  groom  so  horror-struck  when 
he  came  up,  that  he  never  thought  of  even  laying  hold  of 
Firefly's  bridle. 

They  had  been  out  for  a  morning  ride  on  the  Downs, 
and  she  had  wished  to  canter.  For  a  day  or  two  past, 
some  evil  spirit  (evil  spirits  are  so  ingenious)  had  been 
whispering  in  his  ear,  that  to  be  patronized  was  all  very 
well,  if  it  were  not  another  form  of  unjust  restraint. 
Masters  ?  had  he  not  proved  himself  the  master  in  every 
case  yet?  And  so  he  had  done  here — here,  where,  as 
Egeria  had  prophesied,  he  would  have  given  worlds  to 
forbear.  Now  rose  before  him  the  only  half-valued  ten- 
derness, the  anxiety  for  his  daily  comfort,  the  little  per- 
sonal sacrifices  in  his  favour,  and  this  as  the  conclusion ; 
that  because  the  canter  had  been  prolonged,  and  she 
had  wished  to  rest,  and  so  checked  him  with  the  bridle, 
the  old  habit  had  proved  too  strong  for  him,  and  prompted 
him  to  kick,  kick,  kick ! — and  he  had  kicked  till  she  was 
stretched  at  his  feet.     .     .     . 

More  than  an  hour  passed,  and  Firefly  stood  by  her 
still.  Stood  in  the  same  spot,  seeing  the  same  sight, 
without  care  to  go  his  own  way,  now  that  he  might  have 
done  it  at  will. 

And  then  came  the  trampling  of  feet,  horses,  and  other 
men,  and  among  them  all  a  father  in  the  first  agony  of 
despair.     But  no  one  noticed  Firefly — he  was  nothing  to 
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his  masters  then,  and  so  he  stood  on  there  like  a  horse  of 
marble,  in  the  same  old  place,  looking  at  what  he  had 
done. 

But  presently  some  one  who  had  been  touching  her 
wrist  and  had  sprinkled  her  with  water,  whispered,  **  She 
is  coming  to  herself !  " 

And  it  was  true.  Firefly's  mistress  had  been  stunned 
and  one  arm  was  hurt,  but  she  awoke  again  to  life ;  and 
when  the  poor  father  had  wept  out  his  joy  on  her  neck, 
and  she  had  looked  up,  she  smiled  to  see  so  near  them 
the  creature  who  had  caused  this  evil.  Yes,  there  he 
stood,  and  his  eye  watched  hers,  as  it  first  glanced  at  him, 
and  then  fixed  on  her  father's  face  anxiously,  while  she 
murmured  :  **  Promise  me  one  thing,  dear  father.  Let 
poor  Firefly  go  to  Rarey  to  be  cured." 

Masters? — They  may  well  be  masters  and  superiors,  in 
whom  the  abiding  spirit  of  forgiveness  and  love  is  trium- 
phant !  So  Firefly  was  taken  to  Rarey ;  but  what  then 
happens  to  horses  must  be  looked  for  in  other  books. 
This  does  not  contain  an  argument  on  the  merits  of  the 
different  methods  of  horse  breaking ;  only  thus  much  as 
regard's  Rarey *s  process  is  the  turning-point  of  the  tale. 
The  object  aimed  at  is  the  subjection  of  the  will,  not 
merely  the  control  of  the  body, — the  full  and  complete 
recognition  of  the  mastership  and  superiority  of  man. 
This,  and  this  only,  is  what  is  wanted  when  the  legs  are 
tied  up,  and  struggles  rendered  powerless  by  force,  so  that 
the  indignant  animal  is  brought  through  exhaustion  of 
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body  to  submission  of  feeling.  He  has  plunged,  he  has 
kicked,  he  has  reared,  for  hours  together,  if  he  will  have 
it  so,  but  the  man  stands  by  him  unscathed,  unruffled, 
and  still  kind  : — his  master  and  superior — the  terrible  dis- 
cipline proves  it ;  but  still  kind — and  the  kindness  proves 
it  too. 

All  this  Firefly  went  through  ;  and  when  the  Rarey- 
breaker  "  gentled  *'  him  all  over  his  miserable  frame,  as  he 
lay  panting  and  overpowered  on  the  sawdust,  conquered 
and  convinced  at  last,  all  his  mistakes  and  misconceptions 
of  other  people  came  before  him,  as  plainly  as  if  Taffy 
himself  had  spoken  them  ;  so  plainly,  that  he  wondered 
at  himself.  But  remembering  his  old  and  all-too-firmly- 
adhered-to  resolution  to  kick,  kick,  kick,  whenever  he  was 
vexed,  a  fresh  outbreak  of  perspiration  astonished  the 
breaker  so  much,  that  he  ** gentled**  and  soothed  the 
troubled  spirit  more  and  more  tenderly,  till  Firefly  could 
think  of  nothing  like  it  but  the  father  and  daughter  com- 
forting each  other  on  the  Downs,  that  terrible  day  of  his 
guilt. 

And  thus  at  last,  he  learnt  that  it  was  possible  for 
submission  and  love  and  happiness  to  go  hand  in  hand 
together.     Firefly  was  cured. 

And  then  he  was  taken  back  to  a  home  which  he  helped 
in  his  degree,  however  humble,  to  make  what  a  home 
should  be ; — a  circle  in  which  animals,  superior  and  inferior, 
should  all  work  together,  each  after  its  measure  and  kind, 
for  the  comfort  and  pleasure  of  all. 
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At  last,  therefore,  he  gave  a  willing  obedience  to  every 
touch  of  his  dear  young  lady's  rein ;  and  yet  he  feared 
her  no  longer  as  before;  and  yet  he  loved  her  more! 
Which  is  a  great  mystery,  but  the  world  repeats  it  in  a 
thousand  forms. 

Animals  under  man — servants  under  masters — children 
under  parents — wives  under  husbands — men  under  autho- 
rities— nations  under  rulers — all  under  God, — it  is  the 
same  with  all : — in  obedience  of  will  is  the  only  true  peace. 

Happy  the  colts  who  learn  submission  without  a  life- 
time of  personal  struggle  !  Happy  the  men  and  women 
who  find  in  the  lesser  obediences  a  practice-field  of  the 
greater;  for  assuredly  the  words  of  Egeria  are  true: 
**  Those  who  indulge  themselves  in  kicking  at  all,  will 
sometimes  kick  when  they  would  give  worlds  to  forbear.*' 


Maitincj. 


'*  It  b  a  good  that  a  ttun  should  Uoth  h&p€ 
and  quietly  ¥^it," — Lam.,  iiL*  i6. 


T  was,  doubtless,  a  very  sorry  life 
the  House  Cricket  led,  before 
houses  were  built  and  fires  were 
kindled.  There  was  no  comfortable 
kitchen  hearth  then,  in  the  warm 
nooks  and  corners  of  which  he  might 
sit  and  sing  his  cheerful  song,  coming 
out  every  now  and  then  to  bask  him- 
self in  the  glow  of  the  blazing  light. 
On  the  contrary,  he,  s<i  fond  of 
heat,  had  no  place  to  shelter  in  but 
holes  in  hollow  trees,  or  crevices  in  rocks  and  stones,  or 
some  equally  dull  and  damp  abode.     Besides  which,  he 
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had  to  bear  the  incessant  taunts  and  ridicule  of  creatures 
who  were  perfectly  comfortable  themselves,  and  so  had 
no  fellow  feeling  for  his  want  of  cheerfulness. 

"  Why  don't  you  go  and  spring  about,  and  sing  in  the 
fields  with  your  cousin,  the  Grasshopper?**  was  the  ill- 
natured  question  of  the  Spider,  as  she  twisted  her  web  in 
one  of  the  refuge-holes  the  Cricket  had  crept  into ;  "  I  am 
sure  your  legs  are  long  enough,  if  you  would  only  take 
the  trouble  to  undouble  them.  It  *s  nothing  but  a 
sulky,  discontented  feeling  that  keeps  you  and  all  youi 
family  moping  in  these  out-of-the-way  corners,  when  you 
ought  to  be  using  your  limbs  in  jumping  about  and  enjoy, 
ing  yourself.  And  I  daresay  too,  that  you  could  sing  a 
great  deal  louder  if  you  chose.*' 

The  Cricket  thought  perhaps  he  could, — but  he  must 
feel  very  differently  to  what  he  did  then,  before  it  would 
be  possible  to  try.  Something  was  so  very  very  wrong 
with  him,  but  what  that  something  was  he  did  not 
know.  All  the  other  beasts  and  birds  and  insects 
seemed  easy  and  happy  enough.  The  Spider,  for  in- 
stance, was  quite  at  home  and  gay  in  the  hole  he 
found  so  dismal.  And  it  was  not  the  Spider  only 
who  was  contented  :  the  Flies — the  Bees — the  Ants — 
the  very  Mole,  who  sometimes  came  up  from  burrowing, 
and  told  wonderful  stories  of  his  underground  delights 
— the  birds  with  their  merry  songs — the  huge  beasts, 
who  walked  about  like  giants  in  the  fields — all — all  were 
satisfied  with  their  condition,  and  happy  in  themselves. 
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Every  one  had  the  home  he  liked,  and  no  one  envied 
the  other. 

But  with  him  it  was  quite  otherwise  :  he  never  felt  at 
home !  on  the  contrary,  it  always  seemed  to  him  that  he 
was  looking  out  for  something  that  was  not  there — some 
place  that  could  never  be  found — some  state  where  he 
could  rise  out  of  the  depression  and  uneasiness  which  here 
seemed  to  clog  him  down,  though  he  could  not  under- 
stand why.  Poor  fellow  !  as  things  were  now,  he  felt  for 
ever  driven  to  hide  in  holes,  although  he  knew  that  his 
limbs  were  built  for  energy  ;  and  few  ever  heard  his  voice, 
though  he  possessed  one  fitted  for  something  much  better 
than  doleful  complaints. 

Somijtimes  a  set  of  House  Crickets  would  meet  and  talk 
the  matter  over.  They  looked  at  their  long  folded-up 
legs,  and  could  not  but  see  how  exactly  they  were  like  to 
those  of  the  Grasshopper.  And  yet  the  idea  of  following 
the  Grasshopper  into  the  cool  grass,  and  jumping  about 
all  day,  was  odious  to  them.  Once,  indeed,  a  Cricket  of 
great  self-denial  offered  to  go  into  the  fields  and  find  one 
of  his  green  cousins,  and  ask  his  opinion  on  the  subject, 
and  whether  he  could  give  any  reason  why  the  grass- 
hopper life  should  be  so  distasteful  to  such  near  relations. 
And  he  actually  went ;  and  when  the  Grasshopper  could 
be  persuaded  to  stand  quiet  for  a  few  seconds,  and  listen, 
he  was  so  much  concerned  for  the  Crickets  (for  he  had  a 
tender  heart,  from  living  so  much  in  the  grass,  and  being 
so  musical),  that  he  said  he  would  himself  visit  his  cousins 
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and  see  what  could  be  done  for  them.  Perhaps  it  was 
some  trifling  accidental  ailment,  or  it  might  be  a  chronic 
disease  in  the  family,  owing  to  mismanagement  when  they 
were  young,  but  which  a  little  judicious  treatment  would 
correct. 

With  these  views,  he  started  for  the  hollow  tree  in 
which  the  Crickets  had  taken  shelter,  and  soon  reached  it, 
for  he  travelled  the  whole  way  in  bounds.  And  the  last 
bound  took  him  fairly  into  the  midst  of  the  family  circle, 
in  which  indeed  he  alighted  with  more  vivacity  than 
politeness,  for  his  cousins  did  not  like  such  startling 
gaiety.  However,  he  steadied  himself  carefully,  and  then 
began  to  examine  the  legs  and  knees  of  all  the  Crickets 
assembled.  He  drew  them  out,  and  looked  them  well 
over  ;  **  for,"  thought  he,  "  there  is  perhaps  some  blunder 
or  flaw  in  the  way  the  joints  are  put  together."  But  he 
could  find  nothing  amiss.  There  sat  the  Crickets  with 
legs  and  bodies  as  nicely  made  as  his  own,  only  with  no 
energy  for  exertion. 

What  he  might  have  thought,  or  what  he  might  have 
said,  after  this  puzzling  discovery,  no  one  can  tell ;  for  at 
the  end  of  his  examination  he  was  seized  with  the 
fidgets,  and  "  Excuse  me,  my  dear  friends,'*  cried  he,  "  I 
have  the  cramp  in  my  left  leg — I  must  jump !  "  And  jump 
he  did — once,  twice,  thrice — and  the  last  jump  carried 
him  out  of  the  tree;  and  either  on  purpose,  or  from 
forgetfulness,  he  sprang  singing  away,  and  returned  to 
his  cousins  the  Crickets  no  more. 
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Oh,  this  yearning  after  some  other  better  state  that  lies 
unrevealed  in  the  indefinite  future — how  restless  and  dis- 
heartening  a  sensation !  Oh,  this  witnessing  of  perfection 
in  all  created  things  around,  when  one's  own  fate  is  the 
solitary  exception  to  the  rule — how  painful  the  contrast  ! 
How  cruel,  how  almost  overwhelming  the  struggle  be- 
tween the  iron  chain  of  reality  and  the  soaring  wing  of 
aspiration ! 

"  But,  what  is  the  use,  my  poor  good  friends,"  expos* 
tulated  a  plodding  old  Mole  one  day,  after  coming  out  to 
see  how  the  upper  world  went  on,  and  hearing  the  Crick- 
et's complaints — *'  what  is  the  use  of  all  this  groaning 
and  conjecturing?  You  admit  that  every  other  creature 
but  yourself  is  perfect  in  its  way  and  quite 
happy.  Well,  then^  1  will  tell  you  that  you 
ought  to  be  quite  sure  you  are  perfect  in 
your  way  too,  though  you  have  not  found  it 
out  yet ;  and  that 
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other,  although  it  may  not  be  the  case  just  now.  Do  you 
suppose  this  fine  scheme  of  things  we  live  in  is  to  be  soiled 
with  one  speck  of  dirt,  as  it  were,  for  the  sake  of  teasing 
such  a  little  insignificant  creature  as  yourself?  Don't 
think  it  for  a  moment,  for  it  is  not  at  all  likely !  But  you 
must  not  suppose  that  everything  goes  right  at  first  even 
with  the  best  of  us.  I  have  had  some  small  experience, 
and  I  know.  But  everything  fits  in  at  last.  Of  that  I  am 
quite  sure.  For  instance,  now,  I  do  not  suppose  it  ever 
occurred  to  you  to  think  what  a  trial  it  must  be  to  a 
young  Mole  when  he  first  begins  to  burrow  in  the  earth. 
Do  you  imagine  that  he  knows  what  he  is  doing  it  for,  or 
what  will  be  the  result?  No  such  thing.  It  is  a  com- 
plete working  in  the  dark,  not  knowing  in  the  least  where 
he  is  going.  Dear  me  !  if  one  had  once  stopped  to  con- 
jecture and  puzzle,  what  a  hardship  it  would  have  seemed 
to  drive  one's  nose  by  the  hour  together  into  unknown 
ground,  for  some  unexplained  reason  that  did  not  come 
out  for  some  time  afterwards,  and  that  one  had  no  cer- 
tainty would  ever  come  out  at  all !  But  everything  fits 
in  at  last.  And  so  it  did  with  us.  I  remember  it  quite 
well  in  my  own  case.  We  drove  the  earth  away  and  out- 
wards, till  the  space  so  cleared  proved  an  absolute  palace  ! 
By-the-bye,  I  must  try  and  get  you  down  into  our  splen- 
did abode — it  will  cheer  you  up,  and  teach  you  a  useful 
lesson.     Well,  so  you  see  we  found  out  at  last  what  all 

the  grubbing  had  been  for " 

"  Ah  !  but,'*  interrupted  the  Cricket,  **  you  were  labour- 
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ing  for  some  purpose  all  the  time,  and  if  I  had  to  labour  I 
could  hope.  The  difficulty  is,  to  sit  moping  with  nothing 
to  do  but  wait'* 

"  It  is  nonsense  to  talk  of  nothing  to  do,*'  answered 
the  Mole ;  **  every  creature  has  something  to  do.  You, 
for  instance,  have  always  to  watch  for  the  sun.  You  know 
you  like  the  beams  and  warmth  he  sends  out  better  than 
anything  else  in  the  world,  so  you  should  get  into  the 
way  of  them  as  much  as  you  can.  And  after  the  sun  has 
set,  you  must  hunt  up  the  snuggest  holes  you  can  find, 
and  so  make  the  best  of  things  as  they  are ;  and  for  the 
rest,  you  must  wait.  And  waiting  answers  sometimes  as 
well  as  working,  I  can  assure  you.  There  was  the  young 
Ox  in  the  plains  near  here.  As  soon  as  he  could  run 
about  at  all,  he  began  driving  his  clumsy  head  against 
everything  he  met.  No  one  could  tell  why ;  but  he 
fidgeted  and  butted  about  all  day  long,  and  many  of  his 
friends  and  acquaintances  were  very  much  offended  by 
his  manners.  Others  laughed.  The  dogs,  indeed,  were 
particularly  amused,  and  used  to  bark  at  him  constantly 
— even  close  to  his  nose  sometimes,  as  he  lowered  his 
head  after  them.  Well,  at  last,  out  came  the  secret.  Two 
fine  horns  grew  out  from  our  friend's  head,  and  people 
soon  understood  the  meaning  of  all  the  butting;  and  one 
of  the  saucy  curs  who  was  playing  the  old  barking  game 
with  him  one  day,  got  finely  tossed  for  his  pains.  Every- 
thing fits  in  at  last,  my  friends !  No  cravings  are  given 
in  vain.     There  is  always  something  in  store  to  account 
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for  them,  you  may  be  quite  sure.  You  may  have  to  wait 
a  bit — some  of  you  a  shorter,  some  a  longer  time  ;  but  do 
wait — and  everything  will  fit  in  and  be  perfect  at  last/* 

It  was  a  most  fortunate  circumstance  for  the  Crickets 
that  the  Mole  happened  to  give  them  this  good  advice  ; 
for  a  malicious  Ape  had  lately  been  suggesting  to  them, 
whether,  as  they  were  totally  useless  and  very  unhappy, 
it  would  not  be  a  good  thing  for  them  all,  to  starve  them- 
selves to  death,  or  in  some  other  way,  to  rid  the  world  of 
their  whole  race.  But  the  Mole's  good  sense  gave  a  difc 
ferent  turn  to  their  ideas !  and  hope  is  so  natural  and 
pleasant  a  feeling,  that  when  once  they  ventured  to 
encourage  it,  it  flourished  and  grew  in  their  hearts  till  it 
created  a  sort  of  happiness  itself.  In  short,  they  deter- 
mined  to  wait,  and  meantime  to  watch  for  the  sun,  as 
their  friend  had  advised. 

There  are  not  many  records  of  the  early  history  of  the 
House  Crickets;  but  it  is  supposed  that  they  travelled 
about  a  good  deal — preferring  always  the  hottest  coun- 
tries ;  and  rumours  of  a  few  straggling  families,  who  had 
discovered  a  sort  of  Cricket  Elysium  at  the  mouth  of  vol- 
canoes, were  afloat  at  one  time.  But  the  truth  of  the 
report  was  never  ascertained  :  and  as,  doubtless,  if  ever 
they  got  there,  they  were  sure  to  be  swept  away  to 
destruction  by  the  first  eruption  that  took  place,  it  is  no 
wonder  that  the  fact  has  never  been  thoroughly  established. 

Meanwhile  several  generations  died  off,  and  things  re- 
mained much  as  they  were.     But  the  words  of  the  Mole 
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were  carried  down  from  father  to  son,  and  became  a  by- 
word of  comfort  among  them : — **  Everything  will  fit  in 
at  last !  no  cravings  are  given  in  vain.  There  is  always 
something  in  store  to  account  for  them.  Wait — and 
everything  will  fit  in,  and  be  perfect  at  last." 

Gleams  of  hope,  indeed,  were  not  wanting  to  our  poor 
little  friends,  during  this  time  of  probation.  Wherever 
fires  were  kindled  by  human  hands,  whether  by  wander- 
ers in  the  depth  of  the  forest,  or  sojourners  in  tents,  a  stir 
of  excitement  and  rapturous  expectation  was  caused 
among  such  Crickets  as  were  near  enough  to  know  and 
enjoy  the  circumstances.  But,  alas !  when  the  travellers 
journeyed  onwards,  or  the  tents  were  removed  else- 
where, the  disappointment  that  ensued  was  bitter  in 
proportion. 

Many  an  evil  hint,  too,  had  they  on  such  occasions 
from  the  mischief-making  creatures  which  are  to  be  found 
in  all  grades  of  life,  that  such,  and  no  better,  would  be 
their  fate  for  ever.  Rays  of  joy,  beaming  only  to  be  ex- 
tinguished in  cruel  mockery  of  their  feelings — such  was 
to  be  their  perpetual  portion  ! 

**  But  we  wi/l  not  believe  it,**  cried  the  Crickets,  heart- 
broken as  they  were.  "  Everything  will  be  perfect  at 
last,**  sang  they  as  loudly  as  they  could.  "  No  cravings 
are  given  in  vain.'*  And  as  they  always  sang  this  same 
song,  the  mischief-makers  got  tired  of  listening  at  last, 
and  left  them  to  sing  and  weep  alone.  Ah !  it  required 
no  small  strength  of  mind  to  resist,  as  they  did,  such 
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plausible  insinuations,  supported  as  they  were  by  present 
appearances. 

But,  truly,  though  it  tarried,  the  day  of  deliverance  and 
joy  did  come !  The  first  fire  that  ever  warmed  the 
hearthstone  that  flagged  the  grand  old  chimney-arch  of 
ancient  times,  ended  for  ever  the  mystery  of  the  House 
Crickets*  wants  and  cravings;  and  when  it  commonly 
blazed  every  winter  night  in  men's  dwellings,  all  the 
doubts  and  woes  of  Cricket  life  were  over.  These  seemed 
to  have  passed  away  like  the  dreams  of  a  disturbed  night, 
which  had  been  succeeded  by  daylight  and  reality.  And 
oh,  what  ecstasy  of  joy  the  Crickets  felt !  How  loud  they 
shouted,  and  how  high  they  sprang !  "  We  knew  it  would 
be  so  !  The  good  old  Mole  was  right !  The  grumbling 
beasts  were  wrong !  Everything  is  perfect  now,  and  no 
one  is  so  happy  as  we  are.** 

"  Grandmother,  what  creature  is  it  that  I  hear  singing 
so  loudly  in  the  corner  by  the  fire?**  inquires  the  little 
one  of  the  good  old  dame  who  sits  musing  on  the  oaken 
settle. 

**  I  do  not  hear  it,  my  child,  and  I  do  not  know/*  an- 
swers the  deaf  and  blind  old  crone.  "  But  if  it  be  singing, 
love,  it  is  happy,  and  enjoys  these  blessed  fires  as  much 
as  I  do.  *  Let  everything  that  hath  breath  praise  the 
Lord.' " 

Ah !  it  was  no  wonder  that,  amidst  the  many  merry 
voices  that  then  shouted,  and  still  shout,  round  those 
warm  and  friendly  fires,  no  voice  is  louder,  no  joy  more 
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grateful,  than  that  of  the  patient  Cricket.  He  has 
**  waited  **  through  fear  and  shadows — has  hoped  through 
darkness  and  ignorance — and  his  abode  now  glows  with 
warmth  and  light.  And,  if  he  received  a  lesson  of  wisdom 
from  a  creature  more  humble  and  seemingly  more  blind 
than  himself,  it  is  at  least  not  the  only  instance  in  which 
instruction  has  been  so  obtained. 

And  now  we  know  the  reason  why  the  Crickets  come 
by  troops  into  our  houses,  and  live  and  thrive  about  our 
cheering  fires,  and  sing  so  loud  and  long  that  the  house- 
wives sometimes  (I  grieve  to  say)  get  weary  of  the  noise, 
and  try  to  lessen  the  number  of  their  lively  visitors.  But 
yet,  there  is  a  strange  old  notion  of  good  fortune  attend- 
ing the  presence  of  these  little  chirping  creatures.  They 
are  welcomed  as  bringing  "  good  luck  **  to  the  family 
about  whose  hearth  they  settle.  And  so  they  do !  They 
bring  with  them  a  tale  of  promises  made  good.  They 
sing  a  song  of  hope  fulfilled ;  and  though  in  that  glad 
music  there  be  neither  speech  nor  language  which  we  can 
recognize  as  such,  there  is  yet  a  voice  to  be  heard  among 
them  by  all  who  love  to  listen,  with  reverent  delight,  to 
the  sweet  harmonies  and  deep  analogies  of  Nature. 


STT^ETGa 


XTbe  faster  of  tbe  Ibarvest- 

**That  which  thou  dost  not  understand  when  thou  readest,  thou  shalt 
understand  in  the  day  of  thy  visitation  ;  for  there  are  many  secrets  of  religion 
which  are  not  perceived  till  they  be  felt,  and  are  not  felt  but  in  the  day  of  a 
great  calamity." — Jeremy  Taylor. 

THE  Master  of  the  Harvest  walked  by  the  side  of  his 
corn-fields  in  the  early  year,  and  a  cloud  was  over 
his  face,  for  there  had  been  no  rain  for  several  weeks,  and 
the  earth  was  hard  from  the  parching  of  the  cold  east 
winds,  and  the  young  wheat  had  not  been  able  to  spring 
up. 

So,  as  he  looked  over  the  long  ridges  that  lay  stretched 
in  rows  before  him,  he  was  vexed,  and  began  to  grumble, 
and  say,  "  The  harvest  would  be  backward,  and  all  things 
would  go  wrong/*  At  the  mere  thought  of  which  he 
frowned  more  and  more,  and  uttered  words  of  complaint 
against  the  heavens,  because  there  was  no  rain ;  against 
the  earth,  because  it  was  so  dry  and  unyielding ;  against 
the  corn,  because  it  had  not  sprung  up. 

And  the  man's  discontent  was  whispered  all  over  the 
field,  and  all  along  the  long  ridges  where  the  corn-seeds 
lay  ;  and  when  it  reached  them  they  murmured  out,  "  How 
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cruel  to  complain  !  Are  we  not  doing  our  best  ?  Have 
we  let  one  drop  of  moisture  pass  by  unused,  one  moment 
of  warmth  come  to  us  in  vain  ?  Have  we  not  seized  on 
every  chance,  and  striven  every  day  to  be  ready  for  the 
hour  of  breaking  forth  ?  Are  we  idle  ?  Are  we  obstinate  ? 
Are  wc  indifferent  ?  Shall  we  not  be  found  waiting  and 
watching?     How  cruel  to  complain  !  " 

Of  all  this,  however,  the  Master  of  the  Harvest  heard 
nothing,  so  the  gloom  did  not  pass  away  from  his  face. 
On  the  contrary,  he  took  it  with  him  into  his  comfortable 
home,  and  repeated  to  his  wife  the  dark  words,  that  all 
things  were  going  wrong ;  that  the  drought  would  ruin 
the  harvest,  for  the  corn  was  not  yet  sprung. 

And  still  thinking  thus,  he  laid  his  head  on  his  pillow, 
and  presently  fell  asleep. 

But  his  wife  sat  up  for  a  while  by  the  bedside,  and 
opened  her  Bible,  and  read  :  "  The  harvest  is  the  end  of 
the  world,  and  the  reapers  are  the  angels.** 

Then  she  wrote  this  text  in  pencil,  on  the  fly-leaf  at  the 
end  of  the  book,  and  after  it  the  date  of  the  day,  and  after 
the  date  the  words,  **  Oh,  Lord,  the  husbandman,  Thou 
waitest  for  the  precious  fruit  Thou  hast  sown,  and  hast 
long  patience  for  it !  Amen,  O  Lord,  Amen  !  ** 

After  which  the  good  woman  knelt  down  to  pray,  and 
as  she  prayed  she  wept,  for  she  knew  that  she  was  very 
ill. 

But  what  she  prayed  that  night  was  heard  only  in 
Heaven. 
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And  so  a  few  days  passed  on  as  before,  and  the  house 
was  gloomy  with  the  discontent  of  its  master  ;  but  at  last, 
one  evening,  the  wind  changed,  the  sky  became  heavy 
with  clouds,  and  before  midnight  there  was  rain  all  over 
the  land ;  and  when  the  Master  of  the  Harvest  came  in 
next  morning,  wet  from  his  early  walk  by  the  corn-fields, 
he  said  that  it  was  well  it  had  come  at  last,  and  that,  at 
last,  the  -com  had  sprung  up. 

On  which  his  wife  looked  at  him  with  a  smile,  and 
said,  "  How  often  things  come  right,  about  which  one 
had  been  anxious  and  disturbed."  To  which  her  hus- 
band made  no  answer,  but  turned  away  and  spoke  of 
something  else. 

Meantime,  the  corn-seeds  had  been  found  ready  and 
waiting  when  the  hour  came,  and  the  young  sprouts  burst 
out  at  once ;  and  very  soon  all  along  the  long  ridges  were 
to  be  seen  rows  of  tender  blades,  tinting  the  whole  field 
with  a  delicate  green.  And  day  by  day  the  Master  of 
the  Harvest  saw  them  and  was  satisfied,  but,  because  he 
was  satisfied,  and  his  anxiety  was  gone,  he  spoke  of  other 
things  and  forgot  to  rejoice. 

And  a  murmur  arose  among  them, — "  Should  not  the 
Master  have  welcomed  us  to  life  ?  He  was  angry  but 
lately,  because  the  seed  he  had  sown  had  not  yet  brought 
forth  ;  now  that  it  has  brought  forth,  why  is  he  not  glad  ? 
What  more  does  he  want  ?  Have  we  not  done  our  best  ? 
Are  we  not  doing  it  minute  by  minute,  hour  by  hour,  day 
by  day?     From  the  morning  and  evening  dews,  from  the 
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glow  of  the  midday  sun,  from  the  juices  of  the  earth,  from 
the  breezes  which  freshen  the  air,  even  from  clouds  and 
rain,  are  we  not  taking  in  food  and  strength,  warmth  and 
life,  refreshment  and  joy;  so  that  one  day  the  valleys 
may  laugh  and  sing,  because  the  good  seed  hath  brought 
forth  abundantly  ?     Why  does  he  not  rejoice  ?  " 

As  before,  however,  of  all  they  said  the  Master  of  the 
Harvest  heard  nothing ;  and  it  never  struck  him  to  think 
of  the  young  corn-blades*  struggling  life.  Nay,  once, 
when  his  wife  asked  him  if  the  wheat  was  doing  well,  he 
answered,  **  Very  fairly,"  and  nothing  more.  But  she 
then,  because  the  evening  was  fine,  and  the  fairer  weather 
had  revived  her  failing  powers,  said  she  would  walk  out 
by  the  corn-fields  herself. 

And  so  it  came  to  pass  that  they  went  out  together. 

And  together  they  looked  all  along  the  long  green 
ridges  of  wheat,  and  watched  the  blades  as  they  quivered 
and  glistened  in  the  breeze  which  sprang  up  with  the 
setting  sun.  Together  they  walked,  together  they 
looked  ;  looking  at  the  same  things,  and  with  the  same 
human  eyes  ;  even  as  they  had  walked,  and  looked,  and 
lived  together  for  years,  but  with  a  world  dividing  their 
hearts ;  and  what  was  ever  to  unite  them  ? 

Even  then,  as  they  moved  along,  she  murmured  half- 
aloud,  half  to  herself,  thinking  of  the  anxiety  that  had 
passed  away, — "  Thou  visitest  the  earth,  and  blessest  it ; 
thou  makest  it  very  plenteous.** 

To  which  he  answered,  if  answer  it  may  be  called — 
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"  Why  are  you  always  so  gloomy  ?  Why  should  Scrip- 
ture be  quoted  about  such  common  things?" 

And  she  looked  in  his  face  and  smiled,  but  did  not 
speak  ;  and  he  could  not  read  the  smile,  for  the  life  of  her 
heart  was  as  hidden  to  him  as  the  life  of  the  corn-blades 
in  the  field. 

And  so  they  went  home  together,  no  more  being  said 
by  either ;  for,  as  she  turned  round,  the  sight  of  the  set- 
ting sun,  and  of  the  young  freshly-growing  wheat-blades 
brought  tears  into  her  eyes. 

She  might  never  see  the  harvest  upon  earth  again  ;  for 
her  that  other  was  at  hand,  whereof  the  reapers  were  to 
be  angels. 

And  when  she  opened  her  Bible  that  night  she  wrote 
on  the  fly-leaf  the  text  she  had  quoted  to  her  husband, 
and  after  the  text  the  date  of  the  day,  and  after  the  date 
the  words :  **  Bless  me,  even  me  also,  oh,  my  Father,  that 
I  may  bring  forth  fruit  with  patience  !  *' 

Very  peaceful  were  the  next  few  weeks  that  followed, 
for  all  nature  seemed  to  rejoice  in  the  weather,  and  the 
corn-blades  shot  up  till  they  were  nearly  two  feet  high, 
and  about  them  the  Master  of  the  Harvest  had  no  com- 
plaints to  make. 

But  2^t  the  end  of  that  time,  behold,  the  earth  began  to 
be  hard  and  dry  again,  for  once  more  rain  was  wanted ; 
and  by  degrees  the  growing  plants  failed  for  want  of 
moisture  and  nourishment,  and  lost  power  and  color,  and 
became  weak  and  yellow  in  hue.     And  once  more  the 
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husbandmen  began  to  fear  and  tremble,  and  once  more 
the  brow  of  the  Master  of  the  Harvest  was  overclouded 
with  angry  apprehension. 

And  as  the  man  got  more  and  more  anxious  about  the 
fate  of  his  crops,  he  grew  more  and  more  imtable  and 
distrustful,  and  railed  as  before,  only  louder  now,  against 
the  heavens,  because  there  was  no  rain  ;  against  the  earth, 
because  it  lacked  moisture ;  against  the  corn-plants,  be- 
cause they  had  waxed  feeble. 

Nay,  once,  when  his  sick  wife  reproved  him  gently, 
praying  him  to  remember  how  his  fears  had  been  turned 
to  joy  before,  he  reproached  her  in  his  turn  for  sitting  in 
the  house  and  pretending  to  judge  of  what  she  could 
know  nothing  about,  and  bade  her  come  out  and  see  for 
herself  how  all  things  were  working  together  for  ill. 

And  although  he  spoke  it  in  bitter  jest,  and  she  was 
very  ill,  she  said  that  she  would  go,  and  went. 

So  once  more  they  walked  out  together,  and  once  more 
looked  over  the  corn-fields ;  but  when  he  stretched 
out  his  arm  and  pointed  to  the  long  ridges  of  blades,  and 
she  saw  them  shrunken  and  faded  in  hue,  her  heart  was 
grieved  within  her,  and  she  turned  aside  and  wept  over 
them. 

Nevertheless  she  said  she  durst  not  cease  from  hope, 
since  an  hour  might  renew  the  face  of  the  earth,  if  God 
so  willed  ;  neither  should  she  dare  to  complain,  even  if 
the  harvest  were  to  fail. 

At  which  words  the  Master  of  the  Harvest  stopped 
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short,  amazed,  to  look  at  his  wife,  for  her  soul  was  grow- 
ing stronger  as  her  body  g^ew  weaker,  and  she  dared  to 
say  things  now  which  she  would  have  had  no  courage  to 
utter  before. 

But  of  all  this  he  knew  nothing,  and  what  he  thought, 
as  he  listened,  was,  that  she  was  as  weak  in  mind  as  in 
body ;  and  what  he  said  was,  that  a  man  must  be  an  idiot 
who  would  not  complain  when  he  saw  the  bread  taken 
from  under  his  very  eyes ! 

And  his  murmurings  and  her  tears  sent  a  shudder  all 
along  the  long  ridges  of  sickly  corn-blades,  and  they 
asked  of  one  another, "  Why  does  he  murmur?  and,  Why 
does  she  weep  ?  Are  we  not  doing  all  we  can  ?  Do  we 
slumber  or  sleep,  and  let  opportunities  pass  by  unused  ? 
Are  we  not  watching  and  waiting  against  the  times  of 
refreshing?  Shall  we  not  be  found  ready  at  last?  Why 
does  he  murmur  ?  and  Why  does  she  weep  ?  Is  she,  too, 
fading  and  waiting?  Has  she,  too,  a  master  who  has 
lost  patience  ?  " 

Meantime,  when  she  opened  her  Bible  that  night,  she 
wrote  on  the  fly-leaf  the  text,  "  Wherefore  should  a  man 
complain,  a  man  for  the  punishment  of  his  sins  ?  "  and 
after  the  text  the  date  of  the  day,  and  after  the  date  the 
words,  *'  Thou  dost  turn  Thy  face  from  us,  and  we  are 
troubled :  but,  Lord,  how  long,  how  long?  '* 

And  by-and-by  came  on  the  long-delayed  times  of  re- 
freshing, but  so  slowly  and  imperfectly,  that  the  change 
in  the  com  could  scarcely  be  detected  for  a  while.  Never- 
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husbandmen  began  to  fear  and  tremble,  and  once  more 
the  brow  of  the  Master  of  the  Harvest  was  overclouded 
with  angry  apprehension. 

And  as  the  man  got  more  and  more  anxious  about  the 
fate  of  his  crops,  he  grew  more  and  more  irritable  and 
distrustful,  and  railed  as  before,  only  louder  now,  against 
the  heavens,  because  there  was  no  rain  ;  against  the  earth, 
because  it  lacked  moisture ;  against  the  corn-plants,  be- 
cause they  had  waxed  feeble. 

Nay,  once,  when  his  sick  wife  reproved  him  gently, 
praying  him  to  remember  how  his  fears  had  been  turned 
to  joy  before,  he  reproached  her  in  his  turn  for  sitting  in 
the  house  and  pretending  to  judge  of  what  she  could 
know  nothing  about,  and  bade  her  come  out  and  see  for 
herself  how  all  things  were  working  together  for  ill. 

And  although  he  spoke  it  in  bitter  jest,  and  she  was 
very  ill,  she  said  that  she  would  go,  and  went. 

So  once  more  they  walked  out  together,  and  once  more 
looked  over  the  corn-fields ;  but  when  he  stretched 
out  his  arm  and  pointed  to  the  long  ridges  of  blades,  and 
she  saw  them  shrunken  and  faded  in  hue,  her  heart  was 
grieved  within  her,  and  she  turned  aside  and  wept  over 
them. 

Nevertheless  she  said  she  durst  not  cease  from  hope, 
since  an  hour  might  renew  the  face  of  the  earth,  if  God 
so  willed  ;  neither  should  she  dare  to  complain,  even  if 
the  harvest  were  to  fail. 

At  which  words  the  Master  of  the  Harvest  stopped 
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theless  it  told  at  last,  and  stems  struggled  up  among 
the  blades,  and  burst  forth  into  flowers,  which  gradually 
ripened  into  ears  of  grain.  But  a  struggle  it  had  been, 
and  continued  to  be,  for  the  measure  of  moisture  was 
scant,  and  the  due  amount  of  warmth  in  the  air  was 
wanting.  Nevertheless,  by  struggling  and  effort  the 
young  wheat  advanced,  little  by  little,  in  growth ;  pre- 
paring itself,  minute  by  minute — hour  by  hour — day  by 
day,  as  best  it  could,  for  the  great  day  of  the  harvest. — 
As  best  it  could  !  Would  the  Master  of  the  Harvest  ask 
more  ?  Alas !  he  had  still  something  to  find  fault  with, 
for  when  he  looked  at  the  ears  and  saw  that  they  were 
small  and  poor,  he  grumbled,  and  said  the  yield  would 
be  less  than  it  ought  to  be,  and  the  harvest  would  be  bad. 

And  as  more  weeks  went  on,  and  the  same  weather 
continued,  and  the  progress  was  very,  very  slow,  he 
spoke  out  of  his  vexation  to  his  wife  at  home,  to  his 
friends  at  the  market,  and  to  the  husbandmen  who  passed 
by  and  talked  with  him  about  the  crops. 

And  the  voice  of  his  discontent  was  breathed  over  the 
corn-field,  all  along  the  long  ridges  where  the  plants  were 
labouring,  and  waiting,  and  watching.  And  they  shud- 
dered and  murmured, — "  How  cruel  to  complain  !  Had 
we  been  idle,  had  we  been  negligent,  had  we  been  in- 
different, we  might  have  passed  away  without  bearing 
fruit  at  all.     How  cruel  to  complain  !  '* 

But  of  all  this  the  Master  of  the  Harvest  heard  nothing, 
so  he  did  not  cease  to  complain. 
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Meantime  another  week  or  two  went  on,  and  people, 
as  they  glanced  over  the  land,  wished  that  a  few  good 
rainy  days  would  come  and  do  their  work  decidedly,  so 
that  the  corn-ears  might  fill.  And  behold  while  this  wish 
was  yet  on  their  lips,  the  sky  became  charged  with  clouds, 
darkness  spread  over  the  country,  a  wild  wind  arose,  and 
the  growling  of  thunder  announced  a  storm.  And  such  a 
storm !  People  hid  from  it  in  cellars,  and  closets,  and 
dark  corners,  as  if  now,  for  the  first  time,  they  be^ 
lieved  in  a  God,  and  were  trembling  at  the  new-found 
fact ;  as  if  they  could  never  discover  Him  in  His  sunshine 
and  blessings,  but  only  thus  in  His  tempests  and  wrath. 

And  all  along  the  long  ridges  of  wheat-plants  drove  the 
rain-laden  blast,  and  they  bent  down  before  it  and  rose 
up  again,  like  the  waves  of  a  labouring  sea.  Ears  over 
ears  they  bowed  down  ;  ears  above  ears  they  rose  up. 
They  bowed  down,  as  if  they  knew  that  to  resist  was 
destruction  :  they  rose  up  as  if  they  had  hope  beyond  the 
storm.  Only  here  and  there,  where  the  whirlwinds  were 
strongest,  they  fell  down  and  could  not  lift  themselves 
again.  So  the  damage  done  was  but  little,  and  the 
general  good  was  great.  But  when  the  Master  of  the 
Harvest  saw  here  and  there  patches  of  overweighted  corn 
yet  dripping  from  the  thunder-showers,  he  grew  angry 
for  them  and  forgot  to  think  of  the  long  ridges  that 
stretched  over  his  fields,  where  the  corn-ears  were  swell- 
ing and  rejoicing. 

And  he  came  in  gloomy  to  his  home,  when  his  wife  was 
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hoping  that  now,  at  last,  all  would  be  well ;  and  when  she 
looked  at  him  the  tumult  of  her  soul  grew  beyond  con- 
trol, and  she  knelt  down  before  him  as  he  sat  moody  in 
his  chair,  and  threw  her  arms  around  him,  and  cried  out — 
"  It  is  of  the  Lord's  mercies  that  we  are  not  utterly  con- 
sumed. Oh,  husband !  pray  for  the  corn  and  for  me, 
that  it  may  go  well  with  us  at  the  last !  Carry  me  up- 
stairs !  *'  And  his  anger  was  checked  by  fear,  and  he 
carried  her  upstairs  and  laid  her  on  the  bed,  and  said  it 
must  be  the  storm  which  had  shaken  her  nerves.  But 
whether  he  prayed  for  either  the  com  or  her  that  night, 
she  never  knew. 

And  presently  came  a  new  distress ;  for  when  the  days 
of  rain  had  accomplished  their  gracious  work,  and  every 
one  was  satisfied,  behold,  they  did  not  cease.  And  as 
hitherto  the  cry  had  gone  up  for  water  on  the  furrows,  so 
now  men's  hearts  failed  them  for  fear  lest  it  should  con- 
tinue to  overflowing,  and  lest  mildew  should  set  in  upon 
the  full,  rich  ears,  and  the  glorious  crops  should  be  lost. 

And  the  Master  of  the  Harvest  walked  out  by  his  corn- 
fields, his  face  darker  than  ever.  And  he  railed  against 
the  rain,  because  it  would  not  cease  ;  against  the  sun,  be- 
cause it  would  not  shine ;  against  the  wheat,  because  it 
might  perish  before  the  harvest. 

"  But  why  does  he  always  and  only  complain  ?  "  moaned 
the  Corn-plants,  as  the  new  terror  was  breathed  over  the 
field.  "  Have  we  not  done  our  best  from  the  first  ?  And 
has  not  mercy  been  with  us,  sooner  or  later,  all  along? 
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When  moisture  was  scant,  and  we  throve  but  little,  why 
did  he  not  rejoice  over  that  little,  and  wait,  as  we  did,  for 
more?  Now  that  abundance  has  come,  and  we  swell 
triumphant  in  strength  and  in  hope,  why  does  he  not 
share  our  joy  in  the  present,  and  wait,  in  trust,  as  we 
do  for  the  future  ripening  change?  Why  does  he  always 
«omplain?  Has  he  himself  some  hard  master,  who  would 
fain  reap  where  he  has  not  sown,  and  gather  where  he 
has  not  strawed,  and  who  has  no  pity  for  his  servants 
who  strive  ?  " 

But  of  all  this  the  Master  of  the  Harvest  heard  nothing. 
And  when  the  days  of  rain  had  rolled  into  weeks,  and  the 
weeks  into  months,  and  the  autumn  set  in,  and  the  corn 
still  stood  up  green  in  the  ridges,  as  if  it  never  meant  to 
ripen  at  all,  the  boldest  and  most  hopeful  became  uneasy, 
and  the  Master  of  the  Harvest  despaired. 

But  his  wife  had  risen  no  more  from  her  bed,  where  she 
lay  in  sickness  and  suffering,  yet  in  patient  trust ;  watch- 
ing the  sky  through  the  window  that  faced  her  pillow ; 
looking  for  the  relief  that  came  at  last.  For  even  at  the 
eleventh  hour,  when  hope  seemed  almost  over,  and  men 
had  half  learned  to  submit  to  their  expected  trial,  the 
dark  days  began  to  be  varied  by  a  few  hours  of  sunshine ; 
and  though  these  passed  away,  and  the  gloom  and  rain 
returned  again,  yet  they  also  passed  away  in  their  turn, 
and  the  sun  shone  out  once  more. 

And  the  poor  sick  wife,  as  she  watched,  said  to  those 
around  her  that  the  weather  was  gradually  changing,  and 
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that  all  would  come  right  at  last :  and  sighing  a  prayer 
that  it  might  be  so  with  herself  also,  she  had  her  Bible 
brought  to  the  bed,  and  wrote  in  the  fly-leaf  the  text, 
"  Some  thirty,  some  sixty,  some  an  hundredfold  "  ;  and 
after  the  text  the  date  of  the  day,  for  on  that  day  the  sun 
had  been  shining  steadily  for  many  hours.  And  after  the 
date  the  words,  **  Unto  whom  much  is  given,  of  him  shall 
much  be  required  ;  yet  if  Thou,  Lord,  be  extreme  to  mark 
iniquity,  O  Lord,  who  may  stand?" 

And  day  by  day,  the  hours  of  sunshine  were  more  in 
number,  and  the  hours  of  rain  and  darkness  fewer,  and  by 
degrees  the  green  corn-ears  ripened  into  yellow,  and  the 
yellow  turned  into  gold,  and  the  harvest  was  ready,  and 
the  labourers  not  wanting.  And  the  bursting  Corn  broke 
out  into  songs  of  rejoicing,  and  cried,  "  At  least  we  have 
not  waited  and  watched  in  vain  !  Surely  goodness  and 
mercy  have  followed  us  all  the  days  of  our  life,  and  we 
arc  crowned  with  glory  and  honour.  Where  is  the  Master 
of  the  Harvest,  that  he  may  claim  his  own  with  joy  ?  " 

But  the  Master  of  the  Harvest  was  bending  over  the 
bed  of  his  dying  wife. 

And  she  whispered  that  her  Bible  should  be  brought. 
And  he  brought  it,  and  she  said,  "  Open  it  at  the  fly-leaf 
at  the  end,  and  write,  *  It  is  sown  in  corruption,  it  is  raised 
in  incorruption :  it  is  sown  in  dishonour,  it  is  raised  in 
glory:  it  is  sown  in  weakness,  it  is  raised  in  power:  it  is 
sown  a  natural  body,  it  is  raised  a  spiritual  body.*  "  And 
she  bade  him  add  the  date  of  the  day,  and  after  the  date 
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of  the  day  the  words,  "  O  Lord,  in  Thy  mercy  say  of  me 
— She  hath  done  what  she  could  ! "  And  then  she  laid 
her  hand  in  his,  and  so  fell  asleep  in  hope. 

And  the  harvest  of  the  earth  was  gathered  into  barns, 
and  the  gathering-day  of  rejoicing  was  over,  and  the  Mas- 
ter of  it  all  sat  alone  by  his  fireside,  with  his  wife's  Bible 
on  his  knee.  And  he  read  the  texts,  and  the  dates,  and 
the  prayers,  from  the  first  day  when  the  corn-seeds  were 
held  back  by  drought ;  and  as  he  read,  a  new  heart  seemed 
to  burst  out  within  him  from  the  old  one — a  heart  which 
the  Lord  of  the  other  Harvest  was  making  soft,  and  the 
springing  whereof  he  would  bless. 

And  henceforth,  in  his  going  out  and  coming  in  from 
watching  the  fruits  of  the  earth,  the  texts,  and  the  dates, 
and  the  prayers  were  ever  present  in  his  mind,  often  rising 
to  his  lips ;  and  he  murmured  and  complained  no  more, 
let  the  seasons  be  what  they  would,  and  his  fears  however 
great ;  for  the  thought  of  the  late-sprung  seed  in  his  own 
dry  cold  heart,  and  of  the  long-suffering  of  Him  who  was 
Lord  and  Master  of  all,  was  with  him  night  and  day. 
And  more  and  more  as  he  prayed  for  help,  that  the  weary 
struggle  might  be  blessed,  and  the  new-born  watching  and 
waiting  not  be  in  vain;  so  more  and  more  there  came 
over  his  spirit  a  yearning  for  that  other  harvest,  where 
he,  and  she  who  had  gone  before,  might  be  gathered  in 
together. 

And  thus, — in  one  hope  of  their  calling, — the  long- 
divided  hearts  were  united  at  last. 


XTbe  Deliverer. 

"  Sages,  leave  your  contemplations, 
Brighter  visions  beam  afar." 

Christmas  Hymn. 

FOR  years  there  has  been  abroad  over  the  earth,  a 
whisper  that  a  Deliverer  was  about  to  arise :  a  De- 
Hverer  who  had  been  promised  from  the  earliest  ages  of 
the  world.  Some  mighty  man  or  king,  some  sage  or 
conqueror,  who  would  bring  back  lost  justice,  goodness, 
and  happiness  to  the  suffering  race  of  men,  and  begin  a 
reign  of  everlasting  peace. 

And  the  hearts  of  all  whom  the  whisper  reached, 
caught  fire  at  the  thought ;  for  who  so  dull  as  not  to 
know  his  own  wretchedness,  or  not  to  see  that  things 
around  him  might  be  better  than  they  were  ?  Ah !  men 
knew  it  but  too  well.  Death,  sickness,  the  necessity  of 
labour,  labour  bestowed  in  vain,  wronged  affections,  the 
triumph  of  might  over  right,  wars  and  tumults,  household 
divisions,  and  the  thousand  other  miseries  of  life,  had 
from  year  to  year  in  every  age  unfolded  to  each  man  in 
succession,  as  he  awoke  to  reason,  the  strange  sad  fact, 
that  some  prevailing  disorder  existed  in  the  world  in  his 
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own  particular  day  ;  while  at  the  same  time  a  strong 
instinct  in  his  soul  told  him,  that  it  had  not  always  been 
so, — would  not  be  so  for  ever. 

So  the  whisper  of  a  Deliverer  stole  into  all  hearts  with 
a  promise  of  better  things  in  store ;  but,  obscure  and 
indefinite,  it  was  interpreted  by  many  minds  in  as  many 
different  ways,  according  to  the  bent  of  different  wishes 
and  feeling.  Only  in  one  thing  all  agreed,  namely,  that 
at  the  advent  of  this  Mighty  One,  sorrow  and  evil  should 
flee  away,  and  joy  and  peace  be  spread  over  the  earth  as 
the  waters  cover  the  sea. 

A  Deliverer! — what  should  he  deliver  them  from,  if  not 
from  the  death  so  abhorrent  to  every  instinct  of  their 
being;  from  the  grinding  sicknesses  which  made  life  a 
burden  even  to  the  young  ;  from  the  toil  that  kept  the 
strong  man  back  from  ease  and  enjoyment ;  from  the 
disappointments  which  racked  the  tenderest  and  best 
emotions  of  their  hearts ;  from  the  chains  of  unjust  op- 
pression :  from  the  strife  of  parties  and  of  tongues  ;  from 
the  weakness  of  their  own  souls,  which  left  them  a  prey 
to  evil  imaginations  from  within  and  a  thousand  tempta- 
tions from  without  ? 

Truly  such  life  was  but  a  weariness  at  the  best :  and 
''  Oh,  for  a  Deliverer !  '*  was  the  cry  that  went  up  from 
each  man's  heart  as  his  own  particular  burden  bore  him 
down.  Oh,  that  the  everlasting  doors  were  lifted  up,  that 
the  King  of  Glory  might  come  in,  and  touch  the  earth  with 
some  magic  sceptre,  restoring  all  things  to  order  and  joy! 
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But  the  name  of  the  Mighty  One  was  to  be  called  "  Won- 
derful, Counsellor,  The  Mighty  God,  The  Everlasting 
Father,  The  Prince  of  Peace."  And  the  government  was 
to  be  upon  his  shoulders,  although  he  was  to  be  a  son, 
and  born  a  child.  Where,  then,  but  in  palaces  could  he 
be  expected,  or  looked  for  ;  where  but  in  palaces  brought 
forth  and  nurtured  ?  Surely,  kings  must  be  his  nursing 
fathers  and  their  queens  his  nursing  mothers.  Oh,  happy 
parents  of  a  happy  child  ! — who  great  enough,  who  high 
enough  to  be  so  favoured  ?  Yet  the  child  of  these  great 
ones  was  to  be  greater  and  mightier  than  all,  to  rule 
and  triumph  over  all ! — A  King  of  kings,  a  Lord  of 
lords !  Well  might  the  longing  eyes  of  hope  be  fixed 
on  palaces  and  regal  halls !  Well  might  the  mur- 
mured question  arise,  "Can  this  be  He.^"  when  the 
cry  of  a  new-born  prince  was  heard  within  their  walls ! 
What  wonder  if  Sibyl  and  Poet  sang,  by  anticipation, 
of  His  fame! 

But  ever  as  the  children  of  these  great  ones  grew  up 
to  manhood,  they  merged  by  the  common  lot  of  suffering 
and  sin  into  common  men,  and  hope  was  darkened :  yet 
though  darkened  not  extinguished — and  the  Deliverer 
was  still  looked  for  as  before. 

Some,  however,  there  were,  who  found  in  the  titles, 
**  Wonderful,  Counsellor,**  another  meaning  and  another 
aim.  Kingly  the  Deliverer  might  be  by  influence  and 
character,  but  not  necessarily  in  his  human  birth.  The 
kingship  of  man's  noblest  faculty — Reason — might  be  at 
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handy  to  overthrow  all  kingships  of  mere  blood ;  the 
triumph  of  mind  over  material  things,  the  kingship  of  in- 
tellect  over  brute  passion  and  force. 

The  poor  wise  man  who  saved  the  city,  but  had  neither 
thanks  nor  honour  for  his  pains,  was  a  type  of  a  state  of 
things  now  at  last  about  to  pass  away.  And  the  mid- 
night  oil  had  not  been  wasted,  nor  the  brain  racked  in 
vain,  if  this  were  so  indeed :  if  the  day  and  hour  were 
at  hand  when  he  should  be  exalted  as  universal  Coun- 
sellor, whom  wisdom  had  made  fit  to  rule ;  and  He 
be  called  Wonderful  who  was  great  by  the  secrets  of 
his  mind. 

And  as  sages  and  philosophers  meditated  on  these 
things,  there  glowed  in  their  bosoms  aspirations  which 
bordered  on  devotion.  And  they  stretched  out  suppli- 
cating hands  to  the  Unseen  Ruler  of  all,  asking  that  the 
Wonderful,  the  Counsellor,  might  bring  them  light  and 
truth  indeed,  and  conquer  with  those  arms  alone  the 
ignorance  and  errors  of  the  world. 

Oh,  for  the  rising  of  that  day,  when  the  real  majesty 
and  power  of  the  human  mind  should  be  revealed  to  the 
ignorant  multitude  in  all  its  magnificence !  Here  is  the 
only  greatness  worth  the  name !  Here  the  only  power  fit 
for  universal  rule ! 

But  year  after  year  the  wise  man  died  as  a  fool, 
and  his  children  followed  him,  and  neither  among  them 
had  the  Deliverer  arisen,  but  must  be  looked  for  as 
before. 

VOL.  1.— x6 
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Again  :  "  Prince  of  Peace  !  "  mused  others.  In  this, 
all  is  comprehended.  The  conquering  spoken  of  is  but 
the  overcoming  of  all  wish  for  strife ;  the  rule  in  store, 
the  sovereignty  of  love,  suppressing  all  desires  but  that  of 
universal  joy. 

Ah !  surely,  when  the  Deliverer  came  it  would  be  to 
make  all  men  happy  alike,  and  pour  a  healing  balsam 
into  every  wound  !  Then  would  all  the  old  griefs  be 
buried  and  forgotten,  and  the  soothed  minds  of  con- 
tented  men  trouble  themselves  no  more  with  struggle  and 
labour. 

Oh,  for  the  dawning  of  that  morn  when  each  man  should 
be  king  and  kingdom  to  himself,  and  the  world  resound 
once  more  to  the  songs  of  rejoicing  which  gladdened  the 
golden  age  !  Had  not  the  Sibyls  so  spoken,  and  had  not 
the  Poet  so  sung  ?  Then  should  every  man  sit  under  his 
own  vine  and  fig-tree,  and  poor  and  rich  alike  cease 
from  the  land,  for  all  should  be  equal  and  all  happy. 

But  whence  should  such  a  Deliverer  be  looked  for — 
where  be  expected  to  arise? — Ah!  surely  only  in  some 
happy  spot  of  Nature,  some  valley  peaceful  and  beautiful 
as  that  of  Cashmere,  among  a  race  of  pastoral  simplicity ; 
in  some  perfect  household,  where  disturbance  was  never 
known,  and  one  mind  prevailed.  Thence  alone  could  come 
He  who  would  cause  the  cruel  swords  of  war  to  be  turned 
into  ploughshares,  and  spears  into  reaping-hooks,  and 
animate  and  inanimate  nature  to  join  in  one  general  song 
of  joy. 
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So  these  looked  to  the  lovely  valleys  and  the  quiet  nooks 
of  Nature  for  the  magic  spot  where  discord  had  never 
entered.  But  they,  too,  looked  and  waited  in  vain — yet 
looked  and  waited  on  as  before,  and  called  upon  Nature 
herself  to  confirm  their  hopes. 

And  the  inanimate  Earth  awoke  at  last  to  the  conscious- 
ness of  some  great  approaching  event,  and  listened  to  the 
whisper  of  deliverance,  even  as  before  she  had  suffered 
and  sunk  under  the  ancient  curse.  And  spring  by  spring, 
as  she  adorned  herself  in  beauty,  putting  on  verdure  and 
flowers,  the  sense  of  the  Mighty  One  who  was  to  restore 
and  renovate  her  lost  glories  swelled  through  every  pulse. 
But  she  could  not  be  troubled  with  the  discordant  expec- 
tations of  men.  ..."  Come  as  He  will,"  she  cried, 
"  as  King,  as  Conqueror,  as  Sage,  as  God  :  thus,  thus,  thus, 
in  my  bloom  and  beauty,  do  I  make  myself  meet  and 
ready  for  his  advent ;  thus,  thus,  thus  am  I  worthy  to  re- 
ceive my  Lord  and  King !  When  he  comes  shall  not  all 
the  hills  leap  for  joy,  and  the  valleys  laugh  and  sing,  and 
the  trees  of  the  forest  rejoice?  '* 

So  spring  after  spring  she  adorned  herself  in  hope,  and, 
summer  after  summer,  she  glowed  with  longing  expecta- 
tion ;  but  spring  and  summer  fled  away  and  no  Deliverer 
had  come.  And  when  the  sap  must  return  back  again  to 
the  roots  of  trees  and  plants;  and  flowers  and  leaves 
decay,  and  a  torpor  as  of  death  prevail  over  them  for  a 
while,  she  wept  tears  of  regret  while  they  took  sad  leave 
of  each  other,  but  said — **  With  a  new  season  there  will  be 
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hope  once  more.'*  And  Earth  echoed  the  words,  but,  cold 
and  desolate,  she  felt  no  confidence,  and  showed  no  signs 
of  hope.  Only  the  evergreens  cheered  her  up,  for  said 
they,  **  While  better  things  cannot  be  had,  be  contented 
with  us ;  at  any  rate,  we  will  remind  you  of  what  is  to 
come.** 

Oh,  ignorant  man  and  ignorant  earth  alike !  While  dark- 
ness was  over  the  mind  of  one,  and  deadness  over  the  face 
of  the  other — when  the  eyes  of  the  common  world  were 
fixed  on  earthly  palaces,  and  the  thoughts  of  the  wise  on 
the  fruits  of  earthly  wisdom :  yea,  when  the  lovers  of 
pleasure  hoped  for  a  Deliverer  in  scenes  of  earthly  enjoy- 
ment— behold,  God  had  chosen  "  the  foolish  things  of  the 
world  to  confound  the  wise ;  .  .  .  the  weak  things  of 
the  world  to  confound  the  things  which  are  mighty ; 
.  .  .  and  base  things  of  the  world,  and  things  which 
are  despised,**  had  He  chosen,  **  that  no  flesh  should  glory 
in  His  presence.** 

Turn  aside  your  eyes  from  earthly  grandeurs,  ye  pris- 
oners of  hope!  Put  away  from  your  hearts  the  confidence 
of  human  wisdom !  Generation  after  generation  had 
passed  away,  and  the  whole  world  lay  yet  in  wickedness, 
for  "  in  the  wisdom  of  God,  the  world  by  wisdom  knew  not 
God  ** ;  and  not  many  wise  men  after  the  flesh,  not  many 
mighty,  not  many  noble,  are  called  by  Him. 

And  then,  lo !  in  the  stable  of  a  village  inn,  where  the 
beasts  of  the  field  were  wont  to  take  their  rest,  a  weary 
foot-worn  maiden  had  laid  down  for  shelter  and  ease,  for 
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no  other  room  could  be  found.  And  hark  to  the  cry  of 
a  new-born  babe  which  rose  thence,  unnoticed  by  the  busy 
world  without !  The  first-born  of  a  mother,  whose  husband 
earned  their  bread  by  daily  toil — what  mattered  this  com- 
mon birth  to  other  men  ?  Yet — hark  to  another  cry  which 
went  up  amidst  the  wailings  of  the  lowly  child  ;  a  cry  of 
thanksgiving  and  praise.  **  Glory  be  to  God  in  the  High- 
est, and  on  earth  peace,  good-will  toward  men."  "  Unto 
you  is  born  this  day,  in  the  city  of  David,  a  Saviour,  which 
is  Christ  the  Lord  !  '*  And  they  who  sang  this  glad  Ho- 
sanna  were  the  Angels  of  Heaven  ! 

Oh,  day  of  glory  and  delight !  the  Deliverer  had  come 
at  last ;  the  day  of  redemption  was  there !  but  what  was 
the  sign  whereby  the  long-expected  Mighty  One  might 
be  known  ?  Had  kings  at  last  given  birth  to  him  ?  Had 
sages  at  last  found  him  ? 

Nay ! — to  simple  shepherds  abiding  in  the  field,  keep- 
ing watch  over  their  flocks  by  night,  was  the  news 
declared,  amidst  the  shining  of  the  glory  of  the  Lord : 
and  the  sign  whereby  He  was  to  be  known,  was  that  He 
should  be  found  wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes,  and  lying 
in  a  manger. 

Oh,  ignorant  man  and  ignorant  earth  alike !  When  the 
cry  of  that  helpless  infant  broke  forth  in  the  shed  of  the 
village  inn,  who,  untaught  of  Heaven,  could  have  dreamt, 
that  at  that  moment,  and  thus,  the  Desire  of  all  nations 
had  come  among  men  ? 

Yet   thus,  thus,  thus,  in   the  counsels  of  God   it  was 
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decreed  it  should  be !  Thus  at  His  first  coming  He 
should  come,  an  Example  to  all  men. 

Ay  !  thus,  thus,  thus — in  poverty  and  lowliness.  Thus, 
thus,  thus, — while  Nature  lay  torpid  and  hopeless,  and 
half  the  world  was  winter-wrapped  in  snow.  Thus,  thus, 
thus— with  healing  on  His  wings,  but  not  the  healing  they 
sought  for ;  not  a  deliverance  from  death  or  sorrow,  not 
a  freedom  from  toil  or  pain,  not  even  a  ransom  from 
temptation  and  sin ;  but,  behold,  by  the  strength  and 
wisdom  of  God's  right  hand,  and  the  power  of  His  holy 
Spirit,  to  make  men  through  all  these  things  **  more  than 
conquerors." 

We  strive  after  signs  and  wonders,  we  look  for  visible 
manifestations,  we  long  for  sensible  experiences,  and 
when  unanswered  we  fall  back  without  a  hope ;  but  how 
often,  and  often,  and  often,  must  the  lesson  of  the  Advent 
be  repeated.  Not  always  where  and  how  we  look  for 
Him  does  the  Divine  One  make  His  presence  known  to 
ourselves.  Not  always  even  when  we  are  hopeful  and 
earnest.  Not  always  when  in  confidence  we  cry,  "  Thus, 
thus,  thus,  am  I  meet  to  receive  my  Lord  and  King," 
does  He  come  indeed. 

Then  hang  up  the  holly,  the  ivy,  and  the  yew,  over  the 
Christmas  snows,  as  memorials  of  a  hope  which  human 
reason  could  never  teach.  Not  by  the  glories  of  summer 
was  the  Comforter  ushered  into  the  world.  In  the  season 
of  cold  and  of  darkness  He  came  to  His  own.  In  the 
winter  and  humiliation  of  our  souls,  when  the  robes  of 
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earthly  righteousness  have  been  laid  aside,  it  may  be  He 
will  draw  near  again.  When  learning  and  research  cannot 
find  Him,  it  may  be  He  will  reveal  Himself  to  the  simple 
in  heart.  When  the  expectations  of  great  men  perish. 
He  may  come  with  healing  on  His  wings  to  the  soul  of 
the  lowly  and  meek. 
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••  Or  tu  chi  se\  che  vuoi  setlere  a  scranna. 
Per  giudicar  da  lungi  mille  miglia 
Con  la  veduta  corta  d'una  spanna  ?  " — Dante. 

'*  And  who  art  thou,  that  on  the  stool  wouldst  sit 
To  judge  at  distance  of  a  thousand  miles, 
With  the  short-sighted  vision  of  a  span  ?  " 

Gary's  Translation. 

LITTLE  Siegfried,  the  widow's  son,  climbed  day  by 
day  up  the  hill  which  overlooked  his  mother's 
cottage,  and  rambled  about  on  the  top,  running  after 
birds  and  insects,  and  gathering  the  beautiful  wild-flowers 
that  grow  on  the  Swiss  Alps. 

There  the  dark-blue  gentians,  and  the  Alpine  rose,  as 
it  is  called,  and  campanulas  and  salvias,  are  almost  as 
common  as  the  cowslips  and  daisies  of  English  fields,  and, 
from  the  brightness  of  their  colours,  make  the  hill-sides 
look  like  gardens,  instead  of  uncultivated  ground. 

Little  Siegfried's  father  had  been  killed  in  battle,  some 
months  before  his  child's  birth,  and  so,  when  he  came 
into  the  world,  he  was  cradled  in  tears  instead  of  smiles; 
and  what  wonder  if  he  grew  up  less  thoughtless  and  gay 
than  other  boys  of  his  age. 
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It  was  his  mother  who  had  first  shown  Siegfried  where 
to  climb  the  hill,  and  where  to  find  the  finest  flowers; 
and  had  made  him  look  at  the  hills  still  higher  than  their 
own,  by  which  their  valley  was  enclosed,  and  had  pointed 
out  to  him  Mont  Blanc  in  the  distance,  looming  like  a 
shadowy  giant  in  the  sky. 

For  thus  and  thus  had  her  husband  shown  her  all 
these  things  during  the  few  happy  months  of  their  marri- 
age, before  he  was  called  away  to  the  wars ;  and  on  the 
same  heights  where  the  child  now  roamed  after  flowers, 
his  parents  had  sat  together  among  them,  in  quiet  sum- 
mer evenings,  sometimes  talking,  sometimes  reading,  al- 
ways praising  God  for  the  happiness  He  was  permitting 
them  to  enjoy. 

But  having  thus  led  her  child  to  the  spot  so  fondly  en- 
deared to  herself,  and  bidden  him  rejoice  in  the  sights 
and  scenes  of  Nature,  and  told  him  of  the  protecting  God 
of  goodness  who  ruled  over  all,  the  widowed  mother  went 
back  alone  to  her  cottage,  to  weep  out  in  secret  her  re- 
awakened grief.  Siegfried,  meanwhile,  amused  himself 
on  the  flowery  heights,  his  new  play-ground  ;  and  after  he 
had  gathered  for  his  mother  the  nosegay  she  had  asked 
him  to  bring,  he  lay  down  on  the  soft  turf,  and  looked 
round  at  the  hills,  and  up  to  the  snowy  sides  of  the  huge 
Mont  Blanc  (of  which  he  could  see  so  much  more  here 
than  down  in  the  valley  below),  till  it  took  possession  of 
his  fancy  as  something  wonderful  and  grand  ;  something 
far  beyond  the  flowers,  bright  and  lovely  as  they  were. 
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And  ever  afterwards,  day  by  day,  when  he  had  had 
enough  of  chasing  and  rambling,  he  used  to  lie  down  in 
the  same  place,  and  look  at  the  hills  in  the  same  way, 
that  he  might  feel  again  what  he  had  felt  at  first. 

Yet  he  found  no  sameness  in  the  sight.  The  clouds  that 
sometimes  lifted  themselves  up  from,  and  at  other  times 
came  down  over,  the  mountain,  were  never  quite  alike. 
The  shadows  that  flitted  across  it  varied  from  day  to  day 
in  their  shape  and  size  and  course  ;  and  the  sunshine  that 
broke  over  it  was  of  many  different  tints,  and  lit  it  up  in 
a  thousand  different  ways.  At  one  time  it  was  wrapt  in  a 
silvery  haze ;  at  another  the  air  became  so  clear,  that  the 
child  could  see  the  glittering  of  the  snow  atoms,  as  they 
seemed  to  dance  in  and  out,  like  the  stars  in  the  sky. 

So  Siegfried  never  wearied  of  watching  the  huge 
mountain,  but  got  to  love  it  more  and  more,  with  a  love 
mixed  with  respectful  awe,  and  a  feeling  as  if  it  had  some 
sort  of  life  and  consciousness. 

At  last,  one  day,  when  his  mother  was  putting  his 
little  basket  in  his  hand,  that  he  might  go  on  the  hill  as 
usual  to  play,  he  asked  her  if  he  might  go  to  the  top  of 
Mont  Blanc  instead,  and  if  she  would  show  him  the  way. 

It  was  no  wonder  that  the  good  widow  smiled,  as  she 
told  him  that  neither  he  nor  she  was  able  to  climb  up 
such  a  terrible  mountain.  But  she  did  smile;  and  al- 
though she  noticed  how  the  little  face  flushed  over  as  she 
spoke,  she  thought  naturally  enough,  that  this  was  be- 
cause of  his  disappointment.     So,  kissing  him  lovingly, 


252  Red  Snow, 


away  with  his  basket ;  but  instead  of  running  about 
and  picking  flowers,  he  threw  himself  at  once  upon  the 
ground,  and  looked  at  the  mountain,  and  cried,  for  he 
felt  very  sorry  at  what  his  mother  had  said.  Presently, 
however,  he  wiped  his  eyes,  and  looked  again ;  then 
sprang  up  and  stared  before  him  as  if  surprised.  All 
the  distance  was  bathed  in  bright  sunshine,  and  the  air 
was  more  transparent  than  usual,  and,  lo  !  a  round,  rosy- 
coloured  patch  was  visible  on  the  far-off  snows.  He  had 
never  seen  it  before.  What  could  it  be?  He  thought  he 
knew;  and  running  hastily  down  to  the  cottage,  threw 
open  the  door  and  shouted  in  delight :  **  Mother !  there  is 
a  rose  on  Mont  Blanc ! " 

Siegfried's  mother  did  not  laugh  now,  for  she  saw  the 
child  was  excited  ;  and  she  was  grieved  for  him.  Ah !  he 
had  only  half  the  love  that  should  have  been  his;  she 
must  console  him  as  best  she  could  ;  he  was  not  like 
other  boys,  she  knew — and  thinking  this,  she  took  him  on 
her  knee,  and  tried  to  explain  to  him  that  it  must  be  only 
some  accidental  light  from  the  sky  that  caused  the  rosy 
patch,  for  that  no  vegetation  of  any  kind  grew  on  the 
sides  of  the  snowy  mountain ;  there  could  be  no  roses 
there;  and  she  knew  that  it  often  looked  pink  in  the 
evening  sun — only  now  it  was  not  evening. 

Siegfried  was  silent  for  a  few  seconds,  and  hung  down 
his  head  ;  but  presently  he  murmured  out,  **  Why?" 

"  Ah,  Siegfried  !  '*  cried  the  mother,  "  is  it  not  enough 
that  God    chooses    it    to    be   so !     It    is    He   who  sends 
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the  everlasting  snows  there,  and  the  flowery  herbage 
here." 

"  I  am  very  sorry  for  the  mountain/*  persisted  little 
Siegfried,  sadly  ;  so  sadly  that  his  mother  grieved  for  the 
fanciful  child,  and  asked  should  she  go  up  with  him 
again  to  the  hill,  and  see  the  rosy  patch  on  the  snow  her- 
self? On  which  the  smiles  came  back  to  Siegfried's  face, 
and  they  went  away  together  very  happily,  and  with  the 
basket  as  usual ;  for,  said  the  mother :  "  You  came  back 
empty-handed  to-day,  Siegfried,  and  brought  me  no 
flowers.** 

But,  by  the  time  they  reached  the  old  spot,  heavy  mists 
had  come  down  over  the  landscape,  and  neither  Mont 
Blanc  nor  its  rosy  patch  could  be  seen.  Even  Siegfried 
laughed  at  the  journey  they  had  taken  for  nothing,  and, 
after  filling  his  basket,  was  contented  to  return  home; 
but  in  doing  so,  he  began  to  talk  again. 

"  If  we  had  fewer  flowers,  mother,  we  should  be  quite 
as  happy,  and  then  the  great  mountain  could  have  some 
too.     I  wish  God  would  make  things  equal.** 

"  Hush,  little  Siegfried,  hush !  **  cried  his  mother,  in  a 
half  whisper;  "God  has  a  right  to  do  what  He  pleases, 
and  we  must  not  dispute  about  it,  nor  wish  it  otherwise. 
He  chooses  that  there  shall  be  desolate  places  as  well  as 
pretty  ones  in  the  world  ;  outcast  ends  of  the  earth,  as  it 
were,  which  nobody  seems  to  care  for,  as  well  as  happy 
valleys.  I  am  afraid  it  is  the  same  with  human  beings — 
men  and  women,    I  mean — which  is  much  worse.     I  am 
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afraid  there  are  many  outcast,  God-deserted  men,  as  well 
as  mountains.  But  you  are  too  young  to  understand  such 
things." 

The  mother  sighed  as  she  spoke.  Verily,  she  did  not 
understand  such  things  herself. 

And  so  they  walked  on  a  few  steps  farther,  and  then 
the  boy  began  again. 

"  At  any  rate,  the  top  of  the  mountain  is  nearer  heaven 
than  our  hill,  mother.     It  goes  right  into  the  blue/* 

**  No,  no,"  cried  the  widow,  passionately  ;  **  it  only  looks 
to  be  so.  It  is  no  nearer  to  real  Heaven  than  we  are.  If 
it  were,  oh  !  would  I  not  have  gone  there  long  ago,  at  the 
risk  of  life  itself !  " 

The  child  looked  up  surprised  at  his  mother,  for  she 
spoke  in  tones  very  unusual  to  her ;  and  seeing  how  sad 
her  face  was,  he  wondered  to  himself  if  she  also  were 
fretting  that  Mont  Blanc  was  so  miserable  and  forlorn. 

And,  snatching  the  nosegay  from  the  basket,  he  flung 
the  flowers  as  far  into  the  air  as  he  could,  exclaiming, 
"  There !  I  wish  you  had  wings,  and  would  fly  away  to 
the  mountain,  and  make  it  look  beautiful,  too ! " 

Nothing  more  was  spoken  between  them,  but  after  little 
Siegfried  had  said  his  evening  prayers,  and  gone  to  bed, 
and  while  the  mother  was  sitting  alone  in  the  chamber 
below,  she  heard  a  sound  of  sobbing  ;  and,  going  upstairs, 
found  the  boy  crying  bitterly  ;  the  only  account  he  could 
give  of  which  was,  that  he  could  not  help  thinking  about 
the  poor  outcast,  God-deserted  mountain. 
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Now,  it  was  not  the  mountain  she  had  called  God-de- 
serted. That  was  his  own  disturbed  idea ;  a  confusion  he 
had  got  into  from  what  his  mother  had  said.  But  how 
hard  this  was  to  explain!  How  painful  to  touch  the 
chords  of  a  subject  which  jarred  so  cruelly  against  the 
natural  hopes  and  faith  of  a  gentle  heart ! 

How  difficult  also  for  one  who  had  known  the  stern 
realities  of  sorrow,  to  "  feel  along  '*  the  more  delicate 
"  line  **  of  an  infant's  dreamy  griefs ! 

He  was  soothed  by  degrees,  however,  and  after  she  left 
him,  her  thoughts  soon  wandered  away  from  what  she 
felt  to  be  his  fanciful  troubles  about  the  desolate  moun- 
tain, to  her  own  struggles  with  her  desolate  heart. 

The  next  day  was  Sunday,  and  Siegfried  was  able  to 
walk  to  the  somewhat  distant  church,  and  even  to  repeat 
a  few  of  the  prayers,  and  listen,  now  and  then,  to  bits  of 
the  sermon,  when  his  mother  thought  there  was  something 
he  could  understand,  and  drew  his  attention  to  it. 

But  on  this  particular  day  there  was  no  need  for  her  to 
call  his  attention  to  the  preacher ;  nay,  had  she  been  able, 
she  would  have  been  very  glad  to  have  prevented  his 
hearing  him  at  all.  But  how  could  he  help  hearing  when 
the  pastor,  addressing  his  flock,  asked  if  there  was  a  single 
one,  young  or  old,  among  them,  who  had  not  gazed  hun- 
dreds and  hundreds  of  times  at  the  giant  mountain  of 
their  land — the  snow-covered,  inaccessible  heights  of 
Mont  Blanc  ? 

Siegfried  and  his  mother  looked  at  each  other,  and  his 
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heart  leapt  within  him,  to  think  that  now,  at  last,  he 
should  hear  something  about  his  mysterious  friend  ;  and, 
clasping  his  mother's  hand  tightly  in  his  own,  he  listened 
for  every  word. 

But,  alas !  for  what  he  heard.  The  pastor,  after  describ- 
ing the  mountain  in  all  the  magnificence  of  its  size  and 
form,  painted  it  as  being,  nevertheless,  the  region  of  hope- 
less desolation ;  the  abode  of  everlasting  lifelessness  and 
despair.  Cold,  hard,  insensible,  what  could  rouse  it  from 
its  death-like  torpor  ?  The  life-giving  sun  shone  upon  it 
from  day  to  day,  from  age  to  age ;  but  no  influence  from 
its  rays  ever  penetrated  that  frozen  bosom.  The  dews 
fell  upon  it,  the  storms  burst  over  it,  equally  in  vain.  Un- 
moved, it  lifted  up  its  gloomy  crest  to  Heaven,  as  if  de- 
fying its  very  Maker  to  touch  the  stony  depths  and  bid 
the  waters  flow,  or  warm  and  soften  them  into  life  and 
gladness ! 

Siegfried  was  already  in  tears,  but  what  followed  was 
still  worse,  for  the  pastor  now  called  upon  his  congrega- 
tion to  consider  whether  there  was  not  something  in  the 
moral  world  of  which  the  insensible  mountain  was  but 
the  too  faithful  type  ?  And  then  he  answered  himself, 
Yes ! — the  hardened  human  heart,  the  wicked  natural 
heart,  the  Pharaoh-heart  of  the  multitude,  on  which  the 
sunshine  of  Divine  Grace  and  the  storms  of  Divine  Wrath 
were  equally  poured  out  in  vain. 

Yet,  that  "  offences  must  needs  come  **  he  was  well 
aware ;  that  such  God-deserted  beings  as  he  had   spoken 
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of  must  come  up  and  be  cut  down,  he  knew :  "  vessels  of 
wrath  appointed  to  destruction."  But,  oh  !  might  none 
of  the  congregation  now  before  him  be  of  the  number  of 
those  lost  ones !  Might  all  there  present  take  warning 
henceforth,  as  they  turned  their  eyes  to  the  stiff-necked 
hill  of  their  native  country,  and  flee  from  the  wrath  of 
the  Lamb !     .     .     . 

Siegfried's  sobs  had  by  this  time  become  so  uncontrol- 
lable, that  the  neighbours  were  disturbed  ;  and  the  widow 
thought  the  best  thing  she  could  do  was  to  rise  up  and 
leave  the  church  with  her  child. 

There  was  no  use  in  arguing  with  him  ;  he  was  both 
too  young  and  too  much  distressed  ;  added  to  which,  his 
mother  was  scarcely  less  pained  by  the  stern  words  than 
he  was. 

She,  too,  could  have  wept  to  think  of  '*  vessels  of  wrath 
appointed  to  destruction,'*  and  longed  to  hope  against 
hope  for  the  world  of  her  fellow-creatures.  In  the  material 
world  she  had  but  little  interest,  for  she  knew  but  little 
about  it,  and  had  not  sufficiently  considered  the  text 
which  says  that  "  God*s  mercy  is  over  a//  His  works"  ; 
not  limited  to  one  class  of  creatures,  or  even  to  one  sort 
of  life. 

Feeling  as  she  did,  therefore,  she  entered  into  no  dis- 
cussion with  her  boy,  but  through  the  home  evening  con- 
trived to  divert  his  mind  by  reading  him  pleasant  stories 
of  good  people  who  had  lived  in  favour  with  God,  and  had 
died  full  of  hope  and  peace. 

VOL.    I.— 17 
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Nevertheless,  Siegfried's  last  thought,  as  he  fell  asleep, 
was  not  of  comfort  and  joy  in  the  righteous,  but  of  pity 
and  almost  love  for  all  the  wretched  things  for  whom 
there  seemed  no  hope. 

The  next  day  his  mother  would  fain  have  persuaded 
him  to  remain  below  in  the  valley,  and  seek  some  new 
amusement,  but  finding  she  could  not  reconcile  him  to 
the  idea  of  forsaking  his  favourite  haunt,  she  gave  way, 
though  with  a  sigh ;  and  so,  after  his  little  daily  tasks  and 
helps  to  her  were  ended,  he  climbed  up  the  heights  as 
usual. 

It  was  well  that  he  had  promised  his  mother  to  tease 
her  no  more  about  the  matter.  Otherwise,  on  that  day, 
he  would  have  made  more  fuss  than  ever,  for,  when  the 
sun  was  at  the  highest,  the  rosy  flush  appeared  on  the 
distant  snow,  only  not  now  confined  to  one  small  patch, 
but  spread  in  broad  tracts  of  delicate  colour,  which 
threatened  to  cover  the  whole  mountain  with  its  Aurora- 
like tint. 

Once  or  twice  Siegfried's  resolution  to  keep  his  promise 
nearly  gave  way,  but  he  held  out  manfully  to  the  last, 
contenting  himself,  on  his  return  to  the  valley,  with  in- 
quiring of  a  neighbour's  son,  whom  he  met  driving  home 
his  father's  cattle,  why  some  of  the  snow  on  the  hills 
looked  pink?  At  first  the  boy  said  he  did  n't  know,  but 
presently  he  recollected  that  he  had  heard  it  said  that  red 
snow  fell  sometimes  out  of  the  sky.  Very  likely  that  was 
it;  but   what  it  was,  or  what   became  of   it,  he  had   no 
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notion.  Only  it  went  away  as  it  came.  Nothing  ever 
stopped  on  the  hill  but  the  snow  that  was  always  there. 

Hearing  this,  Siegfried  has  no  longer  even  a  wish  to 
speak  to  his  mother  about  it.  She  would  say  it  was  be- 
cause the  mountain  was  so  cold  and  hard,  no  good  thing, 
even  from  Heaven,  could  stay  upon  it ! 

And  thus  a  day  or  two  passed,  and  the  tracts  of  rosy 
colour  grew  fainter,  and  finally  disappeared,  as  the  farmer's 
son  had  said  was  always  the  case  ;  and  Siegfried  never 
spoke  about  it  again,  but  sat  on  the  hill-side  daily,  won- 
dering and  dreaming  to  himself. 

But  he  was  interrupted  at  last.  One  morning,  when 
the  snow  looked  colder  and  whiter  than  ever  against  the 
blue  sky,  and  he  had  been  sitting  for  a  while,  with  his 
face  hidden  by  his  hands,  a  voice  he  did  not  know  called 
to  him,  asking  what  he  was  doing.  And  when  he  lifted 
up  his  eyes,  a  stranger  stood  between  him  and  Mont 
Blanc. 

A  child  always  answers  "  Nothing  "  to  such  a  question, 
for  children  never  feel  thinking  to  be  doing  anything. 

But  the  stranger  would  not  be  so  easily  satisfied,  and 
smiling,  persisted  in  his  inquiries. 

"What  are  you  thinking  of,  then,  little  boy?  One 
must  be  either  doing  or  thinking  while  one  is  awake.  And 
I  want  you  to  talk  to  me.  I  have  come  from  such  a  long 
way  off,  and  am  so  weary.** 

Here  the  stranger  seated  himself  by  Siegfried's  side  on 
the  grass. 
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*'  First/*  continued  he,  "  I  want  you  to  tell  me,  if  you 

can,  whether  I  can  get  to  the  town  of  through  the 

pretty  valley  here  at  the  bottom  of  this  hill?  Then,  I 
want  you  to  tell  me  for  whom  you  have  picked  this 
basket  of  flowers  ?  Then,  why  are  you  on  this  wild  hill- 
side alone?  Then,  what  you  think  about  when  you 
cover  up  your  face  with  your  hands?  Now,  then,  can  I 
get  to  the  town  through  the  valley  ?  '* 

The  voice  that  asked  was  so  good-natured,  and  the 
smile  on  the  stranger's  face  so  kind,  that  Siegfried  was 
won  at  once,  and  looking  full  at  his  new  friend,  and  smil- 
ing himself,  nodded  assent  to  this  first  question. 

"Does  your  nod  always  mean  yes,  little  boy?**  asked 
the  stranger,  amused. 

Siegfried  nodded  again. 

"  Very  good.  Now  we  understand  each  other.  Will 
you  answer  my  other  questions?** 

Siegfried  gave  another  nod,  and  then  they  both  laughed, 
and  the  stranger  went  on  : 

"  For  whom  have  you  gathered  the  flowers?" 

"  For  my  mother.** 

*'  And  why  are  you  here  alone?  ** 

"  To  play.'* 

"What,  alone?     Why?** 

"  I  have  nobody  else  to  play  with.** 

"  And  what  is  it  you  think  of  when  you  sit  with  your 
face  covered  up  ?  " 

Siegfried's  heart  melted  within  him,  and,  pointing  by 
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a  sorrowful  nod  to  the  giant  mountain,  he  answered,  **  I 
think  of  it." 

"  Of  it  ?     What  can  you  find  in  //  to  think  about  ?  '* 

"  I  am  so  sorry  for  it !  '*  cried  little  Siegfried,  passion- 
ately; "so  sorry  it  is  so  miserable  and  outcast,  and  that 
God  will  let  nothing  grow  there,  while  we  have  all  these 
flowers ! " 

And  once  more  he  tossed  the  flowers  contemptuously 
out  of  the  basket. 

"Ah,  little  boy,'*  said  the  stranger,  putting  his  arm 
kindly  round  the  child,  and  drawing  himself  nearer  to 
him.  **  You  must  answer  another  question  now.  Who 
put  such  strange  fancies  into  your  head  ?  Who  told  you 
this  about  the  poor  mountain  ?  " 

"  They  all  say  so,"  murmured  Siegfried.  "The  pastor 
preached  about  it  on  Sunday,  and  mother  says  so,  too, 
and  the  farmer's  son,  and  everybody  ;  and  I  am  so  sorry, 
so  very  sorry ! " 

The  young  voice  died  away,  as  it  were  in  regret. 

"  And  why  do  you  care  so  much  about  the  mountain, 
little  boy?" 

Siegfried  looked  up,  puzzled  for  a  moment,  but  very 
soon  came  out  the  simple,  child-like  answer,  "  I  look  at 
it  so  much  when  I  come  up  here  to  play." 

It  was  the  stranger's  turn  now  to  feel  his  eyes  moisten, 
as  he  thought  of  the  solitary  child  sending  out  his  heart 
into  the  inanimate  creation  round  him. 

Extremely  interested,  therefore,  he  made  a  few  more 
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inquiries,  and,  by  degrees,  brought  out  a  part  at  any  rate, 
of  what  Siegfried's  mother  and  the  pastor  between  them 
had  told  and  taught  of  outcast  countries  and  God-deserted 
men.  All  was  confusion  in  the  child's  account,  but  the 
drift  of  it  could  easily  be  discovered. 

Without  making  a  single  remark,  however,  the  stranger 
smiled  again,  and  said,  quite  cheerfully,  *'  I  will  tell  you  a 
secret,  little  boy.  Neither  the  pastor,  nor  your  mother, 
nor  the  farmer's  son  was  ever  up  the  mountain,  I  suspect, 
so  they  cannot  know  very  much  about  it." 

"  /  wanted  to  go,  but  they  would  not  let  me,"  inter- 
posed Siegfried.     "  They  said  I  was  not  able  to  get  up." 

"  They  said  right,"  replied  the  stranger.  "  But  I,  you 
see,  am  older  and  stronger,  and  could  go ;  and  /  have 
beenr 

Quietly  as  he  purposely  spoke,  the  effect  of  what  he  said 
was,  as  he  expected,  very  great.  Siegfried  jumped  up ! 
then  sat  down ;  then  once  more  started  from  his  seat, 
and  was  far  more  anxious  to  run  down  the  hill  and  tell 
his  mother  the  news,  than  to  remain  quietly  where  he 
was,  and  hear  what  more  the  stranger  had  to  tell.  He 
allowed  himself  to  be  controlled,  however,  and  his  friend 
went  on  talking  as  if  he  had  not  been  interrupted. 

"  And  the  place  is  neither  lifeless  nor  deserted ;  God 
sends  it  the  beautiful  red  snow  plant  instead  of  flowers. 
I  have  been  gathering  it  for  days." 

As  he  spoke,  he  unfastened  from  the  leathern  strap 
that  went  across  his  shoulders  a  small  tin  box,  and,  open- 
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ing  it  for  a  moment,  let  Siegfried  peep  at  a  bright 
carmine-coloured  mass  of  something  within. 

The  child  was  speechless  at  first,  overpowered  by 
admiration  and  delight,  but  presently  exclaimed,  "  Then 
that  was  what  I  saw ! "  adding  gently,  "  And  it  really 
came  down  from  Heaven,  then  !  "  He  was  thinking  of 
what  the  farmer's  son  had  said. 

"All  good  things  come  from  Heaven  ;  that  is,  from  the 
God  of  Heaven,"  answered  the  stranger.  "  But  this  is  as 
much  a  plant  as  the  Alpine  rose  by  your  side.  It  did 
not  drop  down  from  the  sky,  but  grows  in  the  very 
snow  itself,  and  covers  over  miles  and  miles  of  the  hill 
you  thought  so  desolate.  God  sends  good  things  every- 
where, though  not  everywhere  alike." 

Oh,  the  joy  of  such  a  doctrine !  The  simplest  child 
could  understand  it,  and  be  glad !  All  was  explained  now, 
too ;  the  rosy  patch  and  the  broad  tracts  of  colour  were 
both  accounted  for,  and  Siegfried  was  as  happy  as  he 
now  believed  the  mountain  to  be.  And,  embracing  his 
new  friend,  he  forthwith  began  such  a  blundering  account 
of  what  he,  and  his  mother,  and  the  farmer's  boy,  had 
thought  about  the  rosy  patch,  that  the  stranger  could 
do  nothing  but  laugh,  and  at  last  stopped  him  by  exclaim- 
ing, "  Then  you  see  you  were  all  wrong  ;  but  never  mind. 
Take  me  to  your  mother's  cottage,  and  we  will  tell  her 
all  about  it,  too,  and  I  will  show  it  to  you  both,  for  even 
you  have  not  really  seen  it  yet !  " 

Siegfried's  mother    welcomed    the    friendly    stranger 
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whom  her  son  brought  to  her  door,  with  all  the  heartiness 
of  a  Swiss  welcome  ;  and  not  the  less  when  she  found  he 
was  an  English  traveller,  on  his  way  to  a  neighbouring 
town  to  visit  a  well-known  officer  there,  who  had  been  de- 
prived of  a  limb  in  the  same  action  in  which  Siegfried's 
father  had  lost  his  life. 

And  as  the  town  was  but  a  few  miles  off,  and  the  sum- 
mer evenings  so  long,  the  stranger  was  easily  persuaded 
to  rest  a  few  hours  in  the  Swiss  cottage,  and  tell  the 
widow  and  her  son  the  history  of  his  adventures  on 
Mont  Blanc,  and  of  the  red  snow  plant  he  had  brought 
from  it.  Not  that  telling  its  history  only  would  have 
been  enough  ;  nor  was  there  anything  either  beautiful  or 
wonderful-looking  in  the  red,  jelly-like  mass  in  the  box, 
when  looked  at  only  with  the  naked  eye.  The  stranger 
had  far  more  in  store  for  them  than  that. 

"  I  am  going  to  show  you,'*  he  began,  at  last,  and  after 
busying  himself  in  unpacking  that  revealer  of  secrets, 
a  microscope, — '*that  God  has  sent  many  more 
gracious  things  into  the  world  than  people  commonly 
think ;  because  so  many  more  than  our  natural  eyes  are 
able  to  see.  Ek)  you  like  to  know  this,  little  Siegfried?'* 
he  added,  turning  purposely  to  the  child. 

Siegfried  nodded  his  heartiest  nod  of  assent,  and  the 
widow  said,  with  a  smile,  **  You  should  have  asked  that 
question.  Sir,  of  me.  It  is  I  who  have  not  believed,  be- 
cause I  did  not  see.  He  has  had  an  instinct  of  the  truth 
all  along." 
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"  Well,  then,  good  Mother,"  replied  the  stranger,  "  you 
shall  see  and  believe  what  will,  I  think,  comfort  you  for 
life — namely,  that  God  makes  the  very  wilderness  to 
burst  forth  and  blossom  Hke  a  rose :  that  there  are  no 
outcast  ends  of  the  earth,  uncared-for  by  Him  ;  no  deso- 
late corners  where  His  goodness  is  not  shown  forth/* 

As  he  spoke  he  finished  the  last  adjustment  of  the 
microscope,  and  touching  the  red  jelly  in  the  tin  box 
with  a  fine  point  of  a  porcupine's  quill,  he  placed  the 
tiny  morsel  so  obtained  in  a  glass,  to  be  looked  at,  and 
called  to  Siegfried  to  have  the  first  peep. 

The  widow,  struck  as  she  had  been  by  the  stranger's 
words,  had  her  own  doubts  as  to  what  there  could  be 
seen,  for  she  had  not  been  able  to  detect  anything  on 
the  porcupine's  quill,  but  she  said  nothing,  and  very 
soon  Siegfried's  shouts  of  delight  announced  that  some^ 
thing,  at  any  rate,  was  there. 

And,  truly,  what  there  was,  was  a  very  pretty  sight. 
Ten  or  fifteen  bright  little  red  balls,  and  a  few  colourless 
ones  among  them,  were  lying  like  gems  in  the  drop  or  two 
of  water  which  had  been  put  in  to  keep  them  separate. 

The  child  believed  at  once,  but  at  the  first  moment  the 
Mother  could  scarcely  credit  what  she  saw.  That  this 
should  be  a  bit  of  the  shapeless  stuff  she  had  looked  at 
in  the  tin  box — it  was  marvellous  indeed. 

The  stranger  now  proceeded  to  explain.  He  told  them 
that  each  of  the  red  balls  was  a  plant  perfect  in  itself. 
That  it  was  a  little  colourless  bag,  finer  than  gold-beater's 
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skin,  filled  with  a  red  substance,  which  shone  through. 
That,  as  soon  as  it  was  full  grown,  the  red  substance 
within  divided  into  four,  eight,  and  sometimes  sixteen 
separate  red  balls,  of  course  of  the  tiniest  size  possible, 
all  which  immediately  began  to  grow  very  fast,  and  grew, 
and  grew,  and  grew,  till  the  little  bag  in  which  they 
lived  could  hold  them  no  longer,  but  burst,  and  dropped 
them  out. 

"  These,"  said  he,  *'  are  the  young  plants ;  and  when 
each  of  them  is  full  grown,  the  same  thing  happens  again. 
The  red  substance  in  each  divides  into  other  tiny  balls,  and, 
as  these  grow,  they  burst  out  from  the  parent  bag  (called 
a  celly  properly)  and  begin  life  for  themselves.  And  thus 
comes  another  generation  of  the  ball-like  plants,  and  so 
another  and  another ;  and,  all  this  so  quickly,  that  in  a 
few  hours,  millions  of  them  have  sprung  from  a  few  single 
cells.  So  now,  little  Siegfried,  you  know  why,  when  you 
looked  the  second  time  at  the  rosy  patch,  it  had  spread 
into  those  great  broad  tracts  of  colour  which,  in  fact, 
covered  over  miles  of  the  poor  snow  with  its  beauty.  It 
was  no  wonder,  was  it !  " 

No,  that  was  no  wonder ;  but  that  such  things  were,  of 
which  so  many  people  did  not  know,  was  a  wonder  from 
which  the  good  widow  could  not  easily  recover.  Besides, 
she  was  thinking  of  the  pastor  having  made  such  a 
mistake. 

As  for  Siegfried,  he  had  not  lived  long  enough  to  know 
why  he  should  be  so  much  surprised  about  the  red  snow 
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plant ;  was  it  a  bit  more  really  strange  than  the  growth 
of  the  Alpine  rose,  which  astonished  nobody?  So  his 
chief  feeling  was  extreme  delight  at  there  being  some- 
thing on  the  mountain  to  make  amends  for  its  want  of 
flowers. 

"  And  now,"  said  the  stranger, "  is  there  anything  more 
you  would  like  to  ask?'* 

The  Mother  was  about  to  speak  at  once,  but  hesitated 
and  drew  back.  She  knew  so  little  ;  she  feared  to  seem 
so  ignorant  and  foolish. 

Reassured,  however,  she  begged  to  be  told  how  the 
marvellous  plant  could  live  amidst  nothing  but  snow ; 
could  come  up,  and  bring  forth  a  thousand-fold,  with 
nothing  to  nourish  and  support  it  ? 

The  stranger  repeated  the  word  "  nothing "  with  a 
smile. 

"  Nothing,  because  we  see  nothing  ?  " 

"  Ah,  see  what  a  bad  habit  is  !  '*  cried  the  Mother. 
**  I  had  forgotten  already.  Then  you  think  there  may 
be  things  I  do  not  know  of,  in  what  we  call  the  cold 
barren  snow?*' 

"  Ay,  ay,"  was  the  answer ;  **  germs  of  life,  hidden 
and  buried,  perhaps,  for  years;  seeds  scattered  no  one 
can  tell  how  or  when ;  and  salts  and  chemical  properties, 
needing  only  some  accident  of  a  sunbeam,  or  dew,  or 
state  of  the  very  air,  to  make  all  work  together,  and  the 
frozen  surface  to  become  moist,  and  the  red  snow  plant 
to  spring  up  by  millions." 
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Here  he  paused,  and  seeing  little  Siegfried  looking 
wistfully  at  him,  as  if  trying  to  understand,  he  took  him 
on  His  knee  caressingly,  and  said,  "  That  microscope  is  a 
very  curious  thing,  is  it  not  ?  *' 

The  child  nodded  his  "  yes  *'  as  heartily  as  ever,  and 
then  laid  his  head,  contentedly,  on  his  friend's  shoulder, 
while  he  went  on  talking. 

"  Yes ;  it  is  very  curious,  for  it  shows  us  quantities  of 
things  we  could  not  see  without  it ;  but  the  best  lesson 
it  teaches  is,  how  much  more  there  may  be  of  which,  even 
with  its  help,  we  can  see  and  know  nothing  ;  for,  although 
there  is  a  limit  to  our  power  of  seeing  God's  works,  no 
naturalist  dares  to  think  he  has  reached  the  limits  of  the 
works  themselves.  In  this  life  we  cannot  hope  to  know 
a  hundreth  part  of  the  creations  which  surround  us.  You 
can  believe  this  now,  good  Mother?" 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  was  her  answer. 

"  And  further,"  he  added,  *'  you  can  judge  now  for 
yourself,  that  even  of  the  things  we  do  what  we  call  see 
with  the  naked  eye,  there  are  a  great  many  of  which  we 
can  never  know  anything  like  the  real  truth,  without  such 
aid  as  this  (pointing  to  the  microscope).  What  was  the 
red  snow  plant  to  you  at  first  ?  A  piece  of  shapeless 
jelly.  What  did  it  become  to  your  more  enlightened 
eye  ?  A  living  organism,  unmistakably  from  Almighty 
hands,  endowed  with  a  system  of  life,  if  not  of  life  enjoy- 
ment, peculiarly  its  own.  This  is  something  to  have  dis- 
covered, certainly,  but  is  it  all  ?    Ah !  as  I  tell  it,  I  feel 
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how  imperfect  the  account  is — how  much  remains  behind. 
All  we  have  done  is  but  to  have  made  a  step  or  two  out 
of  complete  ignorance. 

*  The  rest  remaineth  unrevealed.* 

Yet  a  glory  comes  into  our  hearts  from  the  thought  of 
the  worlds  beyond  reach  of  our  present  senses,  like  the 
reflection  from  lightning  below  our  own  horizon,  and  both 
faith  and  hope  ought  to  be  strengthened.** 

The  widow  did  not  speak. 

"  I  have  one  word  more  to  say,'*  continued  the  stranger 
guest,  *'  if  you  will  allow  me  to  say  it,  and  can  forgive 
the  old  traveller  for  preaching  as  well  as  teaching.  I 
have  taught  you  something  of  God*s  doings  in  the 
natural  world,  which  has  given  you  comfort  and  hope. 
What,  then,  you  believe  of  His  works,  believe  also  of  His 
mercies.  If  you  cannot  find  a  limit  to  the  one,  suspect 
and  hope  that  the  other,  too,  may  be  infinite — far  be- 
yond our  comprehension.  Will  you  try  and  take  this  last 
lesson  to  heart  ?  " 

The  poor  Mother's  eyes  filled  with  tears.  She  had 
passed  tremblingly  through  life,  and  sadly  needed  the 
good  counsel. 

After  a  short  pause,  her  counsellor  went  on,  firmly,  but 
very  kindly : — 

"  You  have  seen  how  weak  and  short-sighted  the  natural 
eye  is  ;  can  you  for  a  moment  suppose  that  the  spiritual 
eye  is  more  far-seeing  and  better  able  to  acquaint  you  with 
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God's  purposes  and  doings?  Are  His  works  to  be  infi- 
nite,  and  His  mercies  bounded,  so  that  a  man  can  point  to 
the  limit,  and  say,  Here  God's  mercy  ceases ;  here  there 
is  no  hope — but  only  everlasting  lifelessness  and  despair  f 
Oh,  good  Mother,  to  whom  is  entrusted  the  rearing  of  a 
very  tender  plant,  take  heed  what  you  teach ;  and  foster 
in  it,  above  all  othervirtues,  the  charity  which  *hopeth  all 
things,*  and  then  can  both  believe  and  endure." 

The  lesson  was  not  spoken  in  vain  even  then,  and  it  was 
never  forgotten.  And  Siegfried  grew  on,  and  the  stranger 
revisited  the  cottage  many  times,  by-and-by  aided  in  the 
education  of  the  child  whose  acquaintance  he  had  made  in 
so  singular  a  manner.  And,  after  many  years,  the  young 
man,  Siegfried,  became  a  teacher  himself — a  pastor — 
though  not  in  his  own  country. 

But  never,  through  a  long  life,  did  he  forget  his  early 
hopes,  and  fears,  and  fancies,  about  the  desolate  moun- 
tain, nor  the  lesson  he  learnt  from  the  stranger  traveller. 
And  into  whatever  scenes  of  darkness  and  ignorance  he 
forced  his  way  ;  whatever  he  met  with  of  sin  and  sorrow ; 
however  often  baffled,  thrown  back  and  disappointed,  he 
never  despaired ;  for  he  used  to  recall  the  past,  and  take 
comfort  to  himself  by  thinking,  **  It  may  be  God's  will 
yet,  that  the  red  snow  plant  may  one  day  burst  into  life 
on  the  cold  hill-side." 
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Let  every  thing  that  hath  breath,  praise  the  Lord." — Psalm,  cl.,  6. 


WOULD  that  I  could  pass  away,  and  cease  to  be !  " 
murmured  the  Wind,  as  it  performed  its  circuits 
round  the  earth,  long  ages  ago.  "  Would  that  I  could 
cease  to  be  !  Since  the  creation  of  man,  existence  has 
become  insupportable." 

"  Thou  art  mad  !  '*  cried  the  Mountains  and  Valleys,  ovei 
whom  the  Wind  was  passing,  with  its  outcry  of  lamenta- 
tion. "  Is  not  man  the  glory  of  the  world,  the  favourite  of 
Heaven  ?  Surely  thou  art  mad,  or  else  jealous  of  the  great- 
ness of  others — jealous  of   the  masterpiece  of  creation. 

0  thou,  ungrateful  and  unwise,  to  whom  is  committed 
the  privilege  of  refreshing  the  earth  and  its  inhabitants 
why  turn  aside  to  hold  judgment  and  condemn? 
Enough  that  thou  fulfil  thy  own  appointed  work,  and, 
in  so  doing,  exist  to  the  glory  of  the  Creator.*' 

"  Yet,  hear  me  in  patience/'  wailed  the  Wind.  "  It  is 
for  the  honour  of  man,  and  the  glory  of  his  Creator,  that 

1  am  so  troubled.  Hence  comes  all  my  misery.  I,  who 
know  no  rest  but  in  His  will,  and  once  went  on  my  way 
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rejoicing, — I  now  am,  of  all  creatures,  the  most  miserable. 
Oh,  earth,  with  thy  mountains  and  valleys,  and  forests, 
and  fast-flowing  rivers  and  seas,  do  me  justice!  Thou 
knowest  it  was  not  so  with  mc  of  old,  when  I  was  first 
called  into  being.  Thou  knowest  with  what  joy  I  roamed 
over  my  confines,  and  beheld  the  universal  beauty  that 
then  was  spread  around ;  how  tenderly  I  whispered 
through  thy  flowers,  how  joyfully  I  carried  up  their 
fragrant  odours  as  a  thank-offering  to  Heaven ;  how 
merrily  I  sported  on  the  hills,  or  taught  the  branches  of 
thy  lofty  trees  to  bow,  as  in  obeisance  to  Him  who  made 
them !  Thou  knowest  that  I  even  failed  not  in  due 
obedient  love,  when  storms  were  needed ;  whether  to 
drive  the  sluggish  vapours  through  the  sky,  or  rouse  the 
sea  itself  to  healthy  action.  When  have  I  ever  failed  ? 
Have  I  not  always  fulfilled  His  word  !  For  even  now,  in 
these  my  days  of  misery,  I  carry  out  un weary ingly  the 
great  decree.  Still  I  bear  aloft  from  tropical  seas,  in 
ceaseless  revolution  round  the  world,  those  vapours  which 
must  descend  in  northern  latitudes,  as  dew,  or  rain,  or 
snow.  Still  I  labour — still  I  love  to  labour  in  the  way 
ordained.  But  woe  for  me  !  another  burden  than  labour 
IS  upon  me  now !  Woe  for  the  pollution  I  have  suffered, 
since  the  earth  was  overspread  by  the  wretched  race  of 
men  !  Woe  for  their  civilized  lands,  which  I  must  needs 
pass  through !  Woe  for  the  cities,  and  towns,  and  vil- 
lages, their  haunts  and  habitations,  which  I  cannot  avoid ! 
Woe  !  for  I  bear  thence  in  my  bosom  the  blasphemies  of  the 


The  Voices  of  the  Earth.     273 


multitudes,  and  am  laden  with  the  burden  of  ingratitude, 
denial,  and  doubt.  Woe  that  I  must  spread  these  black 
results  of  misguided  reason  from  pole  to  pole !  Woe  that  I 
must  carry  up  the  jests  of  the  scorner  and  the  oaths  of  the 
intemperate,  as  incense  from  man  to  his  Maker :  from  man 
formed  in  His  image,  and  boasting  in  his  faculties  of 
sense !  Oh,  that  I  could  pass  away,  and  cease  from  being ! 
and  that  with  me  might  perish  these  fruits  of  an  evil 
heart  of  unbelief !  '* 

"  Thou  hast  numbered  curses,**  breathed  the  Mountains 
and  Valleys  in  reply ;  "  and  alas !  that  such  should  ever 
defile  thee,  thou  messenger  of  blessing.  But  this  is  not 
all  thou  bearest  upon  thy  wings.  Other  outpourings 
stream  into  thy  bosom ;  other  voices  are  wafted  upon 
thee  to  the  skies ;  other  sounds  are  spread  by  thee 
from  pole  to  pole.  Hast  thou  weighed  in  the  balance, 
against  the  utterances  of  the  rebellious,  the  prayers  of  the 
faithful,  the  childlike,  and  the  pure ;  the  steadfast  avowal 
of  martyrs ;  the  daily  thanksgiving  of  saints ;  the  songs 
of  holy  praise  and  joy  ?  *' 

*'  Yet  what  are  these  but  what  are  due,  more  than  due, 
ten  hundred  thousandfold?**  exclaimed  the  angry  Wind. 
**  What  merit  can  you  find  in  these  ?  How  strike  a  balance 
between  them  and  the  unnatural  sin  which  says,  *  There  is 
no  God  *?  All  His  works  everywhere  have  praised  Him 
from  the  beginning :  only  among  men  is  there  silence  and 
doubt.  And  shall  the  remnant  take  credit  for  not  joining 
in  their  sin?     Inanimate  creation   and  the  beasts  have 
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never  swerved  from  their  allegiance.  What  room  is  there 
for  boasting  in  man?  Has  he  done  more  than  these, 
from  the  foundation  of  the  world  ?  " 

"  But  he  alone  of  all  creation,  with  a  free,  intelligent 
will.*' — The  words  came  up  in  soft  response  from  the 
Earth,  and  spread  like  harmony  upon  the  air. — "  He  alone 
of  all  creation,  with  a  free,  intelligent  will.  Merit  there 
can  be  none,  indeed  ;  but  acceptability — where  can  it  ever 
be  found,  but  in  the  free-will  worship  of  a  spirit  which 
has  choice  ?  And  if  choice,  then,  of  necessity,  liberty  to 
err.  And  with  liberty  to  err,  comes,  alas !  the  everlasting 
contest  between  right  and  wrong.  Yet  why  do  I  say, 
*alas'?  Obedience  to  a  law  which  cannot  be  resisted  is 
not  the  service  of  the  heart — not  the  highest  tribute  to 
the  Creator's  glory.  Far  dearer  to  Him  may  be  the 
struggle  by  which  the  human  will  is  subdued  to  unison 
with  the  will  Divine,  in  anticipation  of  that  day  when  all 
its  wisdom  shall  be  made  known.  Have  patience,  then, 
with  the  contest  between  good  and  evil,  so  long  as  the 
good  is  accepted  of  Heaven ;  and  while  this  is  so,  be  con- 
tented to  labour  and  to  be !  " 

"  Yet  listen  once  again,"  sighed  the  Wind.  "  I  have 
been  jealous  for  the  glory  of  the  Maker,  it  is  true,  and 
troubled  for  the  honour  of  man.  But  I  am  also  wretched 
for  myself.  Oh,  Earth,  Earth,  Earth !  The  Creator  has 
made  His  human  favourite  mortal !  The  mountains  stand 
fast  for  ever,  the  hills  cannot  be  moved,  the  very  trees 
survive    from    generation    to   generation ;    but  man — the 
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chosen — passes  away  like  a  shadow ;  he  cometh  up  and 
is  cut  down  as  the  grass ;  I  go  over  him,  and  his  place 
knows  him  no  more.  Alas  for  the  misery  I  am  doomed 
to  share !  The  breath  of  the  dying  has  passed  into  my 
soul  for  ages ;  it  is  borne  upon  every  breeze ;  it  has 
tainted  every  air.  I  am  filled  with  those  bitter  agonies, 
and  loathe  my  very  being.  Would  that  I  could  pass 
away  into  nothing,  and  be  as  though  I  had  never  been, 
that  so  I  might  taste  no  more  the  vile  dishonour  of 
death." 

"Thou  judgest  with  the  judgment  of  those  who  see 
and  know  but  in  part,"  came  up  the  soothing  answer  from 
the  Hills.  "What,  if  the  dying  breath,  which  falls  so 
sadly  on  thy  breast,  releases  from  its  prison-house  of  clay 
some  spirit  more  ethereal  than  thine  own,  some  essence 
subtler  far  than  thine,  which  thou  must  bear  before  the 
mercy-seat?  Shall  not  the  Judge  of  all  the  earth  do 
right  ?  Canst  thou  not  trust  the  Almighty  with  His  own  ? 
Why  grieve  for  the  last  sigh  of  perishing  flesh,  if  it  be 
also  the  first  breathing  of  a  freed  immortal  soul?  How 
rail  at  death,  if  it  is  He  who  strikes  the  chord  of  ever- 
lasting life  ?  " 

"  Yet  once  more  hear  me,  and  be  just,"  persisted  the 
Wind.  **  Not  the  breath  of  the  dying  only  overwhelms 
me  with  this  wild  desire  to  be  at  rest.  The  breath  of  the 
living  who  suffer  on,  is  even  worse.  The  sigh  of  natural 
grief,  which  none  can  blame ;  the  moanings  of  the  afflicted 
in  mind,  body,  or  estate ;  the  outcries  of  the  oppressed 
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and  desperate ;  the  shrieks  of  madness  and  of  pain,  the 
groanings  of  despair ;  all,  all  are  outpoured  on  me !  Those 
dreadful  voices  haunt  me  from  all  sides.  This  mass  of 
human  woe  corrodes  my  soul.  I  meet  it  in  the  cottage, 
and  pass  through  to  find  it  in  the  palace ;  I  rush  from  the 
battle-field  to  the  cloister,  but  in  vain ;  for  no  seclusion 
can  shut  out  man  from  sorow.  Wherever  the  chosen 
creature  is  found,  there  must  I  gather  up  the  voices  of 
grief ;  for  lo !  as  the  sparks  fly  upwards,  so  man  is  born 
to  trouble.  Oh,  that  I  might  pass  away  for  ever,  and 
cease  to  know  the  wretchedness  I  have  no  power  to 
avert !  ** 

"  Yet  wait,  wait,  wait,"  implored  another  whisper  from 
the  Earth.  "  What,  if  in  human  sorrow  may  be  found 
an  answer  to  the  riddle  of  human  guilt?  What,  if  amidst 
its  saddest  cries,  thou  carriest  up  the  voice  of  heartfelt 
penitence  on  high?  Wilt  thou  not  weigh  against  the 
transient  earthly  grief  the  joy  in  heaven  for  one  repent- 
ing sinner?  Or,  if  amidst  the  mortal  agony  of  the 
righteous,  the  triumph-songs  of  faith  grow  loud  as  those 
the  angels  sing  around  the  throne, — *  Thy  will.  Thy  will, 
Thy  will — doing  or  suffering — Thy  will  be  done ' ; — 
wouldst  thou  not  fear  to  take  away  the  one,  lest  the  other 
perchance  should  fail  from  off  the  earth?  Watch  well 
the  balance  between  suffering  and  its  fruits;  but  while 
these  rise  acceptable  on  thee  to  Heaven,  well  mayst  thou 
rest  contented  in  thy  work,  and  rejoice  both  to  labour 
and  to  be." 
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"  Yet  is  man — the  favourite — of  all  creatures  the  most 
wretched,"  moaned  the  Wind,  "  since  he  alone  must 
purchase  happiness  with  pain.'* 

**  Unjust !  unjust !  "  expostulated  the  Earth.  "  Thou 
keepest  record  of  men's  sighs,  hast  thou  no  consciousness 
of  the  unceasing  breathings  of  simple,  natural  joys? 
Yet,  number  the  one  by  thousands,  and  by  tens  of  thou- 
sands of  the  other  will  I  answer  and  refute  thy  words. 
The  peaceful  respirations  of  health,  unnoticed  and,  alas! 
how  often,  unthankfully  enjoyed  through  years,  count 
them  if  thou  canst !  Count  them  as  they  float  to  thee, 
while  the  night  hours  pass  over  the  sleeper's  head  :  count 
them  when  he  wakes  with  the  young  daylight  to  a  fresh 
existence.  Count  the  laughs  of  frolic  childhood.  Count 
the  murmurs  of  happy  love.  Count  the  stars  if  thou  wilt, 
but  thou  canst  never  count  the  daily  outpourings  of 
common  earthly  joys.  Alas  for  those  who  judge  of 
life  only  by  startling  periods,  and  are  deaf  to  the  still 
small  voices,  which  tell  of  hourly  mercies,  hour  by 
hour!" 

**  Yet  once  more  listen,"  cried  the  Wind,  "  for  more  and 
worse  remains  behind.  The  utterances  of  vice — oh,  inno- 
cent Earth,  in  whom  the  glory  of  the  Creator  is  yet  visible 
to  all ! — I  sicken  at  the  thought  of  what  I  know  ;  of  what 
I  bear  unwillingly  about.  The  loathsome  words  of  sin — 
the  lies  of  the  deceiver — the  prating  of  the  fool — the 
seductions  of  the  dissolute — the  shouts  of  drunken  rev- 
elry — the  songs  of  the  profane — the  gifts  of  speech  and 
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thought  misused  to  evil, — those  voices  horrible  to  God 
and  man.     ..." 

"  Be  they  as  dust  before  thee,  and  thou  as  the  Angel  of 
the  Lord  scattering  them  !  "  shouted  a  cry  of  indignation 
from  the  Earth.  **  Yet  wait,  wait,  wait !  For  thyself,  be 
thou  still  contented  to  labour  and  to  be.  Wouldst  thou 
be  wiser  than  the  Judge  ?  Wilt  thou  lose  patience,  while 
He  yet  forbears  ?  No !  watch  the  balance  as  before,  and 
weigh  the  evil  and  the  good.  And  so  long  as  the  prayers 
which  the  faithful  pour  on  thy  bosom  outnumber  the 
words  of  the  scomer;  so  long  as  the  blessings  of  the 
righteous  float  above  the  curses  of  the  blasphemer;  so 
long  as  the  voice  of  penitence  follows  close  upon  the 
utterances  of  sin ;  so  long  as  pious  submission  makes 
harmony  of  the  cries  of  grief ;  so  long  as  thou  carriest  up 
daily  thanksgiving  for  unnumbered  daily  mercies ;  so  long 
as  the  spirits  of  saints  are  breathed  up  to  Heaven  by 
death  ; — so  long  be  thou  contented  to  have  patience,  and 
labour  and  be." 

**  But  should  the  day  ever  come,"  shouted  the  Wind  in 
return,  **  when  the  balance  is  reversed  ;  when  vice,  only 
tolerated  now,  becomes  triumphant ;  when  sin  reigns  on 
the  altars,  and  no  man  pulls  it  down  ;  when  the  voice  of 
the  good  man's  worship  is  drowned  in  the  bad  man's 
scorn,  and  I  cannot  lift  it  to  the  skies ;  when  the  wretched 
curse  God  and  die,  and  men  have  forgotten  to  be  thank- 
ful ; — then,  then  at  last  wilt  thou  acknowledge  the  justice 
of  my  complaints,  and  help  me  to  pass  away  in  peace? 


The  Voices  of  the  Earth.     279 

Promise  this,  and  till  then  I  will  watch  the  struggle,  and 
be  contented  to  labour  and  to  be." 

And  the  Earth  paused  and  consented,  and  the  Wind 
fled  satisfied  away. 

L'envoi  to  the  Reader. 

And  he  is  still  careering  round  the  world ;  still  gather- 
ing in  "  the  Voices  of  the  Earth  ** ;  still  watching  the 
struggle  between  good  and  evil.  In  our  public  walks  he 
meets  us  face  to  face.  In  our  private  chambers  he  is  with 
us  still.  There  is  no  secret  corner  where  he  cannot 
come ;  no  whisper  which  is  not  breathed  into  his  ear.  It 
behoves  us  well,  then,  to  be  careful,  lest,  by  thoughtless- 
ness or  sin,  we  add  weight  to  the  wrong  side  of  the  scales. 
For  if  the  balance  should  ever  incline  to  evil,  and  the  wind 
cease  to  blow,  what  would  become  of  the  world. 

END   OF   VOLUME   I. 
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How  ?  when  ?  and  whence  ?  The  gods 
give  no  reply. 

Let  so  it  is  suffice,  and  cease  to  ques- 
tion why." 

Goethe. 


WHAT  do  they  say  ? — what  do  they  say  ?   what  do 
they  say  ? 
What  can  they  Aave  to  say,  those  noisy,  cawing  rooks, 
as  they  sail  along  the  sky  over  our  heads,  gathering  more 
and  more  friends  as  they  go  on  to  the  appointed  place  of 
meeting  ? 

What  have  f/iey  to  say  ? — What  have  zvc  to  say  ?  they 
may  equally  ask.  They  have  life,  and  labour,  and  food, 
and  children  to  say  their  say  about ;  and  if  they   do  not 
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say  it  in  what  we  are  pleased  to  call  language,  they  say  it 
in  a  way  intelligible  to  each  other,  which  is  all  that  is 
wanted. 

That  they  understand  each  other's  say  is  clear,  for  they 
are  collecting  from  far  and  near  in  large  numbers  for  a 
definite  object,  viz.,  that  of  assembling  in  some  field,  or 
open  pasturage,  or  park,  where  they  will  settle  down 
together  for  upwards  of  an  hour,  and  walk  or  hop  about, 
as  if  they  had  serious  thoughts  of  giving  up  flying  alto- 
gether, and  taking  to  an  earthly  life ;  saying  a  say,  all  the 
while,  whereof  we  are  altogether  as  ignorant  as  they  would 
be  of  ours  round  a  large  dinner-table,  if  they  had  the  op- 
portunity of  hearing  it. 

We  call  their  say  noisy  cawing ;  what  they  would  call 
ours  round  the  large  dinner-table  one  cannot  guess ;  but, 
if  they  concluded  it  had  no  meaning,  because  they  did 
not  happen  to  understand  it,  their  judgment  would  not 
be  worth  much. 

As  to  the  noises,  there  is  not  much  to  choose  between 
them  in  the  matter  of  agreeableness.  Nay,  of  the  two, 
perhaps  the  din  produced  by  human  voices  is  the  more 
discordant  and  confused. 

If  you  never  thought  of  this  before,  O  reader,  think  of 
it  now,  and  take  an  early  opportunity  of  listening  and 
judging  for  yourself.  Listen,  not  as  listening  to  the 
meaning  of  what  is  uttered,  but  to  the  mass  of  noise  as 
mere  noise.  Listen  to  it,  as  you  might  imagine  a  rook  to 
do,  ignorant  of  human  speech,  and  judging  only  of  the 
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hubbub  of  sounds ;  and  then  own  to  yourself — for  con- 
science will  force  you  so  to  do — that  there  is  neither 
sweetness  nor  sublimity,  neither  melody  or  majesty,  in 
the  shouting,  and  piping,  and  whistling,  and  hissing, 
and  barking,  of  closely  intermixed  human  voices  and 
laughter. 

Alas,  for  the  barriers  which  lie  so  mysteriously  between 
us  and  the  other  creatures  among  whom  we  are  bom,  and 
pass  our  short  existence  upon  earth ! — Alas  ! — for  a  de- 
sire for  intercommunion  is  one  of  the  strong  instincts  of 
our  nature,  and  yet  it  is  one  which,  as  regards  all  the  rest 
of  creation  but  our  human  fellow-beings,  we  have  to 
unlearn  from  babyhood. 

See  the  little  child  as  she  babbles  to  her  cat  on  the  rug, 
and  would  fain  be  friends  with  the  soft  plaything.  Ob- 
serve in  every  action  how  she  expects  it  to  understand 
her,  and  return  her  love.  Look  at  the  angry  disappoint- 
ment, if  a  vicious  bite  or  scratch  disturb  the  security  of 
the  affectionate  dream.  It  is  not  pain  alone  the  child 
feels,  let  the  matter-of-fact  observer  say  what  he  will ; 
there  is  the  vexation  of  hurt  feelings  as  well.  Puss  should 
not  have  behaved  so  to  her  ;  puss,  with  whom  she  had  so 
gladly  shared  her  breakfast  of  milk  ;  puss,  whom  she  had 
nursed  on  her  knee ;  puss,  who  must  have  known  how 
much  she  loved  her !     .     .     • 

And  then  follows  the  lesson  : — it  may  have  been  given 
before,  but  it  has  to  be  given  again  ;  and  while  mamma 
tells  her  little  one  that  poor  pussy  does  not  know  what 
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she  means,  cannot  hear  what  she  says,  cannot  talk  as  she 
can,  has  no  sense  to  know  how  much  she  loves  her,  and 
therefore  is  not  to  blame  for  biting,  although  she  must  be 
slapped  when  she  does  it,  to  make  her  remember  not  to 
do  it  again ; — behold  !  how  the  wistful  eyes  of  the  listen- 
ing  child  haze  over  with  a  dull  dreaminess  as  she  becomes 
more  and  more  perplexed.  It  is  all  far  too  puzzHng  for 
her  to  understand,  and  when  she  turns  again  to  puss— as 
if  by  looking  at  her  to  make  it  out — lo !  the  veil  between 
the  two  natures  remains  as  thick  as  before ;  neither  the 
bite,  nor  anything  else,  has  been  explained. 

But,  practically,  the  unlearning  of  the  instinct  has  be- 
gun, and  so,  practically,  the  lesson  goes  on,  until  we  get 
so  used  to  it,  we  forget  it  was  ever  a  lesson  at  all ;  and 
only  a  few  of  us,  here  and  there  in  grown-up  life,  are 
haunted,  as  we  stand  among  the  lower  forms  of  crea- 
tion, by  a  painful  wonder  at  the  gulf  which  lies  between. 

That  the  lower  should  not  fully  understand  the  higher ; 
that  they  should  not  understand  tis,  is  comprehensible 
enough  :  nay,  is  a  necessity  involved  in  the  very  idea  of 
a  lower  and  higher  ;  let  the  philosophers  rave  as  they  will 
at  the  chains  thereby  hung  around  their  own  necks.  But 
that  the  higher  should  not  fully  understand  the  lower; 
that  we  should  not  fully  understand  them^  is  a  mystery 
indeed,  and  one  of  which  no  solution  has  been  offered. 

What  more  natural  than  that  the  dog  should  not  know 
much  about  his  master  ?  What  more  strange  than  that 
the  master  should  know  so  little  of  his  dog?     In  one 
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sense,  of  course,  he  knows  all  about  him,  f>.,  the  uses  he 
can  put  him  to,  and  what  he  may  expect  from  him  ;  but 
of  the  inner  world  of  the  dog's  Hfe,  his  feelings  and  mo- 
tives of  action,  he  knows  almost  nothing.  Nay,  even  of 
his  physical  capabilities  he  has  no  complete  idea.  Who 
has  ever  explained  by  what  power  a  dog  will  take  a  short 
cut  across  the  country  to  the  house  where  his  master  is, 
although  he  has  never  been  the  road  before  ?  or  why  he 
never,  even  by  any  accident  or  mistake,  brings  back  any 
but  the  stone  his  master  threw — thrown,  perhaps,  with  a 
gloved  hand,  and  into  wet  meadow  grass,  and  not  found 
for  several  minutes  ? 

Verily,  in  more  than  one  sense,  we  are  "  strangers  and 
pilgrims  upon  earth  "  ;  for,  from  the  first  moment  of 
waking  to  conscious  thought,  we  find  ourselves  in  a  coun- 
try where  all  utterances  but  our  own  are  to  us  a  blank ; 
all  the  creatures  strange ;  all  life  unintelligible,  both  in  its 
beginning  and  its  end  :  all  the  present,  as  well  as  the  past 
and  future,  a  mystery. 

"  Only  children,  or  child-like  men,**  says  Novalis,  "have 
any  chance  of  breaking  through  the  charm  which  holds 
nature  thus  as  it  were  frozen  around  us,  like  a  petrified 
magic  city."  Oh,  if  this  be  true,  who  would  not  be  a 
child  again  ?  Reader,  can  you  hear  this  and  remain  un- 
moved, or  shall  you  and  I  become  children  in  heart  once 
more  ?  Come !  own  with  me  how  hateful  were  the  les- 
sons which  undeceived  us  from  our  earlier  instincts  of 
faith  and  sweet  companionship  with  all  created  things : 
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and  let  us  go  forth  together,  and  for  awhile  forget  such 
teaching. 

Hand  in  hand,  in  the  dear  confiding  way  which  only 
children  use,  let  us  go  forth  into  the  fields,  and  read  the 
hidden  secrets  of  the  world.  Clasp  mine  firmly  as  I  clasp 
yours.  See,  there  is  magic  in  the  action  itself!  So  we 
placed  our  hands  in  those  of  our  parents ;  so  our  children 
love  to  place  theirs  in  our  own.  So,  then,  even  so,  let 
us  two  walk  trustingly  and  lovingly  together  for  a  while, 
and  join  again  the  broken  threads  of  old  feelings,  wishes, 
friendships,  and  hopes. 

•  ...••• 

Hush !  is  it  a  parliament,  or  a  congregation,  or  what, 
that  darkens  over  yonder  field?  Are  rook-politics,  or 
rook-faith,  or  rook  domestic  hopes  and  fears,  the  subjects 
of  that  everlasting  cawing,  those  restless  movements, 
those  hoppings  and  peckings,  and  changes  of  position  ? 

Cower  down  here  with  me  by  this  hole  in  the  hedge ; 
— let  us  lean  against  this  old  elm-root  and  look  through. 
See !  the  honeysuckle  is  twined  in  the  thorn  above  our 
heads,  and  is  giving  out  its  scent  around  us,  as  if  to  bid 
us  welcome. 

Oh,  dear  companion,  do  you  see  the  dark  glossy  creat- 
ures at  their  play?  Their  play?  am  I  not  bold  to  say 
so  ?  They  have  come  here  for  some  object, — with  some 
distinct  intention  and  purpose.  Yonder,  in  the  tall  oak 
that  overlooks  the  field  in  the  opposite  corner,  I  see  the 
sentinel  guard,  who  will  never  stir  from  his  post  until  the 
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has    dispersed, 
unless    he     hears    or 
sees  symptoms  of  danger  ur  interrup- 
tion,  and   then  he  will  dash  out  and  fly 
»„     _  among  them,  making  his  warning  cry,  so 

I       I  different    from   all  others,  that  any  one 

K  who  has  once  heard  it  will  recognize  it  again. 
H  f  We  must  whisper  our  remarks  very  softly  then, 
"  or  it  may  give   notice  of  our  presence   here,  and 

all  the  flock  may  forsake  the  field. 
How  solemn  and  grave,  yet  how  keen  and  attentive 
he  looks  !  How  patient  and  observant !  Contented  not 
to  join  the  fun  himself,  so  that  he  may  but  promote  it. 
Unselfish,  dark  watchman,  are  you  paid  for  your  trouble, 
and  if  so,  how  ?  Or  do  you  do  it  out  of  love  and  affection 
for  your  brethren,  expecting  love  and  affection  from  them 
in  return »  on  some  future  occasion,  when   one   of  them 
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will  watch,  and  you  will  be  allowed  to  play  ?  Play,  I  still 
say ;  but  can  this  be  only  play  indeed  ?  Surely  something 
graver  and  more  important  than  play  must  have  brought 
these  different  companies  and  families  from  their  often 
distant  homes,  to  this  spot  ? 

Alas !  how  vain  are  my  questionings !  nature  remains 
mute  around  me,  and  man  is  ignorant  and  unable  to 
answer.  Yes !  ignorant  and  unable  to  "answer,  let  him 
say  what  he  will. 

Hear  this,  oh  you  philosophers, — ^you  lights  of  the 
world,  with  your  books  and  p^pt^rs  and  diagrams,  and 
collected  facts,  and  self-confidence  unlimited !  You  who 
turn  the  bull's-eye  of  your  miserable  lanthoms  upon  iso- 
lated comers  of  the  universe,  and  fancy  you  are  sitting  in 
the  supreme  light  of  creative  knowledge  !  Hear  this ; 
you  are  ignorant  and  unable  to  answer ;  or  disprove  it  if 
you  can,  by  showing  me  that  you  do  know  this  one  sim- 
ple thing  which  puzzles  me  now !  Tell  me  what  the  rooks 
are  doing  and  saying  ;  those  inferior  animals  about  whom 
you,  in  your  wisdom,  ought  to  know  ever>'thing.  Tell 
me  that,  and  I  will  own  that  your  eyes  have  been  opened 
indeed,  and  that  you  are  as  gods,  knowing  good  and  evil. 

Tell  me  what  these  grand  assemblies  are  for ;  tell  me 
how  they  are  called  ;  tell  me  how  they  are  conducted ; 
tell  me  by  what  message  the  distant  colonies  are  warned 
of  the  particular  spot  and  hour  of  meeting.  Tell  me  by 
what  rules  the  place  is  chosen.  Tell  me  how  the  messen- 
ger is  instructed.     Tell  me  by  what  means  he  delivers  his 
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message. 

Tell  me  why  they  meet 

on  level  ground  and 

walk  like  men,  and 

not  rather  in  their  own 

deep    woods,    where    they 

might  fly  and  roost  on  branches* 

and    run    no  danger,   and    need   no 

}^^/3H|'^  ^   guard? 

C^  W  f  \  Tell  me  what  do  they  say,  what  do 
they  say,  what  do  they  say,  when  they 
t  meet  at  last,  and  whether  the}"  are 
here  for  business  or  for  play.  Tell  me 
these  things,  and  then  I  will  listen  to 
you  when  you  point  out  to  me  the 
counsels  and  the  workings  of  the  Cre- 
ator of  rooks  and  of  men. 
But,  miserable  guides,  miserable  comforters 
are  ye  all !  Better  a  thousand  times  to  be  a  child  as  I  am 
now,  lying  under  this  twining  honeysuckle,  and  listening 
reverently  to  the  unknown  murmurs  in   the  field!     But 
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oh !  twining  honeysuckle,  why  do  you  breathe  out  only 
scent  around  me  ?  Stoop,  stoop,  stoop  !  I  know  you 
know!  Why  not  whisper  in  my  ear,  then,  what  they 
say? 

Tell  me,  what  do  they  say  ?  Childlike,  I  ask,  childlike 
must  I  always  ask  in  vain  ? 

But  hush  for  a  moment !  some  one  speaks ;  some 
stranger  interrupts  us  already ! — calls,  "  gentlemen  !  **  as 
if  gentlemen  were  here.  Oh !  go,  go,  go,  whoever  you 
may  be.  There  are  no  gentlemen  here— only  children: 
children  for  one  brief  hour  of  weary  grown-up  life.  Leave 
us ;  let  us  dream  our  dream  in  peace. 

But  how  is  this  ?  I  see  no  one  near,  yet  the  voice  is 
louder  than  before.  Companion,  where  are  you  ?  Look ! 
There  is  no  disturbance  in  the  field  ;  the  sentry  sits  firm 
at  his  post ;  the  rest  are  hopping,  pecking,  jumping  as 
before;  and  yet  I  hear — oh,  what  do  I  hear? — a  voice — 
and  from  among  the  rooks  themselves!  Have  my  senses 
left  me,  or  have  I  received  another?  Anyhow  the  spell 
is  broken  at  last,  and  language,  language,  language,  re- 
sounds  on  every  side  !  Quick,  then,  my  tablets !  Let 
me  record  what  I  see  and  hear. 

One  among  them  comes  forward — a  crowd  surrounds 
him — he  is  congratulated — he  inclines  his  head — he 
thanks  his  friends  for  a  reception  so  far  beyond  his 
merits  or  his  hopes.  .  .  .  Oh,  folly !  are  they  aping 
the  mockeries  of  men  ?  Wait !  he  is  serious  once  more> 
and  here  on  my  tablets  I  record. 
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WHAT  THE   ROOK   SAYS. 

"The  origin,  therefore,  of  these  creatures, — these  men, 
— whom  we  equally  fear  and  dislike,  is  decidedly  the 
most  useful  of  all  subjects  of  study.  How  can  it  be 
otherwise  ?  Their  treatment  of  us,  and  our  feelings  to 
them,  can  never  be  placed  on  a  proper  footing,  until  we 
know  something  of  the  nature  of  the  people  themselves. 
In  fact,  my  friends,  I  base  my  whole  inquiry  upon  these 
two  assumptions ;  first,  that  it  is  desirable  to  ascertain 
the  exact  truth  on  the  subject ;  secondly,  that  it  is  possu 
ble  to  ascertain  the  exact  truth  upon  any  subject,  if  one 
chooses  to  try. 

**  Whoever  goes  along  with  me  on  these  points,  will  be 
so  good  as  to  rise  from  the  ground  by  a  hop,  and  give  a 
caw.     .     .     . 

" .  .  .  Thank  you,  thank  you,  gentlemen,  for  your 
applause !  My  recognition  of  our  common  capabilities  is 
acceptable  to  you,  I  perceive.  Unlimited  faith  in  them 
is  indeed  the  keystone  of  all  inquiry,  .  .  .  Thank 
you,  thank  you,  once  more !  " 

— But  I — the  transcriber  of  this  arrogant  nonsense — 
am  ready,  as  I  listen  to  their  senseless  caws,  to  throw 
down  my  tablets  in  despair.  Oh  !  to  think  of  finding  the 
false  glozings  of  philosophical  conceit  among  the  birds  of 
the  air,  and  as  welcome  as  .  .  .  but  hush !  he  speaks 
again. 

**  How^  when^  whence,  and  why,  then,  are  the  questions 
we  must  put  and  learn  to  answer.     Haw  came  this  creat- 
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ure  in  the  land,  and  whence?  when  was  he  first  our  foe, 
and  why  ?     Why  also  is  he  here  at  all  ? 

"  These  are  difficult  questions  indeed,  and  before  we 
answer  them,  let  us  look  at  the  facts  of  the  case.  Un- 
happily they  are  too  well  known  to  need  much  descrip- 
tion.  It  is,  and  has  been  from  time  immemorial  (I  have 
made  inquiry  of  our  oldest  relations),  a  system  of  en- 
croachment on  one  side,  and  giving  way  on  the  other. 
He  comes  near  us  and  we  fly ;  he  pursues  us  again,  and 
again  we  retire  before  him.  Old  solitudes  and  woodland 
homes  are  invaded,  and  made  public ;  and  we  seek  fresh 
retreats,  only  to  be  driven  out  afresh.  It  is  a  terrible 
position,  and  a  time  will  certainly  come  when  we  must 
seek  a  new  world,  or  cease  to  exist,  unless  some  remedy 
for  the  threatened  evil  can  be  found. 

*'  Now,  the  WHY  of  our  yielding  our  place  to  man  is 
fear.  We  can  none  of  us  deny  it :  a  cowardly  terror 
which  seems  to  have  possessed  our  race  as  far  back  as 
our  oldest  grandsires  can  recollect. 

"  But  the  V^HY  of  t\i\%fcar  ?  What  is  that  ?  Well !  I 
am  told  on  all  sides  that  it  is  our  sense  of  man's  superior- 
ity to  ourselves.  Hence  we  succumb,  overawed  by  his 
presence.  And  here  I  will  at  once  confess,  that  I  was  for 
a  long  time  myself  as  firm  a  believer  in  this  old  tradition 
as  any  of  you  can  be  at  the  present  moment.  When  I 
beheld  ancient  woods  deserted,  ancient  homes  forsaken, 
how  could  I  fail  to  tremble  before  him  who,  I  was  told, 
was  the  mighty  cause  of  such  disturbance  ?     But  thanks 
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to  the  awakened  spirit  of  inquiry,  I  emerged  at  last  from 
the  labyrinth  of  what  I  now  believe  to  be  an  old  wife's 
tale. 

"  The  why  of  our  giving  way,  was  fear  :  that  was  ob- 
vious enough  ;  the  why  of  the  fear,  man's  superiority.  So 
it  was  said,  at  least ;  but  of  this,  what  proofs  ?  was  my 
next  demand;  and  no  one  could  give  me  an  answer! 
Here  was  a  position  for  an  intelligent  creature !  Every- 
thing mysterious,  unknown,  and  taken  for  granted  ;  noth- 
ing proved.  I  shouted  for  proofs  till  I  was  hoarse,  but 
every  one  turned  away  silent.  Who  can  wonder,  then, 
that  my  next  inquiry  implied  a  doubt  ?  Is  man  superior 
to  ourselves  after  all  ?  No  one  can  show  me  the  fact  by 
proofs.  May  not  this  old  tradition  then  be  a  mere  myth  ? 
the  delusion  of  timid  minds  imposed  upon  weak  ones  for 
truth  ?  My  friends !  the  moment  when  I  asked  myself 
these  questions  was  the  turning-point  of  my  life.  Hence- 
forth I  resolved  to  inquire  and  investigate  for  myself,  and 
the  result  of  my  labours  I  am  going  to  place  before  you. 

**  Yet,  lest  you  should  accuse  me  also  of  mere  assertion- 
making,  let  me  guide  you  into  examining  the  facts  of  the 
matter  fairly  for  yourselves. 

"  Now  all  common  observation  is  against  the  superiority 
of  man.  While  we  fly  swiftly  through  the  sky,  behold 
him  creeping  slowly  along  the  ground.  While  we  soar  to 
the  very  clouds,  a  brief  jump  and  come  down  again  is  all 
his  utmost  efforts  can  accomplish,  though  I  have  seen 
him  practising  to  get  higher  and  higher,  in  his  leaps,  as  if 
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at  a  grame.  And  at  all  times,  if  one  of  his  legs  is  up,  the 
other  is  obliged  to  be  down,  or  the  superior  creature  would 
be  apt  to  tumble  on  his  nose.  Yet  it  is  always  in  this 
miserable  lop-sided  manner  he  moves  from  place  to  place, 
unless  he  can  get  some  other  being,  more  skilful  than 
himself,  to  carry  him  along. 

"Again,  while  we  are  clothed  in  a  natural  thick, glossy 
plumage,  available  equally  for  summer  or  winter,  behold 
man,  not  possessing  in  himself  the  means  of  protection 
against  any  sort  of  weather  whatever!  Neither  the 
warmth  of  summer  nor  the  cold  of  winter  suit  his  uncom- 
fortable skin.  In  all  seasons  he  must  wesir  clot Aes.  Clumsy 
incumbrances,  with  which  he  is  driven  by  a  sad  necessity 
to  supply  the  place  of  the  feathers  or  fur,  with  which 
every  other  creature  on  earth  but  himself  is  blessed. 
What  sort  of  superiority  is  this? 

"  One  more  instance  out  of  many,  and  I  shall  have  said 
enough  for  the  present.  It  is  one,  the  force  of  which 
every  philosophical  mind  will  appreciate.  While  we  are 
satisfied  with  ourselves  and  all  around  us,  man  is  ever  dis- 
contented and  uneasy,  seeking  rest  in  everlasting  change, 
but  neither  finding  it  himself,  nor  allowing  it  to  others,  as 
we  know  to  our  bitter  cost. 

"  Ah,  my  friends,  if  restless  dissatisfaction  be  a  proof 
of  superiority,  who  would  not  be  glad  to  be  an  inferior 
animal  ? 

"  Now  then,  have  I  shaken  the  old  faith  in  the  old 
tradition?     If  so,  you  will  be  better  disposed  to  accept 
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the  new  one.  Whoever  is  satisfied  of  this,  let  him  soar 
from  the  ground  and  give  a  caw  !  " 

— What  a  rising  of  dark  forms  in  the  air ;  what  an  out- 
burst  of  caws  !  Verily  't  is  a  beautiful  language^  after  all, 
and  beautiful  creatures  they  are  themselves !  Only  I  am 
not  sure  I  do  not  like  them  better  so,  than  in  the  would- 
be  wisdom  of  men.  Yes !  if  they  had  but  the  sense  not 
to  sit  in  judgment  upon  things  beyond  their  power!  .  .  . 
But  hush  !  he  speaks  again. 

"  One  objection  remains  to  be  answered.  It  was  sug- 
gested  by  a  keen-sighted  friend,  now,  I  am  proud  to  say,  a 
warm  supporter  of  my  views.  In  some  of  the  unmannerly 
invasions  of  our  premises  already  alluded  to,  painful 
events  occur.  While  standing  under  our  roosting  trees, 
these  creatures,  men,  will  occasionally  level  at  us  sticks, 
of  the  most  contemptible  size,  but  which,  owing  to  some 
contrivance  which  I  have  not  at  present  had  the  time  to 
investigate,  make  suddenly  an  abominable  banging  noise 
and  a  very  unpleasant  smoke.  And  no  sooner  do  our 
youngsters  see  and  hear  all  this,  than  some  of  them  are 
pretty  sure  to  fall  down  upon  the  ground,  as  if  crouching 
at  the  very  feet  of  our  foe.  All  fathers  of  families  here 
present  will  admit  the  truth  of  this  description,  and  know 
the  terrible  result.  The  prostrate  young  ones  are  carried 
away  unresisting,  and  are  never  heard  of  more. 

"  Now  this  has  actually  been  brought  forward  as  a 
proof  of  the  superiority  of  man ;  though  in  what  way 
wanton  cruelty  proves  superiority,  I  confess  I  am  unable 
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to  see.  But  what  cannot  we  flatter  ourselves  we  have 
proved,  when  our  minds  are  warped  by  a  theory !  I, 
looking  at  the  fact  with  an  unprejudiced  eye,  see  in  it 
nothing  but  the  miserable  fruits  of  a  delusion  encouraged 
through  so  long  a  succession  of  ages,  that  we  have  trans- 
mitted to  our  very  offspring  an  inheritance  of  paralysing 
fear  !  For,  observe,  it  is  rarely — very  rarely — the  grown- 
up bird  who  is  the  victim  of  this  terror.  Only  the  tender 
and  susceptible  young  ones,  who  have  had  no  experience 
of  life  to  counteract  the  insane  cowardice,  which  our  ob- 
stinate adherence  to  the  old  wife's  tale  has  bequeathed  to 
their  constitutions. 

**  Enough  of  this.  I  pass  now  to  the  pleasanter  part 
of  my  task  !  The  statement  of  a  theory  respecting  the 
origin  of  men,  which  affords  a  beautiful  and  consistent 
explanation  of  all  the  puzzling  facts  we  have  been  con- 
sidering, and  opens  up  a  vista  of  triumph  to  the  whole 
rook  race !  '* 

— Mercy !  what  thunders  of  applause  ! — I  am  deafened, 
but  curiosity  is  awakened  at  last. — What  folly ! — Yet  if 
ingenuity  were  wisdom.  .  .  .  Well,  well,  if  it  were, 
judges  would  be  overruled  by  barristers,  and  a  thousand 
unjust  verdicts  become  law.  Again  he  opens  his  bill  .  .  . 

"  My  friends,  man  is  not  our  superior,  was  never  so, 
for  he  is  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  degenerated  brother 
of  our  own  race !  Yes,  I  venture  confidently  to  look  back 
thousands  on  thousands  of  generations,  and  I  see  that 
fpun  were  once  rooks !     Like  us  they  were  covered  with 
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feathers,  like  us  lived  in  trees,  flew  instead  of  walking, 
roosted  instead  of  squatting  in  stone  boxes,  and  were 
happy  and  contented  as  we  are  now  ! 

"  This  is  a  bold  proposition,  and  I  do  not  ask  you  to 
assent  to  it  at  once.  But  if  on  testing  it  in  various  ways, 
you  are  forced  to  admit  that  by  it  you  are  able  to  explain 
things  hitherto  inexplicable,  and  to  account  for  things 
otherwise  unaccountable,  then  I  insist  that  though  ocular 
proof  cannot  be  had,  you  cannot  reasonably  reject  my 
solution,  without  oflfering  me  a  better  one  in  exchange. 
If  things  are  not  so,  how  are  they  ?  is  the  ground  I  stand 
upon.  For  remember  we  have  already  laid  down  the 
maxim,  that  everything  ought  to  be  and  can  be  explained. 

"  Well !  here  then  I  advance  another  step  forward.  I 
give  an  explanation  (supported  of  course  by  facts),  and  I 
challenge  you  either  to  accept  it,  or  to  answer  the  search- 
ing inquiry,  *  If  things  are  not  sOy  how  are  they  ? '  Gentle- 
men who  see  the  justice  of  this  remark,  will,  perhaps, 
aflford  me  a  congratulatory  caw. 

"Almost  unanimous,  I  declare!  and  my  venerable 
friends  who  hesitate — well,  well — it  is  from  the  young  I 
look  for  support.  A  natural  distaste  to  disturbance  of 
ideas  comes  on  with  declining  years.  Thank  you,  gen- 
tlemen, again  ;  the  voices  of  my  young  supporters  are 
loud  and  impressive.** 

— Oh,  birds  of  the  air,  the  world  and  the  vanities  and 
follies  of  it  are  as  deep  in  your  hearts  as  in  ours  !  But 
again  he  resumes : — 
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"The  test  I  begin  with  is  this.  Supposing  that  my 
theory  be  true,  and  that  men  are  degenerated  rooks,  what 
would  be  the  condition  of  their  minds,  what  their  feeling 
and  conduct  towards  us,  the  original  race  ?  Would  not 
the  painful  sense  of  degradation,  in  the  first  place,  cause 
them  to  be  restless  and  uneasy  with  their  present  con- 
dition, as  in  fact  we  see  they  are  ?  And  would  it  not,  in 
the  second  place,  stimulate  them  to  an  incessant  craving 
for  re-association — a  desire  to  be  with  us,  among  us,  of 
us,  and  like  us,  once  more  ?  What  more  natural,  then, 
than  that  they  should  pursue  us  with  almost  tiresome 
pertinacity  (a  fact  inexplicable  on  the  theory  of  man's 
superiority),  and  that  when  we  retreat  before  them  in 
fear,  they  should  still  follow  us ;  not,  however,  as  we  have 
for  so  long  imagined,  with  evil  intent,  but  with  the  out- 
stretched arms  of  love  ? 

**  My  friends,  I  feel  the  moisture  tremble  in  my  eyes  at 
the  thought  of  the  gross  misconceptions  we  have  cher- 
ished with  respect  to  this  much  maligned  human  race. 
How  cruel,  how  cold  we  must  have  appeared  to  them ! 
'  How  heartless — pardon  my  emotion !  .  .  .  Give  me 
encouragement  by  an  approving  caw.  .  .  ." 

— Louder  than  ever,  only  hoarse  with  suppressed  emo- 
tion. The  dream  of  nonsense  is  becoming  real  and  ex- 
citing!    He  speaks — 

*'  And  now,  even  for  the  terrible  loss  of  our  young  ones, 
an  explanation  dawns,  and  their  probable  fate  becomes 
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clear;  and  happily  it  is  one,  of  which,  in  the  midst  of 
parental  regrets, we  cannot  but  be  proud.  Yes!  I  boldly 
picture  to  myself  those  lost  young  ones,  carried  away  to 
become  the  friends  and  instructors  of  the  race  we  have 
dreaded  as  enemies.  I  do  not  hesitate  to  imagine  them 
tenderly  nursed  and  watched  in  the  stone  boxes  into 
which  we  cannot  see,  but  which  they  inhabit  as  homes — 
every  movement  an  object  of  interest  to  their  captors, 
every  action  creating  admiration,  and  made  a  subject  of 
imitation — and  I  see  no  improbability  in  the  picture ! 
For  if,  as  I  shall  presently  show  by  unanswerable  proofs, 
men  are  imitating  not  only  our  appearance,  but  our  very 
customs  and  manners,  their  being  able  to  do  so  can  only 
be  attributed  to  the  instructions  imparted  to  them, 
whether  by  example  or  precept,  by  our  own  offspring, — 
for  who  else  can  have  taught  them  ?  Ages  may  pass 
away  before  the  reunion  of  the  two  races  takes  place,  but 
when  it  does  (and  I  look  forward  to  it  in  confident  faith), 
it  will  be  our  own  children  who  will  have  been  the  means 
of  bringing  the  long-parted  brethren  together :  those  chil- 
dren who  once  fell  down  in  fear  at  the  feet  of  men,  and 
over  whose  fate,  hitherto,  the  veil  of  an  impenetrable 
mystery  has  been  thrown.  My  friends,  it  is  my  proud 
delight  at  this  moment  to  lift  that  veil,  and  reveal  to  the 
affectionate  mourners  the  bright  and  pleasurable  reality! 
"  And  thus  the  mysteries  of  man's  pursuit,  and  appar- 
ent ill-usage  of  us,  become  in  the  light  of  my   theory 
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natural  and  intelligible  facts.  But  you  have  a  right  to 
reply  :  *  Clear  as  all  this  would  be  if  the  thing  itself  could 
be ;  that  still  remains  to  be  shown.  By  what  possible 
means  could  birds  ever  degenerate  into  men  ?  * 

"  Nothing  can  be  more  reasonable  than  the  inquiry ; 
nothing  more  conclusive,  I  believe,  than  the  explanation 
I  am  able  to  give. 

"  At  this  very  moment,  then,  my  friends,  we  are  our« 
selves  living  examples  of  a  first  step  in  the  same  direction ! 
Here  we  are  assembled  from  all  quarters  of  the  country^ 
having  deserted  our  trees  and  woods,  to  meet  in  an  open 
field,  as  men  meet ;  walk  lop-sided  as  they  walk,  with  one 
leg  up  and  the  other  down  ;  or  jump  in  short  hops  instead 
of  using  our  wings.  What  account  can  we  give  of  this? 
To  descend  to  the  earth  for  a  few  moments  for  food, 
sticks,  or  wool,  as  they  are  needed,  is  one  thing ;  to  pro- 
long our  stay  upon  it,  as  we  do  now,  is  a  matter  of  dan- 
gerous choice.  Alas  !  indolence  and  a  fatal  tendency  ta 
yield  to  the  ease  of  the  moment,  are  the  causes  of  our 
own  conduct ;  and  so  they  were,  I  can  have  no  doubt 
whatever,  of  the  degradation  of  our  ancestors.  Ages  in- 
deed may  pass  away  without  any  perceptible  effect  being 
produced  upon  the  individuals  of  a  race  by  the  bad  habit$^ 
in  which  all  are  indulging.  In  fact,  where  a  gradual 
change  is  creeping  over  all,  it  attracts  the  attention  of 
none.  But  heap  ages  upon  ages,  and  other  ages  upon 
them,  in  a  succession  to  which  the  century-lives  of  our 
grandfathers  are  a  tiny  fraction  of  trme,  and  what  then? 
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Anything  is  possible  in  the  course  of  such  a  period.  Can 
any  one  disprove  what  I  say  ?  If  so,  let  him  caw  it  pub- 
licly out ;  if  not,  let  him  hold  his  tongue.  You  are  silent  ; 
I  perceive  that  you  assent. 

**  Now,  then,  let  us  imagine  a  race  of  bygone  rooks,  less 
energetic  even  than  ourselves ;  nay,  we  will,  if  you  please, 
imagine  them  with  some  temporary  weakness  in  their 
wings  (such  deviations  from  a  general  standard  are  quite 
possible),  and  indulging  gradually  more  and  more  in  the 
relief  afforded  to  the  evil  by  this  pernicious  habit  of 
ground-walking.  There  seems  to  me  to  be  no  great  diffi- 
culty in  believing  that  a  weakness  so  indulged  should 
gain  ground  in  proportion  to  the  extent  of  the  indulgence, 
until,  in  the  course  of  the  long  ages  alluded  to,  and  by 
many  inheritances  of  increased  want  of  power,  the  mis- 
chief, once  trifling,  became  insurmountable,  and  a  race 
incapable  of  using  their  wings  at  all,  arose. 

"  Now,  it  is  well  known  to  you  all,  by  observation  of 
our  young  ones,  that  wings  grow  by  use.  After  the 
young  brood  make  efforts  at  flying,  those  necessary 
appendages  increase.  Thus  much  therefore  is  clear.  Prac- 
tice brings  power,  and  power  brings  on  growth  and  en- 
largement. And,  in  a  similar  manner,  want  of  practice 
brings  a  falling  away  of  strength  and  diminution  in  size. 
Why  then  should  there  be  any  insuperable  difficulty  in 
further  believing  it  possible  that  the  never-used  and  con- 
sequently  constantly  diminishing  wings  of  generation 
after  generation,  should  disappear  at  last  entirely  as  wings. 
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leaving  only  the  outer  bone  remaining,  as  a  sort  of  claw 
whereby  to  lay  hold  on  what  was  wanted— bared  of  all 
its  beauty  and  ornament, — in  fact,  the  long  uncouth  arm 
of  the  present  man  ? 

*'  And  I  can  hardly  doubt  that  in  a  similar  manner,  the 
other  unused  feathers  on  back  and  breast  and  legs,  would 
also  gradually  fail.  No  air  blowing  through  them,  no 
freedom  of  action,  no  battling  with  the  breeze.  On  the 
contrary,  a  stuffy  life  in  close  stone  boxes,  enclosed  on 
all  sides.  Well  might  wings  diminish  in  size,  and  feathers 
decrease  in  quantity,  until  at  length,  in  the  naked,  claw- 
armed,  bare-legged  creature,  not  a  trace  of  them  could  be 
found ! 

"  Every  probability  is  in  favour  of  such  a  result,  pro- 
vided you  only  allow  time  enough  for  the  imperceptible 
action  of  the  change. 

"  And  now  reflect  upon  the  miserable  creature  pre^ 
sented  to  your  imagination !  Enlarged,  it  is  true,  in 
length,  for  his  lazy  habits  encourage  that  sort  of  feeble 
growth ;  and  the  power  which  once  produced  feathers, 
must  needs  develop  in  some  other  form  !  But  behold  him 
— a  featherless,  thin-skinned  biped — neither  beast,  nor 
bird,  nor  fish  ;  wandering,  shivering  over  the  face  of  the 
earth,  needing  help  from  every  other  creature  around 
him,  yet  never  satisfied  with  anything  he  gets!  Need  I 
fill  up  the  picture  further,  or  will  not  every  one  recognise 
at  once  in  this  miserable  animal  the  portrait  of  the  su- 
perior being,  Man  ! 
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listeners  caw!   well  may  they  wheel 
Jn  exulting  flight.    I  myself  grow  giddy 
I  then  half  convinced? — Yet  for  an 
lo  hope  to  fathom  the  higher  nature? 
iash  of  folly !     But  hark,  he  has  begun 


degeneration    is  possible   is   therefore 

thousand  difficulties  cleared  away  by 

of  this  fact,  I  will  offer  you  one  more. 

admit  that  one  of  the  most  puzzling 
|n  with  man  is,  why  he  wears  clothes  ? — 

ring  him  as  a  perfect  animal,  it  would 
iccount  for,  but  which,  on  the  contrary, 

a  degenerated  one,  is  just  what  might 

had  his  natural  clothes  once,  like  the 
lals   of   the   earth ;     he  has   lost    them 

disease  of  his  deterioration,  and  must 
th  the  miserable  make-shifts  of  dress. 

le  does  not  allow  me  to  give  you  now 
examples  of  my  collection  of  proofs,  the 

enormous  ;  for  even  after  my  own  con- 
led  for  ever  by  the  discoveries  I  have 

never   relaxed  in  my  researches ;  but 

iie  personally  in  more  places  than  one  at 

;*id  in  active  investigations  several  distin- 

I  will  mention  particularly  Mr.  Raven- 

V-beak,  and    Mr.  Grey-legs.     Furnished 

nderstanding  of  what  I  believed  and 
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wished  to  be  proved,  these  gentlemen  have  been  unremit- 
ting in  their  efforts  to  procure  corroborative  facts;  of 
which,  therefore,  I  will,  before  I  conclude,  mention  a  few 
of  the  most  striking. 

"  Mr.  Raven-wing*s  particular  line  was  to  find  evidence 
of  attempts  on  the  part  of  man  to  recover  the  colour  of 
the  original  race,  namely  black ;  and  to  this  end  he  did 
not  shrink  even  from  the  distasteful  task  of  approaching 
those  vast  masses  of  men's  stone  boxes,  which  they  call 
cities,  towns,  or  villages,  in  order  that  he  might  observe 
the  proceedings  of  their  inhabitants.  And  he  came  back 
to  me  absolutely  overwhelmed  with  what  he  had  met 
with.  Black  in  all  the  streets  struggling  to  overpower 
every  other  hue.  Black  quiescent  on  the  pavements  and 
walls.  Black  rising  triumphantly  into  the  air  from  the 
mouths  of  those  smaller  boxes,  which  are  placed  on  the 
summit  of  the  larger  ones,  apparently  to  raise  their 
height — of  which  singular  fact  I  shall  have  more  to  say 
by-and-bye. 

"  Black  also  the  usual  colour  of  the  coverings  with 
which  men  protect  their  heads  from  the  outer  air.  Black 
even  the  clumsy  boots  which  cover  their  feet.  Black 
pretty  nearly  everything,  everywhere,  Mr.  Raven-wing 
positively  declared. 

"  And  on  another  occasion,  in  some  parts  of  the  coun- 
try, he  came  upon  whole  races  of  men  who  left  their 
homes  every  morning  at  an  early  hour,  white,  but  returned 
to  them  every  evening  black,  having  accomplished  this 
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transformation  during  the  course  of  the  day.  But  by 
^what  means  this  significant  change  was  effected  he  could 
not  precisely  ascertain ;  for  the  places  to  which  these 
<reatures  resorted  for  the  purpose  were  either  deep  holes 
in  the  earth,  into  which  they  descended,  and  soon  disap- 
peared from  sight,  or  large  dark  enclosures,  full  of  fire 
and  heat  and  smoke,  into  which  no  bird  could  follow 
them  and  live ;  so  that  all  he  knew  of  them  was  that 
everything  there  being  black,  people  became  blackened 
ivho  remained  there  long  enough.  Alas!  what  suffer- 
ings men  endure  in  their  struggles  to  become  like  our- 
selves, it  is  pitiful  to  reflect  upon  !  And  the  repetition 
of  the  endurance  is  not  the  least  remarkable  fact  of  the 
case.  For,  unhappily,  the  desired  result  appears  to  last 
for  only  the  period  of  one  day.  These  men  emerge  from 
their  stone  boxes  next  morning,  pallid  as  before,  again  to 
go  forth  to  similar  haunts,  and  undergo  the  same  tortures, 
to  bring  back  for  the  same  short  time  the  coveted  colour 
to  their  cheeks ! 

**A11  these  circumstances,  gentlemen,  fell  under  Mr. 
Raven-wing's  personal  observation,  and  of  them,  there- 
fore, no  doubt  can  be  entertained.  But  it  is  fair  to  tell 
you  also,  that  he  did,  in  the  course  of  his  travels,  hear  of 
another  class  of  facts,  highly  corroborative  of  these,  but 
of  which,  as  depending  upon  hearsay  evidence,  I  cannot 
so  positively  speak.  That  hearsay  evidence  went  to  show 
that  there  are,  already  existing  in  the  world,  a  class  of 
men  whose  black  colour  remains  with  them  for  life, — nay. 
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who  transmit  it  to  their  offspring,  so  effectual  have  been 
the  means  used  by  their  ancestors  in  acquiring  it !  Sin« 
gular  and  interesting  as  this  circumstance  is,  if  true,  I  do 
not  wish  to  dwell  upon  it.  Imperfect  evidence  is  the  one 
thing  in  the  world  on  which  no  fair  inquirer  likes  to  build. 

"  On  the  other  hand,  Mr.  Yellow-beak's  mission  was  to 
obtain  proofs  of  man's  endeavour  to  resume  his  life  in 
trees ;  and  of  this  some  very  interesting  instances  were 
adduced.  In  the  same  cities  or  towns  which  were  the 
seat  of  Mr.  Raven-wing's  investigations,  Mr.  Yellow-beak 
discovered  narrow,  upright,  and  very  much  elongated 
brick  boxes,  no  thicker  than  the  stems  of  our  large  trees, 
and  in  many  cases  strongly  resembling  them  in  forma- 
tion, only  destitute  altogether  of  branches  and  leaves. 
And  out  of  the  tops  of  these  Mr.  Yellow-beak  noticed  to 
issue  those  same  columns  of  black  smoke,  as  he  was  told 
It  was  called,  which  Mr.  Raven-wing  had  observed  before, 
and  which  is  evidently  one  of  the  many  contrivances  by 
which  man  is  endeavouring  after  a  restoration  to  the 
appearance  of  his  lost  primeval  state. 

**  Indeed,  my  esteemed  and  acute  friend  satisfied  him- 
self that  there  was,  at  the  present  day,  going  on  among 
men,  a  series  of  systematic  and  unremitting  efforts  for  a 
return  to  the  lost  forests  and  the  original  condition ;  of 
which  efforts  these  stem-like  buildings  furnish  a  notable 
example.  Let  some  ingenious  plan  be  devised  for  the 
construction  of  branches  on  each  side,  and  there  can  be 
no  possible  reason  why  men  should  not,  in  the  course  of 
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time — but,  mark  me — I  do  say  in  the  course  of  time — roost 
in  these  brick  trees,  as  they  did  of  yore  in  the  natural 
ones.  In  fact,  that  this  will  eventually  take  place,  and 
that  men  will  make  their  homes  in  the  branched  chimneys 
of  cities,  I  see  no  difficulty  in  supposing;  nor  that  this 
will  be  one  most  powerful  step  towards  a  return  to  the 
common  interests  and  hopes  between  ourselves  and  them. 

**  Mr.  Grey-legs*  information  was  of  a  miscellaneous 
character.  He  was  out  early  one  morning,  near  a 
large  village,  and  having  fixed  his  attention  on  one 
of  those  smaller  boxes  usually  placed  on  the  others 
to  raise  the  height  of  the  building,  he  all  at  once 
observed  emerging  from  its  mouth  a  living  creature.  My 
friends,  it  is  a  solemn  and  important  fact  that  this  creature 
was  black  all  oifcr,  Black  as  a  black  feather  coat  could 
have  made  him.  Black  in  his  skin,  black  in  his  clothes, 
black  in  the  arm  which  lifted  itself  up  and  waved  round 
and  round,  triumphantly,  something  also  black,  and  more 
like  a  bird's  feather  than  anything  else.  The  gesture  was 
triumphant,  and  the  voice  scarcely  less  so, — Sweep-o-oh ! 
Sweep-oh  !  Swecp-oh  !  Some  feeble  attempt,  we  may  sup- 
pose, at  a  return  to  the  caw  of  their  better  days,  yet,  in 
its  monotony,  indicating  a  common  origin  of  language. 

"  Mr.  Grey-legs*  observations  were  especially  valuable, 
however,  in  his  discovery  of  more  than  one  place  near 
great  towns,  in  which  attempts  are  frequently  made,  on 
the  part  of  our  poor  degenerate  brothers,  towards  bring- 
ing to  perfection  a  substitute  for  the  lost  power  of  soaring 
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in  the  air.  Clumsy  as  the  machine  or  balloon  used  for 
this  purpose  is,  the  mere  fact  of  its  invention  forms  one 
of  the  most  invaluable  links  in  the  chain  of  evidence  of 
man's  determination  to  return  as  soon  as  possible  to  the 
habits  and  manners  of  his  forefathers.  Weary  of  his 
degradation,  he  is,  no  doubt,  at  the  very  moment  we  are 
avoiding  and  fearing  him,  longing  to  make  known  to  us 
his  sense  of  his  misery,  and  to  obtain  assistance  and  hope 
for  the  future.  But,  among  other  things,  the  total  loss  of 
our  language,  consequent  upon  a  long  cessation  of  inter- 
course, remains  as  an  almost  insuperable  difficulty  between 
us.  The  sounds  he  emits  now  from  his  bill-less  mouth 
are,  in  truth,  an  unmeaning  jargon,  to  which  it  is  abso- 
lutely painful  to  listen.  It  serves  his  present  necessities, 
we  may  presume,  as  orders  seem  to  be  given  and  taken 
between  one  individual  and  another ;  but  beyond  this  it  is 
mere  jaw,  and  jaw,  with  as  little  music  in  it  as  meaning. 

**  There  is,  in  fact,  '  neither  sweetness  nor  sublimity^ 
neither  melody  nor  majesty  ^  in  the  shouting,  and  piping y  and 
whistlings  and  hissing,  and  barking  of  closely  intermixed 
human  voices  and  laughter'  ** 

— Where  am  I  ? — Where  am  I  ? — What  am  I  about  ?  Is 
some  mocking  echo  repeating  my  former  words?  But, 
hush  once  more,  for  the  voice  is  speaking  again  : — 

"  This  is  but  the  faintest  outline  of  what  will  be  laid 
before  you  hereafter,  if,  indeed,  we  ever  meet  again  as 
now.  These  points  meanwhile  are  established  as  facts 
which  admit  of  no  dispute: — man's  degradation  from  his 
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original  brotherhood  with  ourselves;  his  yearnings  for  re- 
association  ;  his  constant  efforts  in  that  direction.  And 
for  my  own  part,  I  am  equally  satisfied  of  the  probability 
of  his  success  in  those  efforts.  I  venture  confidently  to 
anticipate  futurity,  and  I  see  him  mounted  in  his  brick- 
roosting  home,  growing  wings  and  feathers,  because  they 
have  become  a  necessity ;  while,  as  the  long  ages  pass 
over,  and  his  present  vile  habits  die  out  from  want  of  use, 
he  will  gradually  lay  aside  the  unmeaning  jargon  which 
he  has  fallen  into  since  he  ceased  to  be  one  of  us,  and 
return  to  the  original  caw  of  his  happier  state.    . 

"  Alas !  my  friends,  that  for  us,  personally,  these  bright 
visions  cannot  be  realized  !  We  shall  none  of  us  behold 
that  glorious  day !  I  speak  it  with  regret.  As  long  as  we 
can  hope  to  last,  men  will  probably  remain  the  thin- 
skinned,  clothes-wearing  creatures  our  grandsires  remem- 
ber them  ;  still  hop  lop-sided  on  the  ground,  and  only 
occasionally,  and  by  very  clumsy  machines,  soar  into  the 
sky.  But  I  find  no  difficulty  in  looking  forward  through 
innumerable  successions  of  ages  to  a  time  when  men  will 
again,  through  gradual  successive  developments  of  down 
and  feathers,  become  swift-flying  birds  of  the  air;  our 
friends,  companions,  brothers — rooks,  in  fact,  like  our- 
selves. All  observations  tend  to  show  that  a  change  in 
this  direction  is  already  at  work,  nay,  has  been  so  for  a 
considerable  length  of  time,  and  with  increasing  symptoms 
of  success,  as  the  observations  of  Mr.  Raven-wing,  Mr. 
Yellow-beak,  and  Mr.  Grey-legs  must  have  convinced  you. 
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All  probability  therefore  is  in  favour  of  that  success 
becoming  one  day  complete. 

"  But,  in  the  meantime,  knowing  the  peculiar  relations 
between  their  race  and  ours,  and  anticipating  the  day 
when  they  shall  become  one,  should  it  not  be  our 
endeavour  to '* 

— What  silence  is  this,  which  has  cut  short  the  sentence, 
and  which  neither  their  caws  nor  the  voice  of  the  speaker 
break  again  ?  How  is  this  ? — Where  am  I  ? — Do  I  wake  or 
dream  ? 

I  peep  through  the  hedge  once  more,  but  see  nothing 
but  a  bare,  deserted  field.  They  are  all  gone.  The  green 
pasture  lies  void  and  empty  under  the  setting  sun.  A 
deathlike  silence  is  around,  or  so  it  seems  to  me.  Only 
the  constant  honeysuckle  wearies  not  of  breathing  out  its 
sweetness  round  my  head.  Companion,  where  are  you  ? 
Alas !  no  hand  is  clasped  in  mine.  Alone,  then,  have  I 
been  dreaming  some  foolish  dream,  or  is  some  one  in 
secret  sympathizing  with  me  still? 

— Ah  !  memory  reawakens  by  degrees.  I  recall  the 
book  that  was  lying  upon  my  desk  when  I  issued  forth 
into  these  fields ;  and  the  thought  of  the  first  temptation 
of  man  flashes  from  another  book  upon  my  soul. 

Woe  upon  us  I  The  world  grows  old,  and  life  is  re- 
peated from  age  to  age,  and  the  same  sins  are  sinned. 
Still  we  desire  to  be  as  God  in  knowledge  :  still  the  hand 
writes  in  fire  upon  our  walls,  **  Except  ye  become  as  little 
children,  ye  shall  not  enter  into  the  kingdom  of  Heaven." 
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**  Ah  !  when  shall  all  men's  good 
Be  each  man's  rule,  and  universal  Peace 
Lie  like  a  shaft  of  light  across  the  land." 

Tennyson. 

ICE,  Snow,  and  Water — only  think  of  such  near  neigh- 
bours— blood  relations,  so  to  speak,  from  the  creation 
— squabbling  about  their  rights  and  dignities,  and  which 
the  best  of  the  three ;  instead  of  living  pleasantly 
together,  giving  and  taking  in  turn,  as  the  case  might  be. 

But  so  it  was,  and  the  facts  were  these.  It  was  a  very, 
very  hard  winter  that  year,  and  the  Ice  on  the  mill-dam 
grew  so  thick  and  strong,  and  was,  besides,  so  remarkably 
smooth  and  fine,  that  it  forgot  its  origin,  and  fancied  itself 
a  crystal  floor. 

Only  think  what  nonsense  ?  But  there  is  no  nonsense 
people  will  not  be  ready  to  believe,  when  they  once  begin 
to  meditate  upon  their  own  perfections. 

And  so,  fancying  himself  a  crystal  floor,  the  Ice  got  to 
look  down  upon  the  Water  which  flowed  underneath  him, 
as  an  impertinent  intruder ;  and  considered  it  a  piece  of 
great  familiarity,  on  the  part  of  the  Snow,  to  come  drop- 
ping upon  him  from  the  sky. 

31 


32  The  General  Thaw. 


In  fact  his  head  was  so  full  of  his  own  importance  in 
the  world,  that  it  seemed  to  him  everybody  else  ought 
to  be  full  of  it  too,  and  keep  at  a  respectful  distance,  and 
admire  him.  And  he  made  some  very  unpleasant  remarks 
to  that  effect. 

For  instance:  "I  should  be  much  obliged  to  you," 
observed  he  one  day  to  the  Water  which  ran  into  the 
dam  from  the  stream,  "  if  you  would  have  the  good- 
ness to  turn  yourself  in  some  other  direction,  when 
you  find  yourself  coming  near  me.  Over  the  fields  to 
the  right  hand,  or  to  the  left ;  or  into  the  ditches,  if 
you  please ;  anywhere,  in  fact,  but  just  under  me.  You 
fidget  me  to  death  with  your  everlasting  trickling 
and  movement.  Pray  amuse  yourself  in  some  other 
way,  than  by  disturbing  people  in  such  a  position  as 
mine.  I  dare  say  you  have  no  notion  of  how  disagree- 
able you  make  yourself  to  others ;  you  are  so  used  to 
your  own  ways,  yourself.  But  the  truth  is,  I  can  bear 
it  no  longer,  and  you  must  carry  your  restlessness 
somewhere  else — it  distracts  my  attention  from  my 
friends !  " 

Now  the  "  friends  "  he  spoke  of  were  the  skaters  and 
sliders,  who  did  nothing  but  praise  his  beauty  as  they 
darted  along  on  his  surface,  making  beautiful  figures  as 
they  went. 

**  But  /  wish,"  answered  the  Water  as  it  kept  running 
in,  **  that  you  would  not  talk  nonsense,  but  leave  me  a 
little  more  elbow-room,  instead  of  pressing  so  close  upon 
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me  that  I  get  thinner  and  thinner  every  day.  If  you 
don't  I  shall  certainly  break  out  if  I  can,  and  be  at  the 
top  myself.  I  Ve  no  notion  of  being  kept  down  by  my 
neighbours,  however  grand  and  polished  they  may  be. 
Just  take  care  of  yourself,  and  look  out.  If  the  springs 
on  the  moors  should  get  loose,  and  the  streams  fill  and 
come  in  here  with  a  rush,  I  should  lift  you  up  like  noth- 
ing, and  silly  enough  you  would  look.  Turn  in  another 
direction,  indeed ! — into  the  ditches  if  I  please — many 
thanks  for  the  pleasant  suggestion — and  all  to  accommo. 
date  you  !  Why,  I  should  as  soon  think  of  sinking  into  the 
ground,  and  hope  I  know  my  own  level  better  than  that ! 
Meantime,  I  give  you  notice.  If  you  won't  be  obliging 
yourself,  you  must  expect  no  favour  from  me,  and  it  will 
be  good-bye  to  your  beauty  and  grandeur  if  I  can  only 
squeeze  through !  ** 

"  If !  "  shouted  the  Ice,  in  a  mocking  tone. 

"If?  well,  if!"  echoed  the  Water,  in  a  rage.  "Stiff 
and  strong  as  you  are,  it  only  wants  a  thaw  in  the  hills  to 
send  a  torrent  your  way,  and  the  whole  thing  *s  done. 
But  what  do  you  know  about  thaws,  and  hills,  and  tor- 
rents, and  the  force  of  pent-up  water,  fixed  in  one  place 
as  you  are,  and  never  getting  any  information  ? 

"  Now  if  you  were  to  ask  my  advice,  who  know  so 
much  more  than  you  do,  and  could  give  you  a  hint  or 
two  upon  yielding  gracefully  to  necessity,  it  would  be 
greatly  to  your  advantage.     But '* 

But  the  but  died  away,  and  was  lost ;  for,  even  while 
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the  Water  was  talking,  some  of  it  was  freezing ;  and  as  it 
froze,  its  voice  got  thinner  and  thinner,  till  at  last  it  could 
not  be  heard  at  all. 

Meantime,  the  Ice  got  thicker  and  thicker,  and  more 
conceited  every  minute.  And  said  he :  "  It  cannot  be 
worth  my  while  to  trouble  myself  with  what  is  happening 
underneath  me !  There  the  Water  is,  and  there  he  must 
remain,  let  him  brag  and  chatter  as  he  will !  he  at  the 
bottom,  and  I  at  the  top.  As  to  making  out  what  he 
means  by  his  long  talk,  that  *s  hopeless.  He  stuck  fast  in 
the  middle  of  the  story  himself.  I  wish  he  would  get  out 
of  the  way ;  but  as  he  won't, — well, — there  he  must  stay, 
I  suppose — he  at  the  bottom,  and  I  at  the  top.  He  's 
all  in  a  muddle  with  his  ifs  and  his  threats.  But  one 
cannot  expect  firmness  of  mind  from  anything  so  restless 
as  he  is.  It  needs  some  solidity  of  character  to  maintain 
one's  position  in  life.  Rolling  stones  gather  no  moss.  / 
sit  firm.  And  here  come  my  friends  to  do  me  honour,  I 
declare !  ** 

And  come  they  did ;  and  in  such  quantities,  that  the 
mill-dam  Ice  had  never  felt  half  so  grand  before. 

It  was  really  the  prettiest  sight  in  the  world !  Here, 
were  beautiful  ladies  in  chairs,  pushed  along  from  behind 
by  gay  young  men.  There,  other  young  men  were 
skating  or  sliding;  sometimes  shooting  by  like  stars, 
sometimes  stooping  to  hit  balls,  which  flew  half  across 
the  large  expanse  of  ice  by  the  effort  of  one  blow; 
sometimes  cutting  figures,  which  the  eye  could  scarcely 
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follow,  so  rapid  and  brilliant  were  the  movements. 
While,  in  a  separate  corner,  children  were  sliding  and 
shouting,  tumbling  down,  laughing,  and  getting  up  again, 
as  happy  as  any  of  the  others. 

Really  the  Ice,  on  whom  this  pretty  scene  took  place, 
must  be  excused  for  feeling  a  little  vain.  It  seemed  to 
him  as  if  it  was  all  done  in  compliment  to  himself ;  for, 
you  see,  he  had  never  been  at  school  to  learn  any  better, 
and  find  out  how  insignificant  everybody  is  to  his  neigh- 
bour.— "  That  I  should  be  treated  with  such  honour  and 
distinction  !  that  I  should  be  the  supporter  of  such  a  bril- 
liant assembly !  that  I  should  be  necessary  to  the  happi- 
ness of  such  crowds ! "  Such  were  the  Ice's  reflections 
from  time  to  time,  as  his  friends  continued  their  sports. 
Talk  he  could  not,  for  he  was  lost  in  a  rapture  of  delight ; 
and  he  felt  that,  as  life  could  have  nothing  more  to  give 
he  wished  it  might  last  on  in  this  way  for  ever.  Poor  Ice ! 
he  thought  only  of  himself!  As  to  the  trickling  of  the 
Water  underneath  him,  it  fidgeted  him  no  longer.  "  What 
can  I  or  my  friends  care  for  such  trifles?  "  was  his  conso- 
latory reflection. 

So  it  trickled  away  unattended  to,  and  presently  the 
day  closed  in,  and  the  company  went  away  home.  And 
then,  as  night  drew  on,  the  wind  veered  to  the  south,  and 
a  drizzle  of  snow  began  to  fall.  It  was  very  light  at  first 
— mere  snow-dust,  in  fact,  and  in  the  darkness  the  Ice 
knew  nothing  of  what  was  happening,  for  feel  it  he  could 
not.    But  by  degrees  the  drizzle  turned  into  flakes,  which 
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dropped  with  graceful  delay  through  the  air,  and  said  to 
themselves  as  they  did  so,  "  How  we  sAa//  be  admired  by 
the  world  when  it  awakes !  It  is  n*t  every  day  in  the 
year  it  *s  so  beautifully  drest.  It  's  only  now  and  then  it 
has  visitors  from  the  skies.  Do  let  us  cover  it  well  over^ 
so  that  it  may  find  itself  white  altogether  for  once ! " 

Which  they  did  ;  and  when  the  morning  came,  not  a 
bit  of  the  mill-dam  Ice  was  to  be  seen.  Indeed,  he  might 
have  gone  on  all  day,  fancying  it  was  night  (for  every- 
thing was  dark  to  him»  as  he  lay  underneath  in  the  shade 
of  the  snow-fall),  but  that  one  or  two  luckless  urchins, 
who  wanted  to  slide,  came  and  kicked  some  of  it  away 
with  their  feet. 

And  then  he  found  out  the  truth.  There  he  was,  cov- 
ered up  with  a  great  white  sheet,  and  could  n*t  see  out ! 
His  beauty,  his  friends,  his  glories,  where  were  they  now? 
He  thought  of  yesterday,  and  his  heart  almost  broke  I 
Oh  !  who  had  dared  to  send  those  miserable  Snow-flakes 
to  disfigure  him  thus?  Never  was  insolence  like  this  I 
The  trickling  of  the  water  below  was  a  trifle,  a  mere 
nothing  by  comparison. 

The  Snow-flakes  were  amazed.  '*  We  come  of  our- 
selves, nobody  sent  us,*'  murmured  they,  as  they  still 
kept  falling  gently  from  the  sky,  and  dropping  like  eider- 
down on  the  ice ;  **  and  we  have  the  right  to  come  where 
we  please.  Who  can  hinder  us,  I  wonder  ?  The  clouds 
are  too  heavy  to  carry  us  all,  so  some  of  us  come  down. 
My  sisters  and  I  were  nearest,  so  here  we  are.    We  don't 
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understand  your  rudeness.  You  ought  to  be  flattered 
that  we  choose  to  come, — we,  who  are  used  to  be  carried 
about  by  the  breezes,  and  live  in  the  clouds!  But 
such  a  reception  as  this,  why,  it  hurts  the  feelings,  of 
course !  ** 

**  The  feelings  I  "  shouted  the  Ice,  half  ready  to  crack 
with  vexation  ;  "  you  to  talk  of  feelings,  who  have  flung 
yourselves  uninvited  on  my  face ;  beggarly  wanderers  as 
you  are,  without  house  or  home ;  and  have  spoilt  my 
beauty  and  happiness  at  once !  " 

He  could  n't  go  on  ;  the  words  stuck  fast  as  he  tried. 

"  Beggarly  wanderers  !  '*  echoed  the  Snow-flakes,  almost 
losing  their  temper  as  they  repeated  the  words :  "  now 
see  what  comes  of  being  low-born,  and  envious,  and  vile. 
See  what  it  is  to  live  in  the  dirty  hole  of  an  earthly 
world  !  You  don't  know  the  good  when  it  comes  to  you, 
you  dreary,  motionless  lump  of  ignorant  matter !  Beg- 
garly wanderers,  indeed !  This  to  us,  who  are  carried 
about  by  the  breezes,  and  live  in  the  clouds  of  the  sky ! 
Dear  us !  Who  would  lower  themselves  to  your  level  by 
choice  ?  And  beauty, — ^you  talk  of  beauty,  as  if  we  could 
find  any  here  but  what  we  bring  ourselves.  Fancy  the 
beauty  of  dingy,  dirty  stuff  like  this  earth  of  yours  !  But, 
of  course,  you  know  no  better ;  and,  what  is  worse,  you 
won't  learn  when  you  might.  Oh  dear,  what  it  is  to  be 
low-born,  and  envious,  and  vile  !  Oh  dear,  what  it  is  to 
belong  to  the  winds  and  the  skies,  and  to  find  one's  self 
in  an  alien  land  !  " 
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**  If  the  winds  and  the  skies  are  so  fond  of  you,  let  them 
come  and  take  you  away/*  cried  the  Ice.  "  I  ask  only 
one  thing — Begone !  Begone  with  your  mincing  conceit 
and  your  beauty,  you  are  not  worthy  that  I  should  hold 
you  up." 

"  You  braggart !  we  should  like  to  hide  you  and  cover 
you  for  ever,"  muttered  the  Snow-flakes.  **  And  we  don't 
intend  to  go  for  your  pleasure  and  whim.  Here  we  are, 
and  here  we  shall  stay,  let  you  squall  and  bawl  as  you 
will.  We  at  the  top,  and  you  at  the  bottom  ;  and  there 
you  may  remain  !  " 

And  such  seemed  likely  to  be  the  case ;  but  by  and  bye, 
when  all  the  clouds  had  passed  over,  and  no  more  snow 
was  falling,  and  the  sun  had  begun  to  shine,  a  party  of 
skaters  and  sliders  came  and  stood  on  the  bank  of 
the  dam. 

And  said  they  one  to  another, — first,  **  What  a  pity !  " 
and  then,  "  But  the  snow  is  not  very  thick  ** ;  and  then, 
"  It  surely  might  be  shovelled  away  if  we  had  but  two  or 
three  men  with  shovels  and  brooms."  So  they  sent  for 
two  or  three  men  with  shovels  and  brooms,  and  these 
swept  and  shovelled,  and  shovelled  and  swept,  till  a  great 
space  of  the  ice  was  left  clear,  and  the  snow  was  laid  in 
heaps  on  the  sides. 

It  was  a  very  hard  case  for  the  Snow!  Such  a 
poor,  soft,  delicate  thing  to  be  so  ill  used, — it  was  really 
cruel  work  !  Pushed,  and  flung,  and  dirtied,  and  shovelled 
about  till  she  was  ready  to  melt  with  self-pity. 
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But  there  is  no  helping  one's  fate,  so  she  lay  along  the 
sides  of  the  mill-dam,  grumbling  and  groaning — the  only 
satisfaction  she  could  get. 

"  So  inhospitable  to  visitors,  any  how,"  cried  she  ;  "  and 
so  stupid  to  visitors  like  us !  But  this  comes  of  leaving 
one's  station  to  mix  with  things  below.  And  to  soil  my 
lovely  colour  with  their  hateful  besoms  and  brooms  !  And 
to  squeeze  me,  and  throw  me  about  with  their  odious 
shovels,  as  if  I  were  dirt !  Ah  !  we  who  belong  to  the  sky 
should  never  come  near  the  earth,  that  's  very  clear. 
People  here  don't  know  what  it  is  to  be  delicate  and  re- 
fined.    Oh,  mercy  !  what  comes  next  ?  " 

She  might  well  exclaim.  The  party  of  sliding  boys 
had  quarrelled, — a  sort  of  fun-quarrel  among  themselves. 
So  there  was  just  now  a  rush  to  the  side  of  the  dam,  a 
seizing  and  pommelling,  and  squeezing  of  snow  into 
lumps  by  a  dozen  active  little  hands ;  and  then  the  bails 
were  let  fly  in  every  direction  ;  and  some  hit  necks,  and 
others  faces,  and  others  jackets,  and  others  caps ;  and  all 
got  messed  and  broken,  and  thrown  about.  There  is  no 
knowing  when  the  fight  would  have  ended,  if  the  skaters 
had  not  interfered. 

The  scattered,  begrimed  morsels  could  not  utter  a 
single  word.  But  the  Ice  talked  fast  enough.  **  Now  you 
have  got  your  deserts,"  cried  he,  gaily.  "  Now  you  see 
what  it  is  to  come  and  boast  over  your  betters.  Oh, 
you  *re  too  delicate  and  refined  for  earth,  are  you  ?  Well, 
then,  keep  in  the  sky.    Nobody  wants  you  here — I  told  you 
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that  before.  See,  now,  you  have  to  sit  in  a  comer,  and 
watch  how  the  world  admires  me  !  You  wanted  to  hide 
me  for  ever,  did  you,  you  poor,  soft,  foolish  thing  ?  But 
my  friends  knew  better  than  that,  and  now  you  Ve  got 
your  deserts.  I  shall  have  you  all  in  order  one  of  these 
days.  You  and  the  Water  below,  with  his  fidgety  spite. 
What  a  droll  idea  it  is  !  Why,  you  both  want  to  be  at 
the  top,  if — poor  dears  ! — you  only  could.  And  you  can't 
see — poor  blind  things ! — that  I'm  the  only  one  fit  to  stand 
alone !  " 

"  We  will  soon  see  to  that,"  growled  the  Water  from 
below,  and  surely  rather  louder  than  usual.  "  I  feel  what 
I  feel,  and  you  '11  feel  it  presently  too.  If  I  can't  stand 
alone,  I  can  bide  my  time.  We  both  want  to  be  at 
the  top,  do  you  say  ?  And  who  are  both,  if  you  please  ? 
Are  you  classing  me,  with  my  strength,  and  that  flimsy 
Snow  together  ?     What  a  judge  you  must  be !  " 

"As  if  strength  was  the  only  merit !  "  murmured  what 
still  remained  of  flaky  Snow  on  the  Ice.  "  What  a  coarse, 
earthly  notion !  But  it  's  just  what  one  might  expect ; 
they  're  all  alike  down  here,  Water  and  Ice  and  all ;  no  fit 
companions  for  us ;  but  we  've  found  that  out  too  late. 
We  lowered  ourselves  to  come  down, — the  more  's  the 
pity,  I  'm  sure !  " 

Were  there  ever  three  creatures  so  silly  as  the  Water, 
the  Snow,  and  the  Ice  ?     I  dare  not  answer.  No. 

Well,  before  the  day  was  over,  the  skaters  had  asked 
each  other,  as  they  passed  and  repassed,  "  Was  there  not 
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a  softness  on  the  ice?  " — **  Was  not  the  snow  less  crisp  ?  " 
But  all  was  perfectly  safe,  so  people  did  not  stop  to  talk 
then :  only,  as  they  went  home,  they  agreed  that  a  thaw 
was  coming. 

Which  remark,  the  Ice,  not  hearing,  knew  nothing 
about.  So  he  never  suspected  why  the  Water  under- 
neath was  more  fussy  than  ever,  but  thought  it  was  all 
out  of  spite  to  himself ;  so  he  raved  and  scolded  away ; 
boasting  that  his  friends  should  one  day  help  him  to 
get  rid  of  iV,  as  they  had  done  just  now  of  the  Snow. 
•*  It  *s  a  great  thing  to  have  powerful  friends ! "  cried 
he,  triumphantly. 

But  the  Water  gurgled  and  giggled,  and  made  no 
answer. 

The  truth  was,  that  one  or  two  springs  in  the  hills  had 
got  loose  from  a  few  hours'  thaw ;  and  a  strong  stream, 
though  not  a  torrent,  was  pouring  into  the  dam.  And 
presently  there  was  a  cry  for  room. 

"  More  room !  more  room  !  make  much  more  room  ? 
You  stiff-necked  Ice,  do  you  hear?" 

And  now  the  contest  began. — "  I  shall  not  give  way  an 
inch,  you  noisy  vagabond  Water!  ** 

**  If  you  don't,  I  shall  wash  you  away !  " 

**  You  shall  wash  the  world  away  first.  /  shall  maintain 
my  position." 

•*  We  shall  see  about  that  in  a  minute." 

And  so  they  went  on,  while  the  Snow-heaps  whimpered 
at  the  sides :  **  What  a  coarse-minded  couple  they  are ! 
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What  it  is  to  be  low-born  and  vile !  IVe  are  quite  unfit 
to  be  here ! " 

Meantime,  the  Water  poured  in,  and  kept  swelling 
more  and  more  ;  till  at  last  there  was  a  heaving  upward — 
in  spite  of  all  he  could  do — of  the  crystal  floor ;  and  by 
and  bye  a  sharp  crack  rang  along  its  surface,  from  one  end 
to  the  other. 

He  could  maintain  his  position  after  all ! 

And  now  came  another,  and  another,  and  these  were 
along  the  sides,  as  the  lift-up  came  ;  and  at  one  comer  in 
oozed  the  Water  itself.  It  had  no  chance  of  braggings 
however :  for  as  fast  as  it  touched  the  surface  it  froze^ 
and  was  turned  to  Ice. 

So  this  was  all  the  Water  could  do  then,  for  the  thaw 
in  the  hills  had  stopped.  But  the  Ice  never  rallied  again, 
because  of  those  horrible  cracks.  He  was  laughed  at  on 
every  side — he,  who  had  boasted  so  much  !  For  the 
Water  below  and  the  Snow  above,  who  were  ready 
enough  to  teaze  each  other  at  other  times,  were  willing  to 
join  together  now  in  spiting  a  common  foe.  Such  is  the 
way  of  the  world  ! 

And  when  a  real  general  thaw  came  in  the  air,  and  all 
over  the  country,  as  it  soon  did,  and  the  sliders  and  skaters 
withdrew — oh,  dear,  those  were  dismal  days  for  the  poor 
deserted  Ice ! — "  My  friends  forsake  me,**  cried  he,  "  and 
my  foes  rejoice  !  Those  cracks  have  broken  my. heart! 
I  believe  it  is  melting  away." 

And  it  was  ;  but  the  Snow-flakes  were  the  first  to  dis- 
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appear,  and  then  the  Ice  became  wet  outside.  And  said 
he  :  "  The  Water  has  squeezed  through,  I  declare !  This 
comes  of  keeping  bad  company ;  but,  anyhow,  the  Snow- 
flakes  are  gone,  and  that  's  civil  at  least.  Tfuy  did  what 
they  were  asked,  and  that  's  something." 

Now  the  Water  had  not  squeezed  through,  and  the 
Snow-flakes  had  not  been  civil ;  but  the  cleverest  people 
make  mistakes  sometimes. 

And  presently  the  Water  below  found  the  pressure 
upon  him  not  quite  so  great.  There  was  a  little  more 
room  to  move  in.  So  said  he :  "  Dear  me !  this  is  good. 
My  friend  the  Ice  is  giving  way.  *  Better  late  than  never/ 
we  *11  say.     He  's  coming  to  reason  at  last." 

But  the  Ice  was  not  coming  to  reason — he  was  only 
melting  away.  And  as  he  got  thinner  and  thinner,  he 
struggled  less  and  less  with  the  Water;  and  said  he, 
"  We  shall  all  live  to  be  friends  and  neighbours  at  last,  I 
believe." 

But  they  lived  to  be  far  more  than  that,  for  one  day 
they  found  themselves  brothers !  For  when  the  Ice  got 
so  thin  that  the  Water  poured  over  the  sides,  it  broke 
into  a  thousand  fragments,  and  went  rolling  and  tumbling 
about,  dissolving  away  every  minute.  And  the  Snow- 
heaps  which  had  stuck  on  the  sides  fell  in  too,  and  they 
all  rolled  about  together,  Ice  and  Snow  and  Water  in  one. 
And  they  wept,  and  rolled,  and  tumbled,  and  tumbled, 
and  rolled,  and  wept ;  and  cried  they  :  "  What  have  we 
been  doing  ?     What  folly  have  we  been  talking  ?     Scold- 
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ing,  and  thwarting,  and  boasting,  when,  my  friends — my 
dear,  dear  friends — we  are  all  of  us  brothers  together !  " 

It  was  a  long  and  happy  embrace  :  it  is  going  on  still ! 
But,  oh !  what  a  pity  they  did  not  find  the  truth  out 
sooner!  Let  those  who  are  brothers  by  nature  think  of 
this,  and  not  wait  for  The  General  Thaw — Death. 


Zbc  Xiabt  of  %iU. 


Except  the  Lord  build  the  house,  their  labour  is  but  lost  that  build  it" 

Psalm  cxxvii.,  i. 
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HAT  more  could  have  been  done  for  it  than  I 
have  done  !  "    The  cry  came  from  an  afflicted 
heart. 

It  was  uttered  by  Hans  Jansen,  the  Hamburg  printer's 
only  son,  as  he  sat  moaning  over  a  dying  rose-tree  in  the 
corner  of  a  little  back-yard  behind  his  father's  house. 

Hans  Jansen  was  what  is  commonly  called  not  all  there  ; 
that  is,  he  could  not  see  and  comprehend  the  things  of 
life  as  his  neighbours  did.  More  than  half  of  what  passed 
round  him  was  hidden  from  his  eyes.  He  was  in  part, 
though  not  altogether,  an  idiot. 
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It  was  a  great  distress  to  his  parents  that  this  should 
be  the  case — at  least  it  had  been  so  once.  But,  being 
good  Christians,  they  had  reconciled  themselves  to  it, 
and  learned,  by  degrees,  to  see  comfort  through  the 
cloud.  If  Hans  was  below  the  rest  of  the  world  in  some 
ways,  he  was  above  them  in  others.  The  fear  of  God 
and  the  love  of  his  neighbour  had  come  to  him  almost 
as  an  instinct ;  at  any  rate  without  the  struggles  some 
people  have  to  go  through  before  their  hearts  are  touched 
by  either  one  or  the  other.  He  would  n't  have  missed  say- 
ing his  prayers  night  and  morning,  or  grace  at  meals,  to 
please  an  emperor ;  and  an  unkind  word  about  any  one 
could  never  be  got  out  of  him.  Truly  their  Hans  was 
ripening  for  a  better  state  of  existence,  whether  he  had 
any  book  learning  or  not.  He  had  nothing  to  fear,  but 
everything  to  hope  for,  from  death. 

And  he  had  one  passion — one  special  cause  of  enjoy- 
ment and  delight.  He  doted  on  flowers,  and  was  seldom 
seen  without  one  in  his  button-hole  all  the  summer 
through.  But  this  was  because  his  good-nature  had  made 
him  many  friends,  who  took  a  pleasure  in  seeing  him 
pleased,  and  gave  him  a  nosegay  when  they  could.  It 
was  very  well  known  that  he  had  no  garden  of  his  own. 

Mr.  Janscn*s  house  was  a  red  brick  one,  in  a  row,  with 
a  square  enclosure  in  front,  covered  with  pebbles,  and  a 
square  yard  at  the  back,  which  had  a  pump  in  the  middle, 
and  a  dog-kennel  on  one  side.  It  is  true  this  yard  was 
covered  with  soil,  and  there  were  scrubby  patches  of  grass 
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upon  it  here  and  there ;  but  it  was  used  for  a  drying- 
ground,  and  had  never  once  been  brightened  by  flowers 
since  the  day  it  was  first  parcelled  out  and  the  walls  were 
built  round  it,  across  which  were  now  stretched  the  lines 
on  which  the  linen  was  hung  to  dry. 

The  fact  was,  Mr.  Jansen  had  not  wished  for  a  garden. 
He  was  busy  from  morning  to  night  at  his  printing  busi- 
ness in  the  town  :  his  wife  had  quite  enough  on  her  hands 
in  household  cares ;  and  no  effectual  work  could  be  ex- 
pected from  an  idiot  child. 

How  Hans  came  to  be  so  fond 
of  flowers  was  a  mystery;    but 
there  are  many  mysteries  of 
this  sort  in  the  world.     It 
had  been  so  from  his  baby- 
days,  and  many  were  the 
hours  he  had  spent,  un- 
noticed, in    a   comer  of 
that  back-yard,  grubbing 
in  the  old  black  soil,  "  mak* 
ing  believe  "  to  have  a  garden 
with  beds  and  walks 
like  those  he  had 
seen    elsewhere. 
Nay,  once  or  ^   -. 

twice    he 

had  tried        .^    ,.  ^.,  ^ 
to  grow 


^  V4^ 
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im  ii    nr.    ii.ttjm:  and  he  had  turned  the  plant 

:_-    •  -.  iiu:  r.-jZ  broken  the  ball  of  earth;  and  he 

ikZj:!   :   :cii.n  -.he  hair,  and  filled  up   the  hole:  and 

-.1    :   .r  ^r-r.  m^i  -Ahenever  he  saw  it   |jet  \cty  dr>% 

rr.    •  Ac-'iii:.-.  .n  i  -a  ash-day  ;  for  he  had  only  to  ask 

IV  .     ••:::' iur    :-:•:-: ion  or  trouble.     He  had  done 

:::n::.   -    r.^.r: — -jurely  ever>'thingl    For  he  had  put 

:«•  -:-  -r    ncrir  :r  .-i  -^pot  he  could  find — in  the  self- 

— Tvr  v:\-r'i  it:  had  played  at  make-believe  gardens 

.::...      ^-.1    r     -rc-med    as  if    an  old  dream    were 

•r.-   rir:.     And  as  to  looking  well  after  it, — 

::- .-  ■..i.\  ;  vi-::hed  his  gold   with  more  jealous 

-.  .  '•      n«:  zdi  interfered  ;  for  he  had  told  no- 

_'.■     -  'v\  ^.rr.'z  indefinite  idea  that  the  nursery 

....    ^icr-'i  him  not ;  partly  because  he  thought 

-    .      '.J*;  r.  surprise  his  mother,  some  day  be- 

...::::•:"  v  i-     ver.  by  the  rich  blaze   of  colour 

_-        ■•-^••.i.r.  ill  the  place. 

:.L. .   \  .i-:  hung  out  the  clothes  in  the  yard 

*         :     : . r  to  keep  the  secret,  and  make  the 

•;     r--:  -n.-e  complete,  he  had  set  up  boards 

"'  ■   i  icr-j  i:  was  planted,  from  wall  to  wall, 

,. :  -<:'j  vhat  was  there.     They  looked  upon 

,    >  ^  ■•'•_   lile  freak  of  the  idiot  mind. 

'-,:-*  that   failed    first;   those  buds   which 

^    .    -A    licri   and    grown    larger  day   by   day. 

.    ^:.»r-.)cned    now   by   anxious  care,   could 

,      ..*    -.irhcr  dwindled  than  increased  in  size; 
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and,  observing  this  more  and  more  as  time  went  on,  he 
one  day  summoned  courage  to  walk  to  the  Nursery 
Gardens,  and  tell  his  fears  to  the  giver  of  the  plant. 

But  he,  when  he  found  that  all  he  had  ordered  had 
been  done,  only  smiled. 

**  I  tell  you  again,"  said  he,  "  and  from  long  experience, 
there  's  nothing  like  bones  and  hair  for  bringing  roses  to 
perfection.  You  can't  go  wrong  with  them.  Give  it  a 
little  more  water  or  soap-suds.  You  Ve  perhaps  a  light 
soil  in  your  place.  Give  it  more  water.  The  buds  will 
swell  fast  enough,  I  *11  be  bound.  Indeed,  I  fancy  you  Ve 
watching  it  so  closely  you  can't  see  true.  It 's  easy 
enough  to  do  that,  I  can  tell  you.  The  buds  are  grown, 
I  suspect,  though  you  don't  think  so.  Leave  it  to  itself. 
Don't  fancy  anything  wrong.  It 's  sure  to  be  right  with 
bones  and  hair  and  soap-suds.  They  Ve  the  finest  rose- 
manure  in  the  world." 

Hans  listened  with  his  mouth  open,  nodded  his  head, 
with  a  "  Thank  you  !  "  at  the  end,  and  went  away,  hoping 
he  had  not  "  seen  true."  And  he  did  not  take  the  boards 
down  nearly  so  often  afterwards,  lest  his  watching  too 
closely  should  do  harm.  But  every  time  he  did  take 
them  down,  he  grew  more  and  more  unhappy.  The 
healthy  green  of  the  leaves  was  no  longer  to  be  seen ;  as 
for  the  buds,  they  shrivelled  gradually  more  and  more. 
Growth  anywhere  there  was  none.  Inch  by  inch  the  plant 
was  dying — or  Hans  thought  so,  and  he  rubbed  his  eyes 
for  further  light  in  vain.     And  one  day,  when  the  last 
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leaves  which  remained  had  crinkled  up  and  turned  brown, 
he  sat  down  on  the  ground,  and  wailed,  as  I  have  said : — 

**What  more  could  I  have  done  for  it  than  I  have 
done?  '* 

The  dream  of  a  dream  come  true  at  last,  was  over. 
The  make-believe  garden  was  still  the  only  one  he  had 
ever  enjoyed.     He  must  go  back  to  it  again. 

He  replaced  the  boards,  for  he  shrank  from  the  very 
sight  of  the  dying  plant,  and  sat  down  on  the  ground 
again,  though  he  scarcely  knew  why. 

But  presently  there  was  a  barking  of  the  dog,  and  an 
opening  of  the  door,  and  a  shouting  of  **  Hans !  "  by  his 
mother.  The  nursery  gardener  was  passing  that  way, 
and  had  called  to  admire  the  roses  he  expected  to  see. 
Hans  could  not  speak,  but  led  the  way  to  the  corner  of 
the  yard,  and,  when  they  were  there,  he  pointed  to  the 
boards  before  he  took  them  down,  and  exclaimed,  trying 
to  smile  through  his  tears, 

"  I  could  n't  have  sheltered  it  more,  could  I  ?  It 's 
never  been  scorched,  or  chilled,  or  blown  upon,  even. 
It  *s  had  bones,  and  hair,  and  water,  and  all  you  ordered, 
and  I  Ve  looked  well  after  it,  and  yet  it 's  dead,  I  know !  " 

As  he  spoke,  Hans  lifted  down  the  boards,  and  exposed 
the  withered  tree. 

The  nursery  gardener  stared  at  it,  and  then  at  Hans, 
in  genuine  amazement. 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  you  'vc  kept  it  so  all  the 
time?**  cried  he.     **  Why,  what  have  you  been  thinking 
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about,  man  ?     How  could  you  expect  it  to  live  ?     Why, 
it 's  had  no  light !  ** 

"  You  said  nothing  about  that/'  replied  Hans,  his  face 
distorted  with  bewilderment  and  grief.  **  You  said  you 
made  roses  beautiful  with  bones,  and  hair,  and  soap-suds, 
and  that  I  should  make  mine  beautiful  with  them  too. 

'*  But  not  without  sunshine,*'  shouted  the  nursery 
gardener,  quite  excited  at  the  idea  of  such  a  mistake. 

Hans    made  no  answer.       He  could   not 
utter  another  word.       He   sat   down 
on    the    ground    again    and    hid  '  .  *'*"        ' 

his  face  In   his  hands.  ^n.  '^ , 

"  I  must  have  spoken  like  ^** 

a  fool/'  exclaimed  the  nur-  "^  ^^•'-»   - 

sery  gardener,   half 
to   himself.     "But  **'''^7^4jii 

who  'd  have  thought 
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of  anybody  fancying  a  plant  could  get  on  without  light  ? 
Well,  perhaps  I  ought  to  have  thought  though,*'  added 
he,  as  his  eye  fell  on  poor  Hans*  doubled  up  figure. 
Then,  laying  his  hand  on  the  lad's  shoulder,  it  came  into 
his  heart  to  try  and  explain  matters. 

"  Look  up,  Hans,"  said  he.  **  It  *s  not  your  fault  at  all 
— it  's  mine.  There  was  something  I  forgot  to  tell  you. 
I  spoke  like  a  fool  when  I  talked  of  making  roses  beauti- 
ful with  manure  and  things  like  that,  as  if  they  could  do 
it  themselves.  I  did  n't  mean  that.  It  is  God  who 
makes  the  roses,  you  know,  and  He  makes  them  so  that 
they  can't  do  without  the  light  He  chooses  them  to  live 
in,  and  that  's  the  light  from  heaven — do  you  see  ?  " 

Here  the  nursery  gardener  paused  to  consider  how  he 
must  go  on,  and  Hans  shuffled  a  bit,  and  then  looked  up 
at  his  friend.  And  his  friend  saw  the  light  from  heaven 
streaming  on  that  sad,  half  intelligent  face,  with  the  red  eyes 
straining  upwards  for  comprehension  ;  and  he  proceeded. 

"  So  they  can't  do  without  God's  light,  let  you  give 
them  what  manure  you  will.  They  're  only  helps,  Hans, 
such  things  as  those." 

"  A  man  may  help  or  hinder  what  God  intends,  by  good 
or  bad  management,  it 's  true  ;  but  that  's  all,  and  that  *s 
all  I  meant.  Bones,  and  hair,  and  soap-suds  are  the 
finest  rose  manure  in  the  world,  that  's  true  too,  and  it  *s 
a  great  secret ;  but  they  're  all  nothing — nothing,  lad  ! — 
without  God's  secret — the  light  from  heaven.  Do  you 
sec  what  I  mean,  Hans  ?  " 


The  Light  of  Life,  55 

"  I  'm  trying,"  said  Hans. 

"  Hans,"  continued  the  nursery  gardener,  **  it  's  been 
my  fault,  not  yours ;  and  you  shall  have  another  rose- 
tree,  or  we  '11  save  this  one  yet,  for  if  there  's  a  bit  of  life 
left  in  it,  God's  light  may  bring  it  round.  But  tell  me 
now.  You  are  a  very  good  lad,  you  know,  at  times — 
indeed,  I  fancy  always  ;  but  no  matter,  we  'II  call  it  at 
times.     What  makes  you  ever  good  ?  " 

Hans'  catechism  had  been  short,  but  sound ;  and  he 
answered  at  once,  *'  God's  grace." 

"  Now  that  's  just  it !  "  shouted  the  nursery  gardener, 
in  delight.  "  That  's  just  what  I  meant.  And  all  the 
schooling,  and  teaching,  and  trying  in  the  world  won't 
do  without  God's  grace,  will  they,  Hans?" 

Hans  nodded  his  negative  assent. 

**  No,  they  *re  only  manures  and  helps,"  pursued  the 
nursery  gardener,  "  and  very  good  things,  no  doubt,  the 
same  as  bones,  and  hair,  and  soap-suds  for  roses,  and 
there  *s  nobody  can  dispute  about  tAem.  But  all  the 
helps  in  the  world  can  do  nothing  without  the  main 
thing  God  chooses  them  to  thrive  by,  and  that  's  God's 
grace  for  a  man,  and  God's  light  for  a  plant ;  and  what 
one  is  for  one,  that  the  other  is  for  the  other,  and  it 's  my 
opinion  it 's  the  light  of  Heaven  for  both." 

If  Hans  did  not  quite  follow  the  thread  of  the  nursery 
gardener's  argument  he  must  be  excused.  The  nursery 
gardener  understood  what  he  meant  himself,  and  that 
was  something ;  and  Hans  added  to  his  small  stock  of 
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observations  the  useful  truth  he  had  bought  so  dearly, 
viz.,  that  plants  cannot  live  without  light. 

Those  who  are  interested  further  in  his  fate  will  be 
glad  to  hear  that  the  nursery  gardener  soon  after  turned 
one  side  of  the  old  printer's  back-yard  into  a  garden,  at 
his  own  expense,  and  gave  Hans  such  plants  and  help 
that  both  mother  and  son  had  a  few  bright  flowers  of 
their  own  the  next  year  to  delight  their  eyes. 

But  more  than  this.  The  poor  lad  proved  so  watchful 
and  attentive ;  so  obedient,  too,  to  advice  in  his  own 
small  matters ;  and  the  rational  occupation  to  an  end 
seemed  so  evidently  to  clear  a  something  from  the  confu- 
sion of  his  mind,  that  it  struck  the  nursery  gardener  one 
day  to  trust  him  with  some  little  employment  on  his 
more  important  premises.  And  the  experiment  was  not 
unsuccessful.  On  the  one  subject  of  flowers  Hans  be- 
came not  only  trustworthy  but  intelligent. 

And  so  it  came  to  pass,  that  it  was  in  the  nursery 
garden,  among  the  flowers — his  only  idea  of  an  earthly 
paradise — that  the  poor  idiot  ended  his  days.  There, 
guileless  as  the  beautiful  creatures  which  surrounded 
him,  and  trustful  as  the  Highest  Wisdom  could  have 
made  him,  he  lived  ;  and  thence  did  the  spirit,  so  long 
pent  in  an  imperfect  earthly  tabernacle,  return  to  the 
great  Lord  of  life  and  light  and  intelligence,  without 
whom    "  nothing  is  strong,  nothing  is  holy." 


fligbt  anb  2)a^. 


*•  The  city  had  no  need  of  the  sun,  neither  of  the  moon  to  shine  in  it ; 
for  the  glory  of  God  did  lighten  it,  and  the  Lamb  is  the  light  thereof." — 
Rev.  xxi.,  23. 


IN  old  times,  long  long  ago,  when  Night  and  Day  were 
young  and  foolish,  and  had  not  discovered  how 
necessary  they  were  to  each  other's  happiness  and  well- 
being,  they  chased  each  other  round  the  world  in  a  state 
of  angry  disdain ;  each  thinking  that  he  alone  was  doing 
good,  and  that  therefore  the  other,  so  totally  unlike  him- 
self in  all  respects,  must  be  doing  harm,  and  ought  to  be 
got  rid  of  altogether  if  possible. 

Old  northern  tales  say  that  they  rode,  each  of  them  in 
a  car  with  a  horse  to  it ;  but  the  horse  of  Night  had  a 
frosty  mane,  while  that  of  Day  had  a  shiny  one.  More- 
over, foam  fell  from  Frosty-mane*s  bit  as  he  went  along, 
which  dropped  on  the  earth  as  dew,  and  Shiny-mane's 
mane  was  so  radiant  that  it  scattered  light  through  the 
air  at  every  step.  And  thus  they  drove  on,  bringing 
darkness  and  light  over  the  earth  in  turn — each  pursuing 
and  pursued ;  but  knowing  so  little  of  this  simple  fact, 
that  one  of  their  chief  causes  of  dispute  was,  which  was 
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going  first.  For,  of  course,  if  they  had  been  able  to  settle 
that,  it  would  have  been  known  which  was  the  more  im- 
portant of  the  two.  But  as  they  drove  in  a  circle  the 
point  could  not  be  decided,  since  what  was  first  on  one 
side  was  sure  to  be  last  on  the  other ;  as  anybody  may 
see  who  tries  to  draw  their  journey.  They  never  gave 
this  a  thought,  however,  and  there  were  no  schoolmasters 
about  just  then  to  teach  them.  So  round  and  round  the 
world  they  went,  without  even  knowing  that  it  was  round, 
still  less  that  there  is  no  such  thing  as  first  and  last  in  a 
circle.  And  they  never  succeeded  in  overtaking,  so  as  to 
pass  each  other,  though  they  sometimes  came  up  very 
close,  and  then  there  was  twilight. 

Of  the  two,  one  grumbled  and  the  other  scolded  the 
most,  and  it  is  easy  to  guess  which  did  which.  Night  was 
gloomy  by  nature,  especially  when  clouds  hid  the  moon 
and  stars,  so  her  complaints  took  a  serious,  melancholy 
tone.  She  was  really  broken-hearted  at  the  exhaustion 
produced  all  over  the  world  by  the  labours  and  pleasures 
which  were  carried  on  under  the  light  of  day,  and  used  to 
receive  the  earth  back  as  if  it  was  a  sick  child  and  she  a 
nurse,  who  had  a  right  to  be  angry  with  what  had  been 
done  to  it.  Day,  on  the  contrary,  was  amazingly  cheer- 
ful, particularly  when  the  sun  shone ;  never  troubled  his 
head  about  what  was  to  happen  when  his  fun  was  over : 
on  the  contrary,  thought  his  fun  ought  to  last  for  ever 
because  it  was  pleasant,  was  quite  vexed  when  it  was  put 
a  stop  to,  and  had  no  scruple  in  railing  at  his  rival ;  whose 
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only  object,  as  it  seemed  to  him,  was  to  overshadow  and 
put  an  end  to  all  the  happiness  that  was  to  be  found. 

"  Cruel  night,'*  he  exclaimed,  "  what  a  life  you  lead 
me  !  How  you  thwart  me  at  every  turn  !  What  trouble 
I  have  to  take  to  keep  your  mischief  in  check.  Look  at 
the  mists  and  shadows  I  must  drive  on  one  side,  before  I 
can  make  the  world  bright  with  my  beautiful  light !  And 
no  sooner  have  I  done  so  than  I  feel  your  cold  unwhole- 
some breath  trying  to  come  up  to  me  behind  !  But  you 
shall  never  overtake  me  if  I  can  help  it :  though  I  know 
that  is  what  you  want.  You  want  to  throw  your  hateful 
black  shadow  over  my  bright  and  pleasant  world.*' 

"  /  doing  mischief  which  you  have  to  keep  in  check !  ** 
groaned  Night,  quite  confused  by  the  accusation.  "I, 
whose  whole  time  is  spent  in  trying  to  repair  the  mis- 
chief other  people  do  :  your  mischief,  in  fact,  you  wasteful 
consumer  of  life  and  power!  Every  twelve  hours  I  get 
back  from  you  a  half  worn-out  world,  and  this  I  am  ex- 
pected to  restore  and  make  as  good  as  new  again,  but  how 
is  it  possible  ?  Something  I  can  do,  I  know.  Some  wear 
and  tear  I  can  renew  and  refresh,  but  some,  alas !  I  can- 
not ;  and  thus  creep  in  destruction  and  death.** 

"  Hear  her,**  cried  Day,  in  contempt,  "  taunting  me 
with  the  damage  I  do,  and  the  death  and  destruction  I 
cause  !  I,  the  life-giver,  at  whose  touch  the  whole  world 
awakes  which  else  might  lie  asleep  for  ever.  She,  the 
grim  likeness  of  the  death  she  talks  about,  and  bringing 
death*s  twin-sister  in  her  bosom.** 
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•*  You  are  Day  the  destroyer,  I  Night,  the  restorer,** 
persisted  Night,  evading  the  argument. 

'*  I  am  Day  the  life-giver,  you  Night  the  desolator," 
replied  Day,  bitterly. 

**  I  am  Night  the  restorer,  you  Day  the  destroyer,"  re- 
peated Night. 

"  You  are  to  me  what  death  is  to  life,**  shouted  Day. 

**  Then  death  is  a  restorer  as  I  am,"  exclaimed  Night. 

And  so  they  went  on,  like  all  other  ignorant  and  ob- 
stinate ai^uers ;  each  full  of  his  own  one  idea,  and  taking 
no  heed  of  what  the  other  might  say.  How  could  the 
truth  be  got  at  by  such  means  ?  Of  course  it  could  not, 
and  of  course,  therefore,  they  persisted  in  their  rudeness. 
And  there  were  certain  seasons  particularly,  when  they 
became  more  impertinent  to  each  other  than  ever.  For 
instance,  whenever  it  was  summer.  Day's  horse,  Shiny- 
mane,  got  so  strong  and  frisky  that  Night  had  much  ado 
to  keep  her  place  at  all,  so  closely  was  she  pressed  in  the 
chase.  Indeed,  sometimes  there  was  so  little  of  her  to  be 
seen,  that  people  might  have  doubted  whether  she  had 
passed  by  at  all,  had  it  not  been  for  the  dew  Frosty-mane 
scattered,  and  which  those  saw  who  got  up  early  enough 
in  the  morning. 

Oh,  the  boasting  of  Day  at  these  times !  And  really 
he  believed  what  he  said.  He  really  thought  it  would  be 
the  greatest  possible  blessing  if  he  were  to  go  on  for  ever, 
and  there  were  to  be  no  Night.  Perhaps  he  had  the  ex- 
cuse of  having  heard  a  whisper  of  some  old  tradition  to 
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that  effect :  but  the  principal  cause  of  the  mistake  was, 
that  he  thought  too  much  about  himself,  and  too  little 
about  his  neighbour.  "  Fortunate  world,"  cried  he ;  "  it 
must  be  clear  to  every  one,  now,  who  it  is  that  brings 
blessings,  and  does  good  to  you  and  your  inhabitants. 
Good  old  earth,  you  become  more  and  more  lovely  and 
fruitful,  the  more  and  more  I  shorten  the  hours  of  Night 
and  lengthen  my  own.  We  can  do  tolerably  well  without 
her  restoring  power  it  would  seem.  If  we  could  be  rid  of 
her  altogether,  therefore,  what  a  Paradise  there  would  be ! 
Then  the  foliage,  the  flowers,  the  fruits,  the  precious  crops 
of  this  my  special  season  would  last  forever.  Would  that 
it  could  remain  uninterrupted  !  '* 

"  He  is  praying  for  a  curse.  Were  it  granted  no  life 
could  exist,"  murmured  Night ;  and  Frosty-mane's  dew 
fell  in  tears  as  she  spoke.  No  one  heard  her,  however, 
but  the  dew  was  very  acceptable,  for  the  weather  was 
very  hot. 

And  she  had  her  revenge ;  for  when  it  was  summer  on 
one  side  of  the  globe  it  was  winter  on  the  other;  and 
then  it  was  her  turn  to  boast,  as  it  was  in  winter  that 
Frosty-mane  came  out  in  all  his  glory ;  every  now  and 
then  running  his  car  so  nearly  side  by  side  with  that  of 
Day,  that  he  squeezed  him  up  into  the  smallest  possible 
compass,  besides  putting  out  half  his  light.  On  which 
Night  kept  up  a  sort  of  murmuring  triumph:  "  Good,  good, 
very  good  ;  this  is  something  like  rest  at  last ;  now  worn- 
out  Nature  is  recruiting  herself  to  some  purpose.     Now 
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weary  muscles  may  gather  strength  instead  of  giving  it 
out.  Now  strained  eyes  may  recover  brightness,  and 
worn  brains  energy.  Now  all  the  secret  forces  of  nature 
are  at  work,  and  exhaustion  is  being  repaired  on  every 
side.  Now  trees  and  plants  may  keep  their  gases  for 
themselves  and  earth  hold  her  own.  Now  waste  and  con- 
sumption cease,  for  the  wear  and  tear  of  life  have  stopped. 
Ah,  if  it  could  but  cease  for  ever!  Then  the  world 
would  be  renewed  indeed,  and  giant  races  of  man  and 
beast  and  plant  arise !  " 

**  But  never  glow  with  the  light  of  active  life,  or  be  seen 
but  in  the  pale  unmeaning  moonlight,"  sneered  the  morti- 
fied Day,  but  he  struggled  in  vain  to  make  himself  heard. 
The  truth  is,  he  was  in  the  background  just  then,  and  no- 
body cared  to  listen.  Yet  he  made  his  presence  known 
from  time  to  time  at  mid-day,  by  the  light  of  Shiny-mane's 
hair.  Nothing  could  quite  put  that  out,  even  in  winter, 
when  the  weather  was  fine ;  and  sometimes  it  shone 
over  the  ice  and  snow  so  brightly  that  they  glittered 
like  diamonds  or  might  almost  have  been  taken  for 
fireworks. 

And  so  things  went  on  till  a  check  came,  and  it  came 
in  a  very  odd  way.  It  is  not  always  very  easy  to  tell  the 
exact  causes  of  change  even  in  one's  own  mind,  much  less 
in  other  people's,  so  I  do  not  pretend  to  trace  the  whole 
process  out  in  this  case.  But  Night  and  Day  did  grow 
wiser  as  time  went  on,  for,  as  every  one  knows,  there  is 
no  squabbling  or  boasting  going  on  between  them  now. 
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On  the  contrary,  they  glide  after  each  other  as  gently  and 
sweetly  as  possible,  without  any  kicking  of  horses  or 
rumbling  of  chariot  wheels.  And  one  may  conclude  that 
after  the  first  flush  of  feeling  cooled  down,  they  were 
better  able  to  look  round  them  and  judge  dispassionately 
of  each  other.  And  lo  and  behold !  they  discovered  at 
last  that  there  were  just  two  portions  of  the  globe,  where 
each  had  in  turn  his  own  way  as  nearly  as  possible  for  six 
whole  months  at  a  time  ;  viz.,  at  the  Poles ;  and  that  yet, 
nevertheless,  the  brilliant  consequences  which  they  had 
insisted  would  occur  under  these  circumstances,  never 
took  place.  On  the  contrary,  those  were  the  dreariest 
and  most  desolate  portions  of  the  whole  globe, — barren 
wastes  of  ice  and  rock,  where  both  animal  and  vegetable 
life  were  at  the  lowest  possible  ebb.  Nothing  could  be 
more  mortifying,  it  must  be  owned.  In  vain  did  Shiny- 
mane  drive  round  and  round  that  frozen  horizon  with  a 
light  that  was  never  interrupted  :  where  was  the  promised 
Paradise  which  was  to  follow  ? — the  foliage,  the  flowers, 
the  fruits,  the  precious  crops  which  should  have  adorned 
this  unchecked  reign  of  Day,  where  were  they?  The  dove 
would  have  sought  in  vain  here  for  even  a  shrub  on  which 
to  rest  her  foot.  Scarcely  a  wandering  sea-gull  ever  dis- 
turbed the  death-like  stillness  of  the  air.  Day,  the  life- 
giver,  looked  down  upon  a  kingdom  without  life  !  What 
wonder  if  he  began  at  last  to  distrust  himself!  What 
wonder  if  he  went  on  to  suspect  that  there  might  be  some 
truth  in  what  Night  had  said  after  all!     That  she  might 
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in  some  way  or  other  be  Night  the  restorer;  in  some  way, 
however  mysterious  and  unaccountable,  be  necessary  to 
his  own  prosperity. 

And  it  was  the  same  with  Night,  when  her  turn  came 
round.  In  vain  did  Frosty-manc  distil  his  dews.  They 
were  useful — at  least  Night  thought  so— everywhere  else  ; 
but  here,  what  did  they  avail?  Here  was  the  unbroken 
rest  which  was  to  recruit  and  refresh  all  Nature:  now  her 
secret  powers  might  work  as  they  pleased:  there  was  no 
waste  of  power  now  either  from  labour  or  heat,  or  any 
other  destructive  cause:  but  where  were  the  giant  races 
of  man  and  beast  and  plant  that  were  to  arise  in  conse- 
quence? The  wear  and  tear  of  life  had  stopped,  but 
what  was  the  Earth  advantaged  ?  Night,  the  restorer, 
ruled,  but  over  a  kingdom  where  there  was  nothing  to  re- 
store !  Well  might  tears  mingle  with  her  dews.  Well 
might  she  call  to  the  morning  stars  to  bring  back  that 
Day  whom  once  she  had  dreaded  as  a  rival,  but  now 
longed  for  as  a  friend.  Day  the  life-giver,  he  had  called 
himself,  and  Day  the  life-giver  perhaps  he  was.  Certainly 
without  him  she  could  do  nothing;  at  any  rate  here, 
where  he  was  not,  the  whole  world  was  a  blank ! 

They  had  made  a  terrible  mistake,  that  was  clear ;  and 
if  they  did  not  at  first  see  that  there  must  be  other  and 
more  important  powers  at  work  besides  theirs,  or  the 
good  old  earth  would  not  be  what  it  is  in  most  places, 
they  must  be  excused.  People  cannot  grow  quite  wise 
all  at  once,  and  they  had  made  a  very  good  beginning  by 
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learning  to  distrust  themselves ;  that  being  always  the 
first  step  towards  doing  justice  to  a  neighbour. 

"  I  called  you  Day  the  destroyer,  bright  and  beautiful 
friend,"  murmured  Night,  in  her  softest  tones;  "you 
who  bring  light  over  my  shadows,  and  make  my  good 
deeds  known  to  all  men.  Day,  the  life-giver,  forgive  me, 
and  return  at  the  seasons  appointed.  Touch  the  earth 
with  your  glory  from  time  to  time,  lest  all  things  perish 
from  its  face,  and  it  and  I  are  forgotten  together.'* 

"  But  I  mistook  your  friendly  shadow  for  that  of 
death,**  answered  Day,  with  his  sweetest  smile,  though 
tears  trembled  in  his  eyes  as  he  thought  of  the  past  in- 
justice, causing  the  brightest  of  rainbows  to  span  the 
landscape  below ;  "  and  that  was  a  thousand  times  worse ! 
You,  in  whose  silence  and  rest  the  very  fountains  of  life 
are  renewed.  Ah,  while  earth  remains  what  it  is,  an  ever- 
lasting day — a  day  without  night — would  be  destruction  ! 
Dear  friend,  forgive  me,  and  ever  and  ever  return.** 

**  There  is  nothing  to  forgive,**  whispered  Night,  as  she 
came  round  once  more.  "  And  death  also  may  restore 
as  I  do,**  added  she,  tenderly  ;  for  the  harvest  moon  was 
shining  upon  long  fields  of  golden  corn,  some  waving 
still,  some  gathered  into  sheaves ;  and  she  felt  particularly 
hopeful  about  everything. 

"  Any  how  we  are  friends — loving,  helpful  friends,** 
sang  Day. 

"  Friends — comforting  and  abiding  friends,*'  echoed 
Night,  in  return,  as  the  weary  world  sank  on  her  bosom ; 
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eyes  closing,  limbs  relaxing,  and  flowers  folding,  as  if  the 
angel  of  rest  had  come  down  from  heaven. 

And  friends  they  were  and  remain,  though  long  ages 
have  passed  away  since  the  time  the  old  northern  tales 
tell  of ;  and  though  now  the  wise  men  will  not  allow  that 
Night  and  Day  drive  round  the  world  in  cars  with  horses 
to  them.  Well,  perhaps  they  don't.  Perhaps  it  is  really 
true  that  the  earth  is  a  dark  ball,  hanging  in  the  open 
space  which  we  call  the  firmament  of  heaven,  moving 
slowly  round  the  shining  sun.  but  spinning  like  a  top 
all  the  time  itself,  so  that  first  one  side  and  then  the  other 
faces  the  brightness ;  and  thus  there  is  a  constant  change 
from  light  to  darkness  and  darkness  to  light  going  on  all 
over  the  world  ;  and  this  makes  Day  and  Night.  But  no 
matter  which  way  the  changes  come,  Night  and  Day 
are  the  work  of  the  Lord  ;  and,  like  all  the  other  "  works 
of  the  Lord  '*  which  the  three  children  in  the  fiery  furnace 
called  upon  to  praise  Him,  have  a  voice,  and  say  many 
things  worth  listening  to,  especially  now  that  they  are  no 
longer  young  and  foolish.  And  from  time  to  time,  ac- 
cording as  we  keep  our  ears  open  or  shut,  little  streams 
of  melody  do  float  round  us  from  the  natural  world,  as 
musical  sounds  break  out  from  the  strings  of  an  old- 
fashioned  iEolian  harp  when  the  wind  blows  over  it ;  or 
sweeps  along  the  wires  of  the  electric  telegraph  on  breezy 
days.  Listen  only,  and  you  will  hear.  And  which  speaks 
you  can  surely  guess,  for  they  praise  each  other  now  and 
not  themselves.     One  sings — 
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"  Dear  Night,  whom  once  I  dreaded  as  the  dark  end  of 
life  and  enjoyment.  Dear  Night,  whom  now  I  know  as 
the  forerunner  of  life  renewed.  Welcome,  blessed  re- 
storer; take  our  worn-out  child  to  your  bosom.  Drop 
over  her  striving  and  straining  your  mantle  of  repose. 
All  her  day-labourers  grow  weary,  for  a  portion  of  life 
goes  from  them,  in  the  toil  of  limb  and  of  muscle,  in  the 
working  of  eye  and  of  brain  ;  in  all  the  changes  that  circle 
round  an  ever-changing  world.  Restore  what  thou  canst 
and  may'st,  let  the  rest  remain  in  hope  ;  for  the  mercy 
thou  bringest  now  foreshadows  a  greater  in  store.  Oh, 
type  of  the  mighty  change  which  must  one  day  pass  upon 
all ;  of  the  deep,  mysterious  rest  in  which  all  things  shall 
be  renewed  ;  of  the  needful,  hopeful  death  which  quick- 
ens unto  life!  Dear  Night,  my  sister  and  friend,  the 
twilight  shades  approach,  and  I  see  in  thankful  peace 
your  darker  shadows  beyond.'* 

And  the  other  answers  in  turn. 

"  Dark  and  secret  my  mission  ;  men  call  me  Night  the 
gloomy  ;  but  I  hold  in  my  bosom  the  germs  of  a  glory  full 
of  hope  ;  hiddenly  working  within,  till  thou,  the  life-giver, 
returnest,  to  break  through  the  mists  and  shadows,  and 
touch  my  nurslings  with  light.  So,  at  the  first  creation, 
at  the  touch  of  the  first  young  dawn,  lo  !  gleams  of  life 
universal  were  lit  all  over  the  world,  and  nature,  amazed, 
awoke  in  songs  of  thanksgiving  and  joy. 

**  So  come,  then.  Day  the  life-giver,  ever  and  ever  reviv- 
ing the  slumbering  germs  I  nourish,  the  hidden  life  I  feel. 


58  Night  and  Day. 

going  first.  For,  of  course,  if  they  had  been  able  to  settle 
that,  it  would  have  been  known  which  was  the  more  im- 
portant of  the  two.  But  as  they  drove  in  a  circle  the 
point  could  not  be  decided,  since  what  was  first  on  one 
side  was  sure  to  be  last  on  the  other ;  as  anybody  may 
see  who  tries  to  draw  their  journey.  They  never  gave 
this  a  thought,  however,  and  there  were  no  schoolmasters 
about  just  then  to  teach  them.  So  round  and  round  the 
world  they  went,  without  even  knowing  that  it  was  round, 
still  less  that  there  is  no  such  thing  as  first  and  last  in  a 
circle.  And  they  never  succeeded  in  overtaking,  so  as  to 
pass  each  other,  though  they  sometimes  came  up  very 
close,  and  then  there  was  twilight. 

Of  the  two,  one  grumbled  and  the  other  scolded  the 
most,  and  it  is  easy  to  guess  which  did  which.  Night  was 
gloomy  by  nature,  especially  when  clouds  hid  the  moon 
and  stars,  so  her  complaints  took  a  serious,  melancholy 
tone.  She  was  really  broken-hearted  at  the  exhaustion 
produced  all  over  the  world  by  the  labours  and  pleasures 
which  were  carried  on  under  the  light  of  day,  and  used  to 
receive  the  earth  back  as  if  it  was  a  sick  child  and  she  a 
nurse,  who  had  a  right  to  be  angry  with  what  had  been 
done  to  it.  Day,  on  the  contrary,  was  amazingly  cheer- 
ful, particularly  when  the  sun  shone ;  never  troubled  his 
head  about  what  was  to  happen  when  his  fun  was  over : 
on  the  contrary,  thought  his  fun  ought  to  last  for  ever 
because  it  was  pleasant,  was  quite  vexed  when  it  was  put 
a  stop  to,  and  had  no  scruple  in  railing  at  his  rival ;  whose 
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only  object,  as  it  seemed  to  him,  was  to  overshadow  and 
put  an  end  to  all  the  happiness  that  was  to  be  found. 

"  Cruel  night,"  he  exclaimed,  "  what  a  life  you  lead 
me !  How  you  thwart  me  at  every  turn  !  What  trouble 
I  have  to  take  to  keep  your  mischief  in  check.  Look  at 
the  mists  and  shadows  I  must  drive  on  one  side,  before  I 
can  make  the  world  bright  with  my  beautiful  light !  And 
no  sooner  have  I  done  so  than  I  feel  your  cold  unwhole- 
some breath  trying  to  come  up  to  me  behind !  But  you 
shall  never  overtake  me  if  I  can  help  it :  though  I  know 
that  is  what  you  want.  You  want  to  throw  your  hateful 
black  shadow  over  my  bright  and  pleasant  world." 

"  /  doing  mischief  which  you  have  to  keep  in  check ! " 
groaned  Night,  quite  confused  by  the  accusation.  "I, 
whose  whole  time  is  spent  in  trying  to  repair  the  mis- 
chief other  people  do  :  your  mischief,  in  fact,  you  wasteful 
consumer  of  life  and  power!  Every  twelve  hours  I  get 
back  from  you  a  half  worn-out  world,  and  this  I  am  ex- 
pected to  restore  and  make  as  good  as  new  again,  but  how 
is  it  possible  ?  Something  I  cart  do,  I  know.  Some  wear 
and  tear  I  can  renew  and  refresh,  but  some,  alas !  I  can- 
not ;  and  thus  creep  in  destruction  and  death." 

"  Hear  her,"  cried  Day,  in  contempt,  "  taunting  me 
with  the  damage  I  do,  and  the  death  and  destruction  I 
cause !  I,  the  life-giver,  at  whose  touch  the  whole  world 
awakes  which  else  might  lie  asleep  for  ever.  She,  the 
grim  likeness  of  the  death  she  talks  about,  and  bringing 
death's  twin-sister  in  her  bosom." 
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the  seeds  lay  sleeping,  as  it  seemed.  For,  as  the  long 
smooth-raked  beds  stretched  out  dark  and  bare  under 
the  stars,  they  betrayed  no  symptoms  of  anything  going 
on  within. 

Nevertheless,  there  was  no  sleeping  in  the  case.  The 
little  seed-grains  were  fulfilling  the  law  of  their  being, 
each  after  its  kind  ;  the  grains,  all  but  their  inner  germs, 
decaying ;  the  germs  swelling  and  growing,  till  they  rose 
out  of  their  cfadles,  and  made  their  way  through  their 
earthen  coverlid  to  the  light  of  day. 

They  did  not  all  come  up  quite  together,  of  course,  nor 
all  quite  alike.  But  as  to  the  time,  the  gardener  had  made 
his  arrangements  so  cleverly,  that  none  was  very  far  be- 
hind his  neighbour.  And  as  to  the  difference  of  shape  in 
the  first  young  leaves,  what  could  it  signify?  It  is  true 
the  young  mustards  were  round  and  thick  ;  the  cresses 
oval  and  pointed  ;  the  carrots  mere  green  threads ;  the 
onions  sharp  little  blades ;  while  the  beets  had  an  odd, 
stainy  look.  But  they  all  woke  up  to  the  same  life  and 
enjoyment,  and  were  all  greeted  with  friendly  welcome 
as  they  appeared,  by  the  dew,  and  light,  and  sunshine, 
and  breezes,  so  necessary  to  them  all,  children  of  one 
mother,  dependent  on  the  same  influences  to  bring  them 
to  perfection. 

What  could  put  comparisons,  and  envyings,  and  heart- 
burnings into  their  heads,  so  filling  them  either  with  conceit 
or  melancholy  misgivings?  As  if  there  was  but  one  way 
of  being  right  or  doing  right ;  as  if  every  creature  was  not 
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good  after  its  kind,  but 
must  needs  be  good 
aftersomebody 
else's  kind,  or 
not   be  good 
at  all! 

It  must  have  been  some  * 

strolling  half-informed  grub,  one  would 
think,  who  had  not  yet  come  to  his  full 
senses,  who  started  such  foolish  ideas. 

It  began  with  an  inquiry  at  first,  for  no 
actual  unkindness  was  meant. 

**  I  find  I  get  deeper  and  deeper  into 
the  soil  every  day,"  remarked  the  Carrot. 
"  I  shall  be  I  don't  know  how  long,  at 
last.  I  have  been  going  down  regularly, 
quite  straight,  for  weeks.  Then  I  am 
tapering  off  to  a  long  point  at  the  end,  in 
the  most  beautiful  proportions  possible. 
A  traveller  told  me,  the  other  day,  this 
was  perfection,  and  1  believe  he  was 
right." 

(That  mischievous  vagabond  grub,  you 
see  !) 

*'  I  knew  what  it  was  to  live  near  the  surface  in  my 
young  days,"  the  Carrot  went  on  ;  "  but  never  felt  solid 
enjoyment  till  I  struck  deeply  down,  where  all  is  so  rich 
and  warm.     This  is  really  being  firmly  established  and  sat- 
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isfactory  to  one's  self,  though  still  progressing,  I  hope, 
for  I  don't  see  why  there  should  be  a  limit. 

Pray  tell  me,  neighbours,"  added  he,  good-naturedly 
enough,  **  how  it  fares  with  all  the  rest  of  you.  I  should 
like  to  know  that  your  roots  are  as  long,  and  slim,  and 
orange-coloured  as  mine  ;  doing  as  well,  in  fact,  and  sink- 
ing as  far  down.  I  wish  us  to  be  all  perfect  alike.  Per- 
fection is  the  great  thing  to  try  for." 

"  When  you  are  sure  you  are  trying  in  the  right  way," 
sneered  a  voice  from  the  neighbouring  radish-bed  (the  red- 
and-white-turnip  variety  were  always  satirical).  "  But  if 
the  long,  slim  orange  roots,  striking  deep  into  the  earth 
are  your  idea  of  perfection,  I  advise  you  to  begin  life 
over  again.  Dear  me  !  I  wish  you  had  consulted  us  be- 
fore. Why,  we  stopped  going  down  long  ago,  and  have 
been  spreading  out  sideways  and  all  ways,  into  stout, 
round,  solid  balls  ever  since,  close  white  flesh  through- 
out, inside  ;  and  not  orange,  but  red  without." 

"  White,  he  means,"  shouted  another. 

"  Red,  I  call  it,"  repeated  the  first.  "  But  no  matter ; 
certainly  not  orange  !  " 

And  **  Certainly  not  orange!  "  cried  they  all. 

"  So,"  continued  the  first  speaker,  "  we  are  quite  con- 
cerned to  hear  you  ramble  on  about  growing  longer  and 
longer,  and  strongly  advise  you  to  keep  your  own  counsel, 
and  not  mention  it  to  any  one  else.  We  are  friends,  you 
know,  and  can  be  trusted ;  but  you  really  must  leave  off 
wasting  your  powers  and  energy  in  the  dark  inside  of  the 
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ground,  out  of  everybody's  sight  and  knowledge.  Come 
to  the  surface,  and  make  the  most  of  it,  as  we  do,  and 
then  you  '11  be  a  credit  to  your  friends.  Never  mind 
what  travellers  say.  They  Ve  nothing  else  to  do  but 
to  walk  about  and  talk,  and  they  tell  us  we  are  per- 
fection too.  Don't  trust  to  them,  but  to  what  we  tell 
you  now,  and  alter  your  course  at  once.  Roll  yourself  up 
into  a  firm  round  ball  as  fast  as  you  can.     You  won't 

find  it  hard  if  you  once  begin.     You  have  only  to " 

"  Let  me  put  in  a  word  first,"  interrupted  one  of  the 
long-tailed  Radishes  in  the  same  bed  ;  *'  for  it  is  of  no  use 
to  go  out  of  one  extreme  into  another,  which  you  are  on 
the  high  road  to  do  if  you  are  disposed  to  take  Mr. 
Roundhead's  advice  ;  who,  by  the  way,  ought  to  be 
ashamed  of  forcing  his  very  peculiar  views  upon  his  neigh- 
bours. Just  look  at  us.  We  always  strike  moderately 
down  so  we  know  it  's  the  right  thing  to  do,  and 
that  solid  round  balls  are  most  unnatural  and  useless 
things  in  the  world.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  my  dear 
friend,  we  have  learnt  where  to  stop,  and  a  great  secret  it 
is,  but  one  I  fear  you  know  nothing  about  at  present ;  so 
the  sooner  you  make  yourself  acquainted  with  it  the  better. 
There  's  a  limit  to  everything  but  folly — even  to  striking 
deep  into  the  soil.  And  as  to  the  soil  being  better  so 
very  far  down,  nobody  can  believe  it ;  for  why  should  it 
be  ?  The  great  art  is  to  make  the  most  of  what  is  at 
hand,  as  we  do.  Time  enough  to  go  into  the  depths  when 
you  have  used   up  what  is  so  much  easier  got  at.     The 
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man  who  gathered  some  of  us  yesterday,  called  out, 
*  These  are  just  right.'  So  I  leave  you  to  judge  whether 
some  other  people  we  know  of  must  not  be  wrong." 

**  You  rather  overwhelm  me,  I  own,*'  mused  the  Car- 
rot ;  **  though  it  *s  remarkable  you  counsellors  should  not 
agree  among  yourselves.  It  is  possible,  however,  that  I 
have  been  making  a  great  mistake  all  my  life  ?  What 
lost  time  to  look  back  upon  !  Yet  a  ball ; — no,  no,  not  a 
ball !  I  don't  think  I  could  grow  into  a  solid  round  ball 
were  I  to  try  for  ever !  " 

**  Not  having  tried,  how  can  you  tell  ?  *'  whispered  the 
Turnip-Radish  persuasively.  **  But  you  never  will,  if  you 
listen  to  our  old-fashioned  friend  next  door,  who  has  been 
halting  between  two  opinions  all  his  life ; — will  neither 
make  an  honest  fat  lump  of  it,  as  I  do,  nor  plunge  down 
and  taper  with  you.  But  nothing  can  be  done  without 
an  effort :  certainly  no  change.'* 

*'  That  is  true,**  murmured  the  Carrot,  rather  sadly ; 
"  but  I  am  too  old  for  further  efforts  myself.  Mistake  or 
no  mistake,  my  fate  is  fixed.  I  am  too  far  down  to  get 
up  again,  that  *s  certain  ;  but  some  of  the  young  ones 
may  try.  Do  you  hear,  dears  ?  Some  of  you  stop  short, 
if  you  can,  and  grow  out  sideways  and  all  ways,  into 
stout,  round,  solid  balls.** 

"  Oh,  nonsense  about  round  balls !  *'  cried  the  long- 
tailed  Radish  in  disgust ;  what  will  the  world  come  to,  if 
this  folly  goes  on  !  Listen  to  me,  youngsters,  I  beg.  Go 
to  a  moderate  depth,  and   be  content ;  and  if  you  want 
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something  to  do,  throw  out  a  few  fibres  for  amusement. 
You  *re  firm  enough  without  them,  I  know,  but  the 
employment  will  pass  away  time.'* 

"There  are  strange  delusions  abroad  just  now,**  re- 
marked the  Onions  to  each  other ;  **  do  you  hear  all  this 
talk  about  shape  and  way  of  growth  ?  and  everybody  in 
the  dark  on  the  subject,  though  they  seem  to  be  quite 
unconscious  of  the  fact  themselves.  That  fellow  chat- 
tered about  solid  balls,  as  if  there  was  no  such  thing  as 
bulbs,  growing  layer  upon  layer,  and  coat  over  coat  at  all. 
Of  course  the  very  long  orange  gentleman,  with  his  taper- 
ing root,  is  the  most  wrong  of  the  whole  party ;  but  I 
doubt  if  Mr.  Roundhead  is  much  wiser  when  he  speaks  of 
close  white  flesh  inside,  and  red  (of  all  ridiculous  non- 
sense) without.  Where  are  their  flaky  skins,  I  should 
like  to  know?  Who  is  ever  to  peel  them,  I  wonder? 
Poor  things !  I  can*t  think  how  they  got  into  such  ways. 
How  tough  and  obstinate  they  must  be!  I  wish  we 
lived  nearer.  We  would  teach  them  a  little  better  than 
that,  and  show  them  what  to  do.*' 

"  I  have  lived  near  you  long  enough,*'  grumbled  a 
deep-red  Beet  in  the  next  bed  ;  "  and  you  have  never 
taught  me ;  neither  shall  you,  if  I  can  help  it.  A  pretty  in- 
structor you  would  be,  who  think  it  ridiculous  to  be  red ! 
I  suppose  you  can*t  grow  red  yourself,  and  so  abuse  the 
colour  out  of  spite.  Now  I  flatter  myself  I  am  red  inside 
as  well  as  out,  so  I  am  more  ridiculous  than  your  friend 
who  contrives  to  keep  himself  white  within,  according  to 
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his  own  account ;  but  I  doubt  the  fact.  There,  there ! 
it  is  folly  to  be  angry :  so  I  say  no  more,  except  this  :  get 
red  as  fast  as  you  can.  You  live  in  the  same  soil  that  I 
do,  and  ought  to  be  able.*' 

"  Oh,  don't  call  it  red  !  "  exclaimed  a  golden  Beet,  who 
was  of  a  gentle  turn  of  mind  ;  "  it  is  but  a  pale  tint  after 
all,  and  surely  rather  amber  than  red  ;  and  perhaps  that 
was  what  the  long-tailed  orange   gentleman  meant." 

"  Perhaps  it  was ;  for  perhaps  he  calls  red  orange,  as 
you  call  it  amber,"  answered  the  redder  Beet ;  "  anyhow  he 
has  rather  more  sense  than  our  neighbour  here,  with  his 
layer  upon  layer,  and  coat  over  coat,  and  flaky  skin  over 
all.  Think  of  wasting  time  in  such  fiddle-faddle  proceed- 
ings !  Grow  a  good  honest  fleshy  substance,  and  have 
done  with  it,  and  let  people  see  you  know  what  life  is 
capable  of.  I  always  look  at  results.  It  is  something  to 
get  such  a  body  as  I  do  out  of  the  surrounding  soil. 
That  is  living  to  some  purpose,  I  consider.  Nobody 
makes  more  of  their  opportunities  than  I  do,  I  flatter 
myself,  or  has  more  to  show  for  their  pains ;  and  a  great 
future  must  be  in  store." 

**  Do  you  hear  them  ?  oh !  do  you  hear  them  ? " 
whispered  the  Cress  to  her  neighbour  the  Mustard  (there 
had  been  several  crops  and  this  was  one  of  the  last) :  "do 
you  hear  how  they  all  talk  together  of  their  growth,  and 
their  roots,  and  their  bulbs,  and  size,  and  colour,  and 
shape  ?  It  makes  me  quite  unhappy,  for  I  am  doing 
nothing  like  that  myself — nothing,  nothing,  though  I  live 
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in  the  same  soil!  What  is  to  be  done?  What  Ao  you  do? 
Do  you  grow  great  white  solid  balls,  or  long,  orange 
tapering  roots,  or  thick  red  flesh,  or  bulbs  with  layer 
upon  layer,  and  coat  over  coat  ?  Some  of  them  talked  of 
just  throwing  out  a  few  fibres  as  a  mere  amusement  to 
pass  away  time;  and  this  is  all  I  ever  do  for  business. 
There  will  never  be  a  great  future  in  store  for  me,  Do 
speak  to  me,  but  whisper  what  you  say,  for  I  shame  to  be 
heard  or  thought  of." 

"  I  grow  only  fibres,  too,**  groaned  the  Mustard  in 
reply ;  "  but  I  would  spread  every  way  and  all  ways  if  I 
could— downwards  and  upwards,  and  sideways  and  all 
ways,  like  the  rest.  I  wish  I  had  never  been  sown. 
Better  never  be  sown  and  grown,  than  sown  and  grown 
to  such  trifling  purpose  !  We  are  wretched  indeed.  But 
there  must  be  injustice  somewhere.  The  soil  must  give 
them  what  it  refuses  to  us." 

"  Or  we  are  weak  and  helpless,  and  cannot  take  in 
what  it  offers,"  suggested  the  Cress.  Alas!  that  we  should 
have  been  sown  only  to  be  useless  and  unhappy  ! " 

And  they  wept  the  evening  through.  But  they  alone 
were  not  unhappy.  The  Carrot  had  become  uneasy,  and 
could  follow  his  natural  tastes  no  longer  in  comfort,  for 
thinking  that  he  ought  to  be  a  solid  round  ball,  white 
inside,  and  red  without.  The  Onion  had  sore  misgivings 
that  the  Beet  might  be  right  after  all,  and  a  good  honest 
mass  of  red  flesh  be  more  worth  labouring  for,  than  the 
pale  coat-within-coat  growth  in  which  he  had  indulged. 
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It  did  seem  a  waste  of  trouble,  a  fiddle-faddle  plan  of  life^ 
he  feared.  Perhaps  he  had  not  gone  down  far  enough  in 
the  soil.  Some  one  talked  of  growing  fibres  for  amuse- 
ment— he  had  certainly  not  come  to  that ;  they  were 
necessary  to  his  support ;  he  could  n't  hold  fast  without 
them.  Other  people  were  more  independent  than  he  was, 
then  ;  perhaps  wiser, — alas ! 

And  yet  the  Beet  himself  was  not  quite  easy ;  for  talk 
as  he  would,  what  he  had  called  fiddle-faddle  seemed  in- 
genious when  he  talked  it  over,  and  he  would  like  to 
have  persuaded  himself  that  he  grew  layer  upon  layer  too. 
But  it  would  n*t  do. 

Perhaps,  in  fact,  the  bold  little  Turnip-Radishes  alone, 
from  their  solid  substantial  growth,  were  the  only  ones 
free  from  misgivings,  and  believed  that  everybody  ought 
to  do  as  they  did  themselves. 

What  a  disturbance  there  was,  to  be  sure  !  And  it  got 
worse  and  worse,  and  they  called  on  the  winds  and  fleet- 
ing clouds,  the  sun,  and  moon,  and  stars  above  their 
heads,  to  stay  their  course  awhile,  and  declare  who  was 
right  and  who  was  wrong ;  who  was  using,  who  abusing, 
his  gifts  and  powers ;  who  was  making  most,  who  least,  of 
the  life  and  opportunities  they  all  enjoyed  ;  whose  system 
was  the  one  the  rest  must  all  strive  to  follow — the  one 
only  right. 

But  they  called  and  asked  in  vain  ;  till  one  evening,  the 
clouds  which  had  been  gathering  over  the  garden  for  days 
began  to  come  down  in  rain,  and  sank  swiftly  into  the 


Gifts.  79 


ground,  where  it  had  been  needed  for  long.  Whereupon 
there  was  a  general  cry,  *'  Here  comes  a  messenger  ;  now 
we  shall  hear !  **  as  if  they  thought  that  no  one  could 
have  any  business  in  the  world  but  to  settle  their 
disputes. 

So  out  came  the  old  inquiries  again  : — who  was  right — 
who  was  wrong — who  had  got  hold  of  the  true  secret  ? 
But  the  Cress  made  no  inquiry  at  all,  only  shook  with 
fright  under  the  rain  ;  for,  thought  she,  the  hour  of  my 
shame  and  degradation  has  come :  poor  useless  creature 
that  I  am,  I  shall  never  more  hold  up  my  head  ! 

As  to  the  Carrot,  into  whose  well-dug  bed  the  rain 
found  easiest  entrance,  and  sank  deepest,  he  held  forth  in 
most  eloquent  style  upon  the  whole  affair ;  how  it  was 
started,  and  what  he  had  said ;  how  much  he  had  once 
hoped  ;  how  much  he  now  feared. 

Now,  the  Rain-drops  did  not  care  to  answer  in  a  hurry ; 
but  as  they  came  dropping  gently  down,  they  murmured, 
"  Peace,  peace,  peace !  **  all  over  the  beds.  And  truly 
they  seemed  to  bring  peace  with  them  as  they  fell,  so 
that  a  calm  sank  all  around,  and  then  the  murmur  pro- 
ceeded : — "  Poor  little  atoms  in  a  boundless  kingdom — 
each  one  of  you  bearing  a  part  towards  its  fulness  of  per- 
fection, each  one  of  you  endowed  with  gifts  and  powers 
especially  your  own,  each  one  of  you  good  after  its  kind 
— how  came  these  cruel  misgivings  and  heart-burnings 
among  you  ?  Are  the  tops  of  the  mountains  wrong  be- 
cause they  cannot  grow  corn  like  the  valleys  ?     Are  the 
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valleys  wrong  because  they  cannot  soar  into  the  sides? 
Does  the  brook  flow  in  vain  because  it  cannot  spread  out 
like  the  sea  ?  Is  the  sea  only  right  because  its  waters 
only  are  salt?  Each  good  after  its  kind,  each  bearing 
a  part  in  the  full  perfection  of  the  kingdom  which  is 
boundless,  the  plan  which  is  harmony — peace,  peace, 
peace  upon  all !  " 

And  peace  seemed  to  fall  more  soothingly  than  ever 
upon  the  ground  as  the  shower  continued  to  descend. 

"  How  much  more,  then,"  resumed  the  murmur, "  among 
you,  to  whose  inner  natures  gifts  and  powers  are  given, 
each  different  from  each  ;  each  good  in  its  kind  ;  each,  if 
rightly  carried  out,  doing  service  in  that  kingdom,  which 
needs  for  its  full  perfection,  that  there  shall  be  mountains 
to  rise  into  the  skies,  valle>'s  to  lie  low  at  their  feet ;  some 
natures  to  go  deep  into  the  soil,  others  to  rejoice  on  its 
surface ;  some  to  lie  lightly  upon  the  earth,  as  if  scarcely 
claiming  a  home,  others  to  grasp  at  it  by  wide-spread 
roots,  and  stretch  out  branches  to  the  rivers  ;  all  good  in 
their  kind,  all  bearing  a  part  in  the  glor>-  of  that  universe 
whose  children  are  countless  as  their  natures  are  various 
— none  useless,  none  in  vain. 

"  Upon  one,  then,  upon  all — each  wanted,  each  useful, 
each  good  after  its  kind — peace,  peace,  peace,  peace, 
peace !  " 

The  murmur  subsided  to  a  whisper,  the  whisper  into 
silence :  and  by  the  time  the  moon>shadows  lay  upon  the 
garden  there  was  peace  everj'where. 
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Nor  was  it  broken  again  :  for  henceforth  even  the  Cress 
held  up  her  head — she,  also,  good  after  her  kind. 

Only  once  or  twice,  that  year,  when  the  Carrots  were 
gathered,  there  came  up  the  strangest  growths — thick 
distorted  lumps,  that  had  never  struck  properly  down. 

The  gardener  wondered,  and  was  vexed,  for  he  prided 
himself  on  the  digging  of  the  carrot-bed.  **  Anything  that 
had  had  any  sense  might  have  gone  down  into  it,  he  was 
sure,**  he  said.  And  he  was  not  far  wrong  ;  but  you  see 
the  Carrot  had  had  no  sense  when  he  began  to  speculate, 
and  tried  to  be  something  he  was  not  intended  to  be. 

Yet  the  poor  clumsy  thing  was  not  quite  useless  after 
all.  For,  just  as  the  gardener  was  about  to  fling  it  angrily 
away,  he  recollected  that  the  cook  might  use  it  for  soup, 
though  it  could  not  be  served  up  at  table — such  a  shape 
as  it  was ! 

And  this  was  exactly  what  she  did. 

VOL.  II.— 6 
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**  Behold,  how  great  a  matter  a  little  fire  kindleth." 

James  iii.,  5. 

"  TTERE  goes!"    shouted    the   stone  as  he  left   the 

Xl  hand  of  the  school-boy  and  cleft  the  air.  And 
"  There  an  end ! "  he  added,  as  he  splashed  through  the 
water  to  the  bottom  of  the  pond. 

But  though  he  stuck  fast  in  the  mud  himself  when  he 
got  there,  that  was  by  no  means  the  end  of  the  affair. 

At  the  spot  where  he  dropped  in,  some  of  the  water  was 
displaced  by  the  shock,  and  driven  back  in  a  circular  un- 
dulation or  wave ;  and  this  formed  a  beautiful  ring-like 
pattern  on  the  smooth  surface  of  the  pond. 

And  the  first  wave  pressed  the  water  behind  it  into  a 
second,  and  there  came  a  second  circle,  a  little  bigger 
than  the  first ;  and  this  caused  another,  and  this  another, 
and  so  on,  after  the  manner  of  waves ;  till  half  the  pond 
was  moving  and  marked  over  with  circles,  which  got 
wider  and  wider,  but  feebler  and  flatter,  the  farther  they 
spread. 

Now  it  was  evening,  and  the  sun  was  setting  in  ruby  and 
gold  ;  and  each  circle  of  water,  as  it  formed  itself,  caught 
the  glow  on  its  edge,  and  was  tipped  with  colour  and  light ; 
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and  the  school-boy  stood  on  the  bank  looking  at  it  all. 
The  first  circles  glittered  most,  perhaps,  because  their 
edges  were  highest  and  sharpest ;  but  the  farther  ones 
rolled  over  like  molten  ore,  till,  as  they  stretched  out 
feebler  and  flatter,  the  gleams  seemed  to  die  out  gradually 
altogether,  and  the  pond  became  pale  and  smooth,  and  the 
boy  had  seen  all  that  was  to  be  seen. 

Then  he  too  shouted  "  There  an  end  !  **  and  ran  away. 

But  though  the  boy  could  see  no  more,  and  had  gone 
home,  that  was  not  the  end  of  the  matter  either. 

When  the  driven-back  water  formed  the  first  circle  on 
the  pond,  it  did  something  else  as  well :  it  pressed  against 
the  air  above  it,  and  the  air  gave  way.  And  the  second 
circle  did  the  same,  and  so  the  next,  and  so  the  next ;  till 
the  air  was  full  of  pressure-circles,  whether  mortal  eyes 
could  distinguish  them  or  not.  And  the  pressure  went 
backwards  and  backwards,  up  into  ether,  till,  for  any- 
thing I  know  to  the  contrary,  it  went  right  round  the 
world. 

If  you  are  wiser,  however,  and  can  say  where  it  stopped, 
you  may  shout  "  There  an  end  !  **  yourself ;  and  there  will 
be  an  end  to  my  story  as  well. 

Otherwise,  perhaps  not.  A  child  can  throw  a  pebble 
into  the  water,  but  the  wisest  man  cannot  say  where  the 
waves  it  sets  in  motion  shall  be  stilled.  It  is  a  light 
matter  to  fling  off  actions  and  words  into  the  world,  but 
a  hard  one  to  know  where  their  influence  shall  cease  to 
act. 
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**  And  others'  follies  teach  us  not, 
Nor  much  their  wisdom  teaches  ; 
And  most,  of  sterling  worth,  is  what 
_^_    ,       '  p      —   i^j-  Our  own  experience  preaches.** 

lip  /  ^  Tennyson. 

Iw    ^  /'^VER  the  old  church-tower  passed 

^  ^     ^  \^     the  rooks,  on  their  way  from  the 

K"*  neigfhbouring  trees,  cawing  into  the  fresh  mom- 

1/  iJ^g  ^Ir  as  they  went.  Dew  hung  yet  upon  every 
stone  of  the  building, — on  the  bits  of  moss  and 
grass  which  time  had  suffered  to  creep  over  or  between 
them,  here  and  there, — on  the  edges  of  the  tombs  below. 
There  was  no  one  astir  at  this  early  hour  of  an  autumn 
day  to  speak  to  or  interrupt  the  dark-eyed  Geronimo,  as 
he  strode  hurriedly  up  the  pathway  to  the  porch,  the 
church-keys  dangling  from  his  hand,  and  slightly  clanking 
against  each  other  as  he  stepped. 
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Behind  him  followed  a  rough-haired  country  lad,  but  at 
a  little  distance,  and  silent.  He  had  a  stick  in  his  hand, 
however,  with  which  he  began  to  whisk  off  the  wet  from 
the  grass  blades  of  the  graves  on  each  side  the  path  ;  but 
at  one  turn  and  glance  from  Geronimo,  he  desisted.  Soon 
the  key  was  in  the  lock,  the  bolt  had  turned,  grating, 
back ;  the  heavy  door  was  pushed  open,  the  shock  echoing 
through  the  building  ;  and  Geronimo  and  little  Roger, 
the  mason's  son,  his  companion,  were  walking  up  the 
aisle ;  on  one  side  of  which,  at  the  upper  end,  in  a  small 
transept,  stood  the  organ  and  choir-seats. 

Let  me  recall  that  lonely  village,  nestling  in  a  narrow 
valley  on  the  borders  of  Southern  Wales,  traversed  by  a 
rapid  streamlet,  which  ran  through  it  like  a  silver  thread  ; 
rich  in  orchards,  embosomed  in  ancient  trees,  where  rooks 
had  built  their  nests  for  generations  ;  where  the  cuckoo's 
voice  reverberated  from  surrounding  hills.  At  one  ex- 
tremity was  the  church,  at  the  other  the  quiet  vicarage ; 
so  that  the  flock  were  wont  to  watch  about  their  door- 
ways for  the  passing  by  of  the  Pastor  to  his  sacred  office, 
that  they  might  follow  and  enter  with  him  into  the  ark 
of  the  visible  church  on  earth,  he  leading  them  on  their 
way.  It  was  a  pretty  custom  and  a  pleasant  sight ;  there 
was  a  tone  of  loyal  respect  and  trust  about  it,  which  social 
progress  has,  it  is  to  be  feared,  some  tendency  to  disturb. 

Let  me  recall  the  old  Pastor  himself,  in  his  happy, 
scholarly  simplicity;  the  serenity  of  submission  on  his 
face,  for  he  had  undergone  a  life's  long  grief.     Let  me 
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recall  him  in  the  days  when  the  time  was  drawing  near 
for  the  silver  chord  to  be  broken,  and  when  his  visions 
brought  him  closer  and  closer  to  the  day  of  re-union  with 
his  dearly  loved  Italian  wife,  who  had  died  when  their 
only  child,  Geronimo,  was  but  five  years  old. 

And  Geronimo  was  now  his  father's  curate ;  a  youth 
fresh  from  the  schools  ;  energetic,  enthusiastic,  determined 
even  to  self-will,  a  worshipper  of  system  and  order ;  one 
who  had  taken  for  his  motto  the  words  of  the  poet : 

'*  Because  right  is  right,  to  follow  right 
Were  wisdom  in  the  scorn  of  consequence.** 

The  father,  on  the  other  hand,  past  middle  age,  was 
old  for  his  years,  for  the  fire  of  his  spirit  had  died  out ; 
but  the  power  of  his  intellect  remained  unaltered,  as  is 
often  the  case  in  fine  natures ;  and  an  originally  widely 
educated  judgment  grew  wider  and  gentler  as  the  river 
of  his  life  widened  out  to  the  everlasting  sea.  He  doubted 
about  his  son's  motto,  therefore,  as  a  universal  rule  of 
life.  It  had  to  be  considered,  said  he,  whether  the  "  right  '* 
you  followed,  or  the  "  consequence  **  you  scorned,  was  of 
the  greater  vital  importance.  There  was  a  right  and  a 
wrong — he  once  added  as  a  homely  illustration — in  the 
way  of  cutting  a  pencil ;  but  if  you  have  to  deal  with  a 
weak-leaded  one,  which  would  not  bear  long  shoulders 
without  breaking,  it  was  better  to  cut  it  with  short  shoul- 
ders than  waste  it  altogether.  If  he  had  to  choose  a  motto 
himself,  it  must  be  from  the  broader  teaching  of  St.  Paul. 
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Geronimo  listened  in  impatience.  He  thought  his 
father's  argument  a  letting  down  of  principle,  the  homely 
illustration  trivial,  and  with  regard  to  St.  Paul,  everybody 
knew  that  texts  could  be  found  to  support  almost  anything. 

It  stood  thus,  then,  that  the  father  admired  the  son  for 
his  strength  of  purpose  and  purity  of  intention,  yet  some- 
times wondered  what  his  future  would  be ;  but  that  the 
son  never  properly  appreciated  the  father,  except  for  his 
amiability  to  himself.  He  thought  him  a  kind  but  feeble 
old  man,  behindhand  in  the  lights  of  the  day. 

And  it  was  true  that  while  Geronimo  had  passed  from 
school  to  college,  his  father  had  remained  in  the  narrow 
valley  ;  and  while  the  kaleidoscope  of  public  opinion  was 
presenting  fresh  combinations  of  thought  and  feeling  to 
the  gaze  and  admiration  of  the  ardent  young,  the  old  man 
was  out  of  the  circle  of  their  influence,  and  judged  of 
them  afar  off  with  the  mind  of  a  philosopher. 

It  was,  perhaps,  a  rash  arrangement  that  Geronimo 
should  have  come  to  be  his  father's  curate ;  but  he  had 
made  the  offer,  and  the  old  man  had  accepted  it  with 
tears  of  joy.  There  was,  in  fact,  between  them  a  strong 
natural  affection,  overruling  all  theoretical  differences  of 
opinion,  as  well  as  a  strong  sense  of  parental  and  filial 
duty.  There  was  also,  perhaps,  some  hope  on  both  sides 
of  influencing  each  other  for  good  ;  and  there  was,  more- 
over, the  unspoken  bond  of  common  interest  in  one  grave. 

The  triangular  white  marble  slab  on  the  chancel  wall 
of  the  church  bore  upon  it  a  name  which  to  both  father 
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and  son  was  still  the  dearest  name  upon  earth,  **  Maria 
Maddalena  "  : — to  the  old  man  naturally  so,  who  through 
so  many  years  had  lifted  up  weary,  loving  eyes  to  the 
golden  letters  in  which  it  was  traced,  travelling  in  spirit  to 
that  heaven  of  heavens  whither  the  taper  central  angle  of 
the  tablet  continually  pointed. 

And  the  son  had  his  own  recollections — dim  ones  of 
old  embraces  from  that  mother  who  had  so  soon  passed 
away — ^vivid  ones  of  looking  upwards  to  that  tablet  from 
his  seat  in  church  ever  since  he  was  a  child — of  gazing  on 
the  shining  words,  and  the  shining  emblems  above  them, 
the  palm  branches,  the  cross,  and  the  star,  until  their 
glitter  first  dazzled  and  then  brought  tears  to  his  eyes. 
Had  he  tried,  by  gazing,  to  get  nearer  to  the  bearer  of  that 
golden  name — the  mother,  whom  every  motherless  child 
feels  to  want  so  much  ?  Had  he  hoped  to  charm  her  back, 
he  knew  not  whence,  to  comfort  him,  he  knew  not  how? 

He  could  not  have  answered  himself.  Children  do  and 
feel  many  things  of  which  they  can  give  no  account,  and 
the  why,  matters  so  little  in  comparison  with  the  fact. 

Enough  that  the  long-cherished  habit  of  love  to  the 
pure  white  marble  slab  remained  as  firm  in  Geronimo's 
heart,  as  if  he  had  been  able  to  reason  about  its  propriety, 
and  justify  it  by  argument. 

Judge,  then,  what  he  must  have  suffered,  when,  on  his 
first  coming  to  the  place  as  curate,  he  felt  it  his  duty  to 
ask  permission  of  his  father  to  have  that  tablet  removed 
to  some  other  part  of  the  church  ! 
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Let  us  go  back  to  that  time,  some  nine  months  before 
the  opening  of  my  story,  for  it  was  the  beginning  of 
■Geronimo's  practical  troubles. 

It  was  a  painful  scene  that  took  place ;  Geronimo's 
voice  trembled  as  he  made  the  request,  and  his  father's 
heart-wrung  "  Never !  "  was  followed  by  a  silence  equally 
•distressing  to  both.  Then  the  old  man  asked  for  reasons, 
and  the  young  one  gave  them.  The  kaleidoscope  had 
brought  certain  proprieties  into  full  observation  which 
had  for  some  time  been  unnoticed — there  was  no  doubt 
about  that.  The  tablet  was  on  a  wall  within  the  commun- 
ion rails ;  it  would  have  been  better  elsewhere.  Private 
memorials  were  inappropriate  there.  Geronimo  thought 
them  inappropiate  in  the  church  anywhere — the  father 
•disputed  this — it  was  the  ark  of  the  dead  as  well  as 
of  the  living;  but  were  the  matter  to  be  done  over 
again,  he  would  place  the  stone  without  the  rails  in  pref- 
'Crence ;  as  it  was,  there  was  no  vital  principle  involved — 
jio  sufficient  reason,  therefore,  for  the  desecrating  act  of 
removal. 

The  son  returned  to  the  argument.  His  father  had 
admitted  the  objection ;  was  it  not  then  clearly  an  act  of 
•duty  to  sacrifice  personal  feeling  to  the  example  of  right 
— whether  the  right  were  small  or  great  ? 

"  Measure  me  the  measure  of  the  right,"  cried  the 
troubled  father,  "  as  compared  with  the  impressions  it 
will  cause.  You  cannot  drive  straight  lines  through  life 
without  knocking  over  good  feelings  as  well  as  bad  ones. 
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and  woe  to  those  who  knock  down  what  little  there  is  of 
good  in  the  world  !  ** 

"  The  right  way  is  a  narrow  way,"  replied  the  son ;  '*  to 
trim  to  the  prejudices  of  the  ignorant  is  to  sacrifice  prin- 
ciple to  man-pleasing."  There  was  more  said  in  the  shape 
of  argument  than  needs  to  be  repeated  here — let  every 
one  fight  the  matter  as  he  will.  On  the  following  day, 
the  father  had  come  to  a  resolution. 

**  When  I  am  gone,"  said  he  to  his  son,  **  and  my  name 
is  added  to  hers  on  the  tablet,  you  may  remove  it  to 
where  you  will ;  and  even  now,  if,  on  hearing  this,  you 
remain  offended,  you  may  remove  it  at  once.  I  warn, 
you,  however,  that  it  is  my  belief  your  doing  so  will  cause 
evil  rather  than  good  among  those  whose  souls'  health 
you  are  bound  to  consider.  You  cannot  get  them  to  un- 
derstand your  motives,  and  they  will  abominate  the  act. 
What  you  lose  will  be  far  more,  therefore,  than  what  you 
will  gain.  Of  my  personal  feelings  I  say  nothing.  On 
that  point  I  suspect  we  suffer  together.  Now,  then,  do 
as  you  please." 

If  the  father  hoped,  by  yielding  a  point  so  trjMng  to 
himself,  to  set  Gcronimo  an  example  of  giving  way,  he 
deceived  himself.  Gcronimo  did  not  accept  what  he  said 
as  an  example,  but  as  an  acknowledgment  of  an  error 
that  needed  rectifying.  About  any  consequences  to  other 
people  he  refused  to  think  at  all.  Consequences  were 
nothing  in  matters  of  duty  and  principle. 

So  he  went  to  Roger,  the  village-mason,  explained  what 
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he  wanted,  and  gave  his  orders,  announcing  his  intention 
of  coming  himself  to  assist.  But  the  man  stared  in 
astonishment.  **  You  ben*t  in  earnest  surely,  sir  ?"  said 
he.  **  Surely  you  're  never  going  to  pull  down  your  own 
mother's  tombstone  ?  Why,  it  '11  break  the  old  gentle- 
man's heart — and  she  such  a  woman  as  she  was !  " 

"  My  father  has  given  his  consent,"  said  Geronimo, 
annoyed,  but  not  betraying  the  smallest  impatience. 

Roger  the  mason  shook  his  head,  and  took  up  a  tool 
he  had  laid  down,  as  if  intending  to  return  to  his  work. 

"  You  '11  excuse  me,  Mr.  Geronimo  :  you  've,  maybe,  per- 
suaded him  to  it.  Young  people  will  be  young  people, 
I  know,"  remarked  Roger;  "though  it  's  a  downright 
miracle  to  me  why  j^ou  should  want  to  do  it — you,  the 
lady's  only  son ;  and  such  a  lady  as  she  was !  " 

"  It 's  out  of  no  disrespect  to  my  mother,  I  assure  you," 
expostulated  Geronimo. 

*'  I  should  think  not,  indeed  !  "  interrupted  the  mason. 

"  But,"  continued  Geronimo,  "  we  have  all  to  sacrifice 
personal  feelings,  you  know,  in  matters  of  right  and 
wrong." 

Geronimo  paused ;  but  the  mason  was  silent — he  had 
no  idea  what  was  meant. 

"  Or  where  there  is  a  question  of  propriety  in  the  treat- 
ment of  holy  places,"  continued  the  youth  ;  but  still  the 
mason  stared  at  him  in  silence. 

"  You  don't  understand  me,  I  think,"  said  Geronimo. 

"  I  'm  free  to  own  I  don't,"  answered  the  mason. 
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**  Will  you  let  me  come  in  and  explain  myself?"  asked 
the  young  man. 

•*  Your  father's  son  is  welcome  in  my  house  at  any 
time ! "  cried  Roger,  who  had  at  last  got  hold  of  an  idea 
he  could  fully  understand  ;  and  leading  the  way  along  a 
narrow  passage,  he  ushered  his  guest  into  a  small  parlour, 
to  which  he  presently  called  his  wife  down,  having  asked 
permission  for  her  to  share  in  what  Mr.  Geronimo  was 
going  to  say. 

But  let  Mr.  Geronimo  say  what  he  would,  neither  of 
his  hearers  succeeded  in  comprehending  him,  though,  to 
do  them  justice,  they  tried.  There  they  sat,  the  mason 
holding  his  cap  in  both  hands  between  his  knees,  slightly 
stooping,  but  looking  up  at  Geronimo  from  time  to  time ; 
his  wife  bolt  upright,  and  never  taking  her  eyes  off  him 
for  a  second.  And  still  they  did  n't  understand  !  They 
had  two  or  three  ideas  of  their  own  in  their  heads,  it  is 
true,  which  were  adverse  to  Mr.  Geronimo's  arguments, 
and  perhaps  darkened  their  powers  of  comprehension. 
**  The  Mrs.,"  as  they  called  her,  had  been  an  angel  on 
earth,  if  ever  there  was  one,  and  no  place  could  be  too 
good  for  her  stone,  they  were  sure,  for  was  n't  she  her- 
self  in  heaven  ? — at  least,  who  would  ever  get  there  if  she 
was  n't  there?  And  the  poor  dear  gentleman  had  stood 
under  it  every  Sunday  ever  since  she  was  taken,  and 
who  'd  have  the  heart  to  deprive  him  of  the  comfort  of 
feeling  her  so  near  ?  If  that  stone  were  to  be  taken  away, , 
they  should  n't  have  ^/;«  there  much  longer— Mr.  Geronimo 
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might  depend  upon  that !  Roger  s  good  woman  declared 
she  would  n*t  see  the  poor  old  gentleman  standing  there 
alone,  as  if  he  *d  never  had  a  wife,  for  all  the  world,  if 
she  could  help  it* — Take  down  bis  own  mother*s  tomb- 
stone !  as  if  her  name  was  n*t  a  credit  anywhere,  and  a 
good  example  into  the  bargain, — Mr.  Geronimo  could  n't 
be  thinking  of  what  he  was  saying!  And  Roger  pro- 
tested that  if  he  never  had  another  job  in  all  his  life,  he 
would  n't  have  this.  But  Mr.  Geronimo  was  young,  put 
in  the  wife,  and  had  n't  come  to  his  feelings ;  he  would 
think  better  of  it  presently.  They  wished  him  a  very 
good  morning,  and  hoped  he  would  call  again. 

Mr.  Geronimo  bit  his  lips  as  he  left  the  house.  Learn- 
ing ! — authority ! — what  had  become  of  them  ?  What  had 
he  done  with  them?  What  could  he  have  done  with 
them  against  such  stolid  country  heads  ?  Entirely  spoilt 
into  the  bargain,  thought  he — the  fruit  of  taking  things 
easy.  There  was  but  one  hope  of  cure — to  go  the  way 
you  thought  right,  and  leave  such  people  to  get  recon- 
ciled to  it  as  they  could.  Explanation  and  reasoning  ! — 
he  was  ashamed  of  having  tried  them.  The  people  had 
treated  him  like  a  child. 

So  he  crossed  the  hills  next  morning,  and  rode  ten 
miles,  to  the  nearest  town,  where  he  engaged  a  marble- 
mason  to  come  over  and  remove  the  tablet.  But  Sunday 
intervened,  and  as  it  chanced,  his  father  was  ill,  and  he 
had  to  stand  in  his  place  under  the  tablet  in  the  chancel. 
And  all  at  once,  while  there,  there  flashed  into  his  mind 
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one,  at  any  rate,  of  the  words  which  Roger  the  mason 
had  spoken — quite  an  unreasonable  word,  be  it  granted, 
but  reason,  even  in  the  most  reasoning  men,  is  not  always 
a  match  for  feeling,  and  Geronimo  was  suddenly  unnerved. 
The  Gospel  for  the  day  contained  the  brief,  pathetic  his- 
tory of  the  widow  of  Nain  ;  and  crossed  as  all  the  incidents 
were, — for  he  was  the  only  son  of  a  yet  living  father,  and 
it  was  the  mother  who  was  dead — every  word  seemed  to 
touch  his  case,  and  he  had  a  sensation  as  if  the  Maria 
Maddalena  of  his  childhood  was  looking  down  over  his 
head  from  the  tablet  he  was  preparing  to  remove.  He 
actually  shuddered.  What  if  his  father  were  about  to 
die  too  ? 

Yet,  what  really  overwhelmed  him,  little  as  he  knew  it, 
was  the  contrast  which  made  itself  felt  between  the  hard- 
ness of  his  own  attempted  system  and  the  sympathy 
which  breathed  out  of  the  Gospel  page.  The  Saviour 
had  driven  the  money-changers  from  the  temple,  it  is 
true,  with  the  hand  of  indignant  power ;  but  there  was 
no  question  of  the  world's  vile  desecrating  traffic  in  that 
still  marble  monument  on  the  wall.  Geronimo  did  not 
think  it  all  out  then,  nor  till  long  afterwards,  but  in  steel- 
ing himself  to  set  a  point  of — let  it  be  granted — ecclesi- 
astical propriety  above  the  much  weightier  matter  of 
human  sympathy,  and  a  regard  for  moral  results  on 
others,  he  had  followed  the  Pharisees  of  old,  rather  than 
Him  who  imposed  none  but  necessary  burdens  on  the 
tremulous  human  mind. 
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Nevertheless  his  resolution  had  received  a  shock,  and 
he  was  up  betimes  next  morning  to  meet  the  marble- 
mason  on  his  way.  He  had  altered  his  intentions,  he  told 
him,  with  respect  to  the  tablet,  but  there  was  another 
little  matter  of  restoration  in  the  church  which  he  wished 
him  to  undertake.  And  now  Geronimo  breathed  freely 
again,  and  met  his  father  at  breakfast  with  an  easy  mind. 
He  therefore  spoke  quite  cheerfully  of  the  proposed 
restoration  of  a  Knight  Templar's  tomb,  which  had  long 
been  in  disorder,  and  alluded  to  the  marble-mason  from 
the  town  as  being  there. 

A  cry  from  his  father  interrupted  him. 

**  Geronimo ! — that  marble-mason  ! — have  you  really  had 

the  heart  to **     Here  breath  failed  the  old  man,  and 

he  turned  very  pale. 

**  No,  no !  **  cried  Geronimo,  passionately,  for  he  knew 
what  was  meant. 

"  It  is  well,"  murmured  the  father.  **  I  gave  you  leave, 
I  know ;  but,  Geronimo,  I  doubt  if  I  could  have  borne 
it.  One  gets  weaker  as  one  gets  older ;  and,  with  weak 
people  as  with  ignorant  ones,  the  grasshopper  is  some- 
times a  burden." 

If  Geronimo  could  but  have  recollected  this !  But  he 
had  seen  so  little  of  life  and  the  world  himself,  that  he 
could  scarcely  help  being  one-sided  and  narrow-minded ; 
and  as  he  would  not  avail  himself  of  his  father's  wider 
knowledge,  what  remained  but  to  make  mistakes  ? 

So  priding  himself  on  an  inflexible  firmness  in  matters 
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of  "principle/*  however  small,  he  confounded  together 
things  indifferent  and  important;  did  even  wise  ones 
foolishly ;  and  attempted  others  which  were  neither  wise, 
nor  worth  a  hundredth  part  of  the  offence  they  created. 

"  We  are  to  *  be  hated  of  all  men  for  His  name's  sake/  " 
quoted  he,  in  justification  of  the  course  he  was  pursuing. 

**  His  name's  sake  !  "  I  dare  not  record  the  trivialities 
he  dignified  upon  that  sacred  ground. 

But  on  one  or  two  points  the  father  interfered  authori- 
tatively, and  then  domestic  disagreement  arose.  Now 
Geronimo  had  thought  scorn  of  Roger  the  mason  for  not 
yielding  to  his  better  knowledge  and  authoritative  posi- 
tion, as  a  matter  of  course.  Yet  here,  where  to  the  coun- 
sellor was  added  father  as  well  as  priest,  and  to  the 
knowledge  of  the  schools  the  broader  experiences  of  a 
long  and  varied  life,  it  came  quite  natural  to  this  mere 
lad  by  comparison,  to  think,  and  betray  the  thought,  that 
he  knew  a  thousand  times  the  better  of  the  two.  Verily, 
if  a  little  of  the  old  heathen  respect  for  the  wisdom  of 
grey  hairs  had  been  added  to  his  theological  dogmas, 
Geronimo's  Christianity  would  not  have  suffered. 

"  And  a  man's  foes  shall  be  they  of  his  own  household," 
murmured  the  old  man  to  himself  in  the  bitterness  of  his 
heart,  as  he  wondered  whether  it  would  not  soon  be  his 
duty  to  send  this  his  only  son  from  his  side.  For  how 
could  he  be  justified  in  letting  the  clouds  of  miserable 
parties  and  party  feelings  gather  into  a  storm  ? 

But  now  Geronimo,  too,  awoke  to  the  fact  that  such  a 
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storm  threatened.  The  gossip  spread  on  every  side  that 
father  and  ^on  did  not  always  agree,  and  the  flock  were 
not  likely  to  be  unanimous.  The  wicked  natural  man 
loves  contest;  the  weak  natural  man  loves  excitement. 
An  expression  of  partisanship  to  himself,  coupled  with 
disrespect  for  his  father,  awoke  Geronimo  to  a  sense  of 
his  position,  if  it  did  not  explain  his  mistake.  And  on 
looking  further  round,  his  tender  conscience  was  grieved. 
The  old  confidence  was  broken  up,  the  old  love  was  fail- 
ing— whether  with  or  without  a  reason  was  not  the  ques- 
tion now.  What  could  be  the  cause?  What  was  the 
remedy  ?  Perhaps  he  had  been  too  busy  with  his  plans 
and  changes  to  have  made  himself  as  much  a  personal 
friend  as  was  desirable.  He  redoubled  his  exertions  and 
visits,  endeavoured  to  conciliate  on  all  sides ;  but,  some- 
how, something  was  wanting.  If  from  long  habit  a  good 
many  still  came  out  to  follow  himself  and  his  father  to 
church,  they  did  so  at  a  greater  and  greater  distance. 
Only  a  few  came  up  now  to  claim  the  friendly  greeting, 
which  he  remembered  as  part  of  the  Sunday's  intercourse 
in  the  days  of  his  childhood.     Geronimo  was  puzzled. 

Yet,  if  the  kaleidoscope  had  but  brought  round,  for 
contemplation,  that  crystal  from  the  wisdom  of  St.  Paul, 
'*  Destroy  not  him  with  thy  meat  for  whom  Christ  died," 
he  would  have  known  the  cause  of  estrangement,  and 
how  to  apply  a  cure.  As  it  was,  an  idea  at  once  bright 
and  kind  struck  him,  and  he  lost  no  time  in  carrying  it 
out  with  zeal. 
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Geronimo  was  musical — he  had  been  so  from  childhood 
upwards — had  introduced  better  music  as  well  as  greater 
beauty  into  the  venerable  old  church ;  and  for  both  these 
things  the  people  were  grateful,  as  they  ought  to  be. 

He  would  make  use  of  this  happily  universal  feeling; 
he  would  give  a  treat  to  high  and  low — would  have  a 
festival ;  they  should  keep  holiday  with  singing  and  glad- 
ness and  feasting;  and  the  day  should  be  his  father's 
birthday.  He  would  dispel  the  dreadful  and  mischievous 
idea  that  the  house  to  which  all  the  parish  looked  for 
example  was  divided  against  itself! 

Never  was  a  happier  thought  struck  out !  It  furnished 
occupation  for  hearts,  and  minds,  and  hands;  and  the 
old  folks,  who  could  do  nothing  but  talk,  had  a  harmless 
subject  of  conversation.  "  Eh  dear,  then,  Mr.  Geronimo 
and  his  father  were  as  friendly  as  ever!  It  had  all  been 
a  mistake  about  their  not  agreeing.  Eh,  how  pleased  the 
old  gentleman  looked,  to  be  sure,  when  he  called,  here 
and  there,  to  ask  them  if  they  were  going  to  get  ready! 
Why,  he  was  helping  everybody  to  trim  themselves  up  in 
their  best  for  the  grand  supper  there  was  to  be  at  the 
end.  And  on  the  old  gentleman's  birthday,  and  all !  It 
was  something  to  think  of !     They  were  glad  !  " 

And  so  they  were ;  but  so  also,  only  more  deeply  so, 
were  father  and  son,  for  they  felt  reunited. 

And  now  the  time  drew  near,  and  only  one  small  con- 
tradiction had  arisen.  The  organ  was  not  so  perfectly  in 
tune  as  to  please   Geronimo's  delicate  ear ;    and   when, 
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nearly  at  the  last  moment,  he  wrote  over  for  the  one 
organ-builder  of  the  distant  town,  he  found,  to  his  dismay, 
that  the  man  was  absent,  and  would  be  so  till  the  day 
after  the  festival. 

The  evil  was  slight,  and  the  father  entreated  Geronimo 
to  be  satisfied  :  so  few  would  discover  the  imperfection. 
But  Geronimo  could  not  rest ;  his  passionate  love  of  order 
was  offended  ;  and  it  must  be  owned  that  the  instinct  is  a 
good  one.  '*  In  the  beginning,"  the  will  of  God  brought 
an  organized  world  out  of  elemental  confusion.  In  the 
end,  we  hope  He  will  bring  harmony  into  the  discordant 
world  of  spirits.  And  in  the  present  life  men  may,  each 
one  in  his  degree,  labour  to  the  same  good  end.  It  is 
both  their  privilege  and  their  duty  to  do  so.  Lawyers, 
physicians,  statesmen,  men  of  science,  and,  above  all, 
divines,  undertake  to  do  it  by  their  very  professions. 
Entangled  claims,  diseased  bodies,  disturbed  nations,  com- 
plicated physical  laws  and  distressed  souls,  all  need  the 
peace  that  comes  with  being  ordered  aright.  In  Geronimo 
the  instinct  was  almost  a  passion ;  but  of  the  judicious 
application  of  means  to  the  blessed  end,  he  did  not  know 
a  great  deal  more  than  of  how  to  bring  the  organ  of  the 
village  church  into  the  desired  perfection  of  tune. 

Nevertheless,  he  knew  something  of  that,  for  he  had 
been  present  when  the  organ-builder  had  tuned  the  in- 
strument  before,  had  observed  the  process  of  widening  or 
narrowing  the  mouths  of  the  pipes  in  order  to  change 
their  tone,  and  had  since  ventured  on  correcting  a  defec- 
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tive  note  or  two  himself.  What  was  to  hinder  him  from 
tuning  the  whole  of  them  now,  if  he  could  but  ascertain 
the  order  in  which  the  guiding  scale  of  notes  was  made 
perfect  ?  To  bring  all  the  rest  into  unison  with  that 
would  be  no  difficulty,  for  he  could  perfectly  trust  his 
ear.  The  difficulty  was,  to  get  at  the  first  principles  of 
the  matter.  The  youth  who  played  the  organ  when 
Geronimo*s  duties  precluded  his  assistance,  knew  nothing 
of  the  subject. 

But  Geronimo  would  not  be  baffled.  The  day  before 
the  festival  he  crossed  the  hills  to  the  town,  and  called 
at  a  musical-instrument  maker's  shop.  Could  they  give 
him,  he  asked,  the  succession  of  notes  by  which  organs 
were  tuned? 

Mr.  Somebody  asked  Mr.  Somebody-else,  and  there 
was  a  reference  to  an  authority  through  a  door.  The 
shopman,  who  was  left  behind,  eyed  Geronimo  askance. 
Was  he  in  their  line  of  business?  he  wondered.  Pres- 
ently  the  other  man  returned,  and  presented  him  with  a 
bit  of  music-paper,  on  which  twenty  notes  were  marked 
down. 

"These  are  the  notes,  sir,"  said  he,  rather  coolly,  as  if 
he,  too,  half  suspected  a  rival ;  **  the  same  as  for  a  piano- 
forte— as,  of  course,  you  know,**  he  added,  with  a  half- 
inquiring  look. 

Geronimo  disliked  familiarity,  and  gave  a  half-impatient 
nod. 

"  Mr. desired  me  to  say,  with  his  compliments. 
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sir,"  continued  the  messenger,  "  he  supposed  you  *re  aware 
it  *s  a  difficult  business,  organ-tuning,  to  any  one  that 
has  n't  practised  it." 

'*  Has  j<7«r  master  practised  it?"  inquired  Geronimo, 
with  a  new  hope. 

"Oh,  no,  sir,"  replied  the  man,  who  himself  did  duty  as 
master  the  other  side  of  the  door ;  "  we  're  pianoforte 
tuners  only,  sir." 

"  What  does  the  fool  mean  ?  "  thought  Geronimo,  as 
he  walked  away.  **  A  difficult  business  it  may  be  to  the 
man  without  an  ear,  but  easy  enough  otherwise,  with  the 
clue  in  his  hand.  Thank  Heaven,  there  is  the  comfort  of 
certainty  in  dealing  with  material  things!  Fixed  laws, 
and  fixed  results !  Not  that  everlasting  trimming  and 
yielding,  which  leave  every  work  one  undertakes  imperfect 
at  last !  " 

As  Geronimo  mused  thus,  and  read  over  the  clearly 
defined  system  by  which  his  organ  was  to  be  brought  into 
that  harmonious  order  which  we  call  **  being  in  tune,''  he 
almost  felt  that  an  organ-builder's  business  was  a  more 
satisfactory  one  than  a  clergyman's. 

There  was  still  the  little  brass  cone,  used  for  widening 
or  contracting  the  pipes,  to  be  obtained  ;  but  this  he 
asked  for  at  the  organ-builder's  establishment — no  remark 
passing  there  on  what  it  was  wanted  for ;  and  then  Ge- 
ronimo hurried  home. 

And  now  it  will  be  understood  what  took  the  young 
curate  to  the  church  so  early,  on  the  morning  of  that 
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autumn  festival-day.  He  had  begun,  but  not  nearly  com- 
pleted, the  tuning  of  the  organ  the  evening  before,  having 
gone  to  it  as  soon  as  he  could  make  an  excuse  to  leave 
his  father  again  ;  for  the  bold  feat  was  to  be  kept  secret 
till  its  successful  accomplishment  proved  how  wisely  it 
had  been  undertaken.  And  now  it  must  be  finished  before 
breakfast ;  for  the  decorations  were  to  be  brought  in  after- 
wards, and  he  himself  had  a  thousand  other  things  to  do. 
For  two  hours  and  upwards  therefore,  did  he  persevere 
in  his  anxious  work  ;  his  greatest  trouble  being  the  special 
care  required  in  the  mechanical  part,  inasmuch  as  a  hasty 
or  too  heavy  insertion  of  the  cone  into  the  mouths  of  the 
pipes  was  liable  to  split  the  metal  and  do  mischief.  But 
Geronimo  kept  every  faculty  on  the  full  stretch  of  atten- 
tion, and  his  perfect  ear  made  the  bringing  of  the  notes 
into  correct  harmony  a  matter  of  no  trouble  at  all,  but, 
on  the  contrary,  of  the  keenest  pleasure.  And  the  instru- 
ment was  more  glaringly  out  of  order  than  he  supposed. 
His  father  had  fancied  it  was  only  a  little  out  of  tune, 
and  he  himself  had  not  thought  the  disorder  very  great. 
But  now  that  he  tested  it  by  the  scale,  almost  every  note 
was  wrong,  and  must  be  altered.  A  few  of  the  octaves 
harmonized  together,  it  is  true ;  but  all  the  fifths  were 
either  too  flat  or  too  sharp.  That  not  one  should  have 
remained  perfect  by  accident,  as  several  of  the  octaves 
had  done,  puzzled  him  not  a  little  ;  but  the  fact  of  their 
all  being  imperfect,  more  or  less,  was  undeniable.  What 
a  blessing  he  had  it  in  his  power  to  remedy  the  evil ! 
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Yes ;  for  two  hours  and  upwards  did  the  work  go  on ; 
the  occasional  drone  of  the  pipes  vibrating  drearily 
through  the  aisles,  and  almost  causing  little  Roger  to  fall 
asleep  at  his  post  of  blower.  At  last,  however,  every  oc- 
tave had  been  gone  through,  had  been  brought  into  per- 
fect unison  with  the  perfected  scale  of  the  twenty  notes, 
and  Geronimo's  labours  were  over ! 

"  Roger,"  cried  he  to  the  child,  whose  blowing  efforts 
were  perceptibly  failing. 

"Yes,  sir!" 

"  Blow  steadily  and  strongly  now,  for  ten  minutes  more, 
and  you  shall  go  home  to  breakfast.  Fill  the  bellows, 
there  's  a  good  lad." 

Roger  worked  his  arms  vigorously,  and  the  bellows  were 
soon  full. 

"  It  *s  all  right  now,  please,  sir,"  said  he. 

Geronimo  had  his  eyes  on  a  piece  of  music  open  on  the 
desk  before  him.  It  was  Hadyn's  Mass,  in  five  flats — 
his  dream  of  beauty  among  all  the  classical  music  of  the 
world.  As  Roger  spoke,  the  young  curate  bent  forward, 
and  struck  down  the  full  magnificent  chords  of  the  key. 

But  almost  as  he  struck  them,  he  uttered  a  cry,  which 
it  was  well  the  louder  organ  sounds  drowned,  or  Roger 
would  have  thought  Geronimo  mad — a  cry  of  both  de- 
spair and  physical  distress.  As  it  was,  something  startled 
the  lad,  and  he  let  go  the  blowing  handle  with  a  jerk.  It 
ran  up  at  once,  and  the  organ  notes  died  out  in  a  mourn- 
ful squeal. 
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As  to  Geronimo,  it  would  be  difficult  to  describe  what 
he  did.  He  was  off  the  stool  in  an  instant,  shouting  to 
Roger  to  know  if  he  had  broken  the  bellows ;  then  back 
again  to  touch  the  expiring  notes,  and  see  if  he  had  been 
under  a  delusion,  or  if  he  had  struck  the  instrument  at 
random.  But  no,  no,  no !  Then  how — by  what  miracle 
— could  he  account  for  the  fact  that  his  touch  upon  that 
chord  had  filled  the  air  with  dissonant  vibrations— horri- 
ble to  the  most  untutored  ear,  but  to  his  refined  one  abso- 
lutely insufferable?  Chord  indeed  !  the  very  word  was  a 
mockery  ;  what  he  had  struck  was  a  clash  of  discords. 

Human  nature  itself  had  never  puzzled  Geronimo  half 
as  much  ! 

After  the  first  agony  was  over,  he  examined  the  matter 
with  all  the  calmness  and  care  he  could  command — made 
Roger  blow  again — tried  other  chords  in  succession — but 
in  all  cases  with  the  same  result,  in  a  greater  or  less  degree. 
Once  more,  then,  he  got  out  the  tuning-scale — once  more 
ran  over  the  guiding  twenty  notes  :  there  was  not  a  single 
flaw,  not  one ;  not  a  varying  vibration  could  be  heard ; 
and  all  the  others  were  in  unison  with  those.  And  then 
again  he  struck  a  chord,  and  the  chord  was  no  chord  at 
all.  He  next  examined  the  pipes:  perhaps  he  had 
cracked  all  their  mouths  with  his  cone.  But  no,  there 
was  not  a  split  in  any  one  of  them  ;  he  had  been  far  too 
careful  for  that.  And  now  time  was  getting  on,  and 
Roger  was  half-starved.  A  knocking  had  already  been 
heard  at  one  of  the  doors.     The  decorators  must  be  let 
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in,  and  he  must  go  home  to  his  breakfast  and  his  father. 
Geronimo*s  face,  as  he  locked  up  the  organ  and  put 
the  keys  in  his  pocket,  looked  ten  years  older  than 
it  had  done  before  he  had  begun  his  work.  He  gave 
Roger  half-a-crown,  as  a  treat  for  the  day,  and  hastened 
home. 

It  is  difficult  to  reckon  on  the  conduct  of  any  one  under 
the  trial  of  having  made  a  great  mistake.  Some  people 
fight  meanly  to  get  out  of  a  little  fault,  as  if  self-conceit 
were  the  leading  principle  of  their  lives,  but  humble  them- 
selves nobly  under  a  great  one;  and  this  was  the  case 
with  Geronimo.  He  went  at  once  to  his  father,  and  told 
him  all  he  had  done,  blaming  himself  more  bitterly  than 
his  father  would  allow  he  deserved.  But  he  did  more 
than  that ;  he  stepped  into  many  houses  that  morning, 
both  of  farmers  and  shopkeepers,  and  told  them  they 
must  forgive  him  for  being  the  cause  of  what  he  feared 
would  be  a  great  disappointment.  He  had  wanted  to 
make  the  organ  better,  and  he  had,  unfortunately,  done 
something  to  it  which  had  made  it  worse ;  and  as  he 
could  not  find  out  what  was  amiss,  it  could  n*t  be  reme- 
died. He  would  get  the  choir  to  make  amends  by  sing- 
ing their  very  best,  and  he  would  help  them  all  he  could 
himself.  He  begged  that  the  blunder  might  not  be 
allowed  to  spoil  the  pleasure  of  the  day. 

Unaccountable  human  race ;  we  ought  indeed  to  be 
patient,  one  with  the  other !  Geronimo  had  not  received 
so  many  smiles  in  all  the  time  he  had  been  curate,  as  now. 
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when  he  was  carrying  round  the  painful  message  of  his 
own  defeat. 

It  was  wonderful !  Kind  words  were  on  every  lip  ;  not 
a  reproach  was  heard. — It  had  been  so  good  of  Mr.  Geron- 
imo  to  try. — They  were  so  sure  it  could  n*t  have  been 
his  fault,  but  something  that  had  gone  wrong  of  itself. — 
Anyhow,  they  did  n't  mind  at  all,  and  hoped  he  would  n't 
trouble  himself.  They  should  hear  him  sing  all  the  plainer 
for  there  being  no  music  besides  ;  and,  as  for  that  piece 
the  old  Master  had  talked  about  so  much,  they  hoped 
he  'd  be  so  good  as  to  play  it  to  them  some  other  day. — 
They  begged  he  would  n't  mind — that  was  all ! 

Geronimo  felt  crowned  with  roses,  for  his  frankness,  if 
not  for  the  error  he  had  committed  ;  and  service,  feast, 
and  festival  were  kept  with  unclouded  comfort,  bringing 
a  promise  of  further  comfort  in  store — a  better  under- 
standing of  what  was  meant  on  all  sides. 

And  now  for  the  explanation.  Neither  father  nor  son 
could  unravel  the  mystery.  The  only  guess  even  that 
they  could  make  was,  that  the  man  at  the  music-shop 
might  have  given  them  a  wrong  scale  to  work  by.  It  was 
not  a  bad  idea,  and  it  served  to  keep  them  quiet  till  the 
organ-builder,  whom  they  had  sent  for  at  once,  came 
over.  He  was  an  odd,  sententious  old  man,  with  a  good 
deal  of  dry  humour.  So  when  he  got  into  the  church, 
and  touched  the  fatal  organ,  he  first  chuckled  and  then 
laughed  outright. 

Were  the  bellows  out  of  order  ?  Were  the  pipes  injured  ? 
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Was  the  scale  incorrect?  Was  the  tuning  imperfect? 
Geronimo*s  questions  fell  thick  and  fast. 

"  Nothing  of  the  sort,  young  gentleman,"  said  the  or- 
gan-builder to  every  suggestion.  **  There  *sonly  one  thing 
the  matter — but  it  's  everything — the  tuning  's  too  perfect 
by  half  r' 

Both  Geronimo  and  his  father  stared,  to  the  organ- 
builder's  great  delight. 

"  You  don't  seem  to  have  heard  of  this  before,  gentle- 
men," observed  he  ;  "  but  it  's  a  fact,  nevertheless.  The 
scale  *s  all  right ;  the  system  's  perfect ;  but  if  you  stick 
too  close  to  it,  it  sets  you  wrong.  The  organ  won't  beat 
it,  that  's  the  fact." 

"  Not  bear  being  put  into  perfect  tune  ?  "  asked  Geroni* 
mo,  really  astonished.     "  How  is  that  possible  ?  " 

**  It  *s  an  imperfect  instrument,  sir,"  answered  the  or- 
gan-builder ;  **  and  that  being  the  case,  you  have  to  make 
the  best  you  can  of  it,  and  not  expect  to  get  it  perfect,  for 
that 's  not  possible." 

Here  he  took  up  the  scale  paper,  and  went  on  to  explain 
that  most  of  the  fifths  must  be  left  somewhat  flat,  and  the 
few  others  made  somewhat  sharp  ;  the  octaves  alone 
being  tuned  in  perfect  unison.  And  this  was  the  only 
plan,  he  assured  them,  of  getting  a  generally  harmonious 
whole — "  not  perfect,  I  grant,  even  then,"  added  he,  **  but 
pretty  fair  for  this  present  life,  gentlemen,  you  see." 

Geronimo  listened  in  silence.  A  system  of  expediency 
in  the  material  world,  and  in  music  especially,  seemed  to 
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him  monstrous.  He  sat  silently  by,  too,  while  the  organ- 
builder  made  his  preparations  for  repairing  the  mischief 
that  had  been  done.  His  father  slipt  away  as  silent  as 
himself,  though  possibly  he  made  his  own  reflections  be- 
fore he  went. 

But  Geronimo  sat  silently  on,  till  at  last  the  organ- 
builder  began  to  tune  the  fifths,  leaving  each  one  flat  in 
succession  ;  and  then  he  could  contain  himself  no  longer. 
He  got  up,  but  only  to  sit  down  again,  and  then  rose  once 
more. 

"  This  is  most  trying!  **  he  exclaimed.  "  As  unsatisfac- 
tory to  the  mind  as  the  ear !  To  have  a  perfect  system  to 
go  by  *'  (here  he  pointed  to  the  scale  of  twenty  notes), 
"  and  not  be  allowed  to  carry  it  perfectly  out,  though  ear 
and  heart  rebel  against  the  disorder !  To  have  an  evil 
under  your  very  hand  to  be  remedied,  and  be  obliged  to 
suffer  it  still.     I  call  this  dreadful !  ** 

The  organ-builder  stopped  his  work,  to  listen  and  reply: 

"  It  *s  not  very  pleasant,  I  admit,"  said  he,  "  but  there  's 
one  thing  worse — to  find  you  Ve  worked  so  hard  for  the 
system,  that  you  Ve  missed  the  end  it  was  made  for." 

•*  A  perfect  system  ought  to  work  out  a  perfect  end," 
murmured  Geronimo. 

But  the  organ-builder  shook  his  head.  **  Not  if  the  in- 
strument is  n't  perfect  too,"  persisted  he;  "there  's  sure 
to  be  a  cross  somewhere." 

Drone  went  another  pipe,  another  imperfect  fifth  was 
tuned,  and   the  organ-builder  made  another  pause.     He 
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was  a  very  sententious  man  and  liked  to  explain  all  round 
his  subject. 

"  It 's  the  same  all  through  life,'*  observed  he ;  "  the  best 
rules  even, — short  of  Gospel  rules,  of  course, — must  n't 
be  pressed  too  close ;  neither  man  nor  organ  can  bear 
it.     If  we  were  all  up  in  heaven  it  might  be  different." 

In  spite  of  himself  Geronimo  smiled,  and  the  smile  did 
him  good.     "  What  a  choice  of  evils!  "  said  he. 

**  Can't  be  otherwise,"  remarked  his  companion,  "  so 
long  as  things  are  all  imperfect  together — men  and  organs, 
and  perhaps  even  rules  too,  sometimes." 

Geronimo  shook  his  head,  but  the  organ-builder  did  not 
notice  it,  and  went  back  to  his  tuning  as  cheerful  as  if  no 
such  thing  as  a  sad  necessity  existed  in  the  world.  And 
Geronimo  went  on  listening  to  the  unsatisfactory  sounds, 
musing  the  while  thereupon. 

Irregularity  —  inconsistency  —  contradictions  even, — 
were  as  rife  then  in  the  material  world  as  in  the  spiritual ; 
— must  be  borne  with — allowed  for — made  the  best  of — 
in  the  one  case  as  in  the  other,  in  order  to  compass  the 
great  object  at  last.  The  organ-builder's  business  was 
not  so  much  more  satisfactory  than  a  clergyman's,  after 
all! 

"  Now,  sir,  you  may  play  Haydn's  Mass  in  five  flats  for 
as  long  as  you  please,"  observed  the  old  man,  as  he  con- 
cluded the  tuning ;  striking  down  the  full  chord  of  the 
key  in  proof  of  the  fact :  "  The  organ  goes  sweetly  enough 
now." 
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And  so  it  did — "  sweetly  enough/*  if  not  as  perfectly  as 
Geronimo  could  have  desired,  and  though  the  compara- 
tively harmonious  end  had  been  gained  at  the  sacrifice  of 
some  theoretical  correctness ;  but  he  had  had  his  lesson, 
and  must  henceforth  be  contented  with  something  short 
of  his  ideal. 

**That  type  of  Perfect  in  his  mind. 
In  Nature  can  we  nowhere  find.'* 

Nowhere  in  the  lower  nature,  at  least ;  and  for  the  full 
development  of  the  higher,  he  must  wait  in  patience.  But 
patience  is  the  philosophy  of  experience ;  and  even  Ge- 
ronimo attained  it  at  last. 
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"  It  is  easier  and  safer,  and  more  pleasant,  to  live  in  obedience,  than  to  be 
at  our  own  disposing." — Jeremy  Taylor. 

THERE  was  nobody  in  the  room ;  for,  though  it  was 
the  night  of  the  yearly  ball,  the  company  had  just 
gone  down  to  supper.  The  walls  were  beautifully  deco- 
rated from  top  to  bottom.  Bright  pink  calico,  in  alternate 
plain  and  plaited  stripes,  formed  a  soft  covering  over  the 
dark  flock  paper ;  and  bunches  of  artificial  flowers  held  up 
festoons  of  the  same  material  here  and  there.  White 
muslin  curtains  hung  gracefully  round  the  mirrored  shut- 
ters, and  made  the  long  side  wall  look  like  one  sheet  of 
glass,  interrupted  only  by  drooping  drapery-folds.  Not  a 
corner  was  left  uncovered.  The  very  floor  was  carpeted  with 
holland.  Nothing  could  be  more  satisfactory,  from  the 
glass  chandelier,  whose  tinted  wax-lights  threw  a  mellow 
illumination  over  the  whole,  down  to  the  polished  fire- 
irons,  which  caught  the  reflection  and  sent  it  out  again  in 
a  thousand  fantastic  gleams. 

And  the  fire  in  the  shining  grate  grew  hotter  and  hot- 
ter, for  the  servants  had  piled  up  coals  upon  wood,  and 
wood  upon  coals,  and  left  them  to  bum  as  they  pleased* 
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The  air,  too,  being  clear  and  frosty  (for  it  was  winter- 
time), the  draught  which  swept  through  the  large  empty 
space  from  the  opened  window  at  the  farther  end  was  just 
of  the  kind  to  produce  a  blaze.  "  Flare  up !  '*  it  seemed 
to  be  saying  to  the  fire.  And  the  fire  flared  accordingly, 
till  the  flames  ran  right  round  the  wooden  logs,  so  that 
they  crackled  and  spit,  and  sent  out  sparks,  which  went 
up  with  the  general  roar  of  the  burning  into  the  dark, 
black  chimney. 

You  have  heard  the  fire  roar  often  enough,  I  dare  say, 
dear  reader  ;  but  have  you  ever  wondered  why  it  roared  ? 
That  is  by  no  means  so  certain.  Would  you  like  to  know 
why  it  roars,  however,  now ?  I  suspect  you  would;  so 
stoop  down,  and  I  will  whisper  you  a  secret.  There  are 
ghosts  in  it ! 

Nay,  do  not  be  frightened — only,  as  there  are  ghosts  in 
the  fire,  and  very  powerful  ones  too,  you  need  not  be  sur- 
prised that  it  cannot  be  trifled  with,  nor  that  it  is  always 
struggling  to  have  its  own  way,  and  makes  a  good  deal  of 
noise  in  the  world.  Moreover,  our  particular  fire  was  less 
manageable  than  usual  on  that  particular  night :  because 
it  had  grown  so  huge,  the  ghosts  were  quite  uproarious, 
and  then  the  draught  from  the  window  was  so  irritating! 

For,  to  whisper  another  secret — there  are  ghosts  in  the 
air  too,  and  the  rascals  enjoy  nothing  more  than  to  lash 
up  a  small  fire  till  it  becomes  a  big  one,  and  has  consumed 
all  before  it ;  after  which  the  ghosts  go  off  together. 

Now,  across  the  front  of  the  splendid    grate  hung  a 
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bras6  crinoline  guard.  That  was  to  prevent  the  fire- 
ghosts  from  laying  hold  of  the  young  ladies*  dresses  as 
they  whirled  by  in  the  waltz,  and  might  otherwise  have 
whisked  their  gossamer  skirts  against  the  bars.  One 
touch  was  enough  ;  no  need  to  wait  for  a  second.  Those 
fire-ghosts  are  keen  as  Indians  after  their  prey ;  when 
once  they  lay  hold,  they  won't  let  go ;  and  woe  betide 
the  young  ladies  then  ! 

So  the  brass  guard  was  hung  across  the  grate,  and  did 
all  it  could  to  keep  the  fire  within  bounds.  That  was  its 
business  also.  It  had  not  only  to  keep  the  young  ladies' 
dresses  off  the  bars,  but  to  prevent  even  the  least  scrap 
of  burning  coal  or  wood  from  bursting  out  and  getting 
into  the  room — a  dignified  employment  enough  for  the 
guard,  but  a  mortifying  restraint  to  a  rollicking  fire. 

"Why  don't  you  get  rid  of  the  fellow?"  puffed  the 
Draught.  **  Here  is  an  opportunity  of  a  thousand  for  a 
frolic,  and  you  are  letting  it  slip  hour  after  hour.  I  should 
scorn  to  be  controlled  without  an  effort ! " 

**  Blow  him  aside  yourself,  if  you  can,"  roared  the  Fire. 
"  Do  you  think  I  like  a  gaoler  better  than  you  do?" 

"  It  is  your  business,  not  mine,"  whistled  the  Draught. 
**  I  can  take  care  of  myself." 

But  he  only  said  this  because  he  felt  his  puffing  to 
be  in  vain,  and  did  not  care  to  own  his  inefficiency.  The 
hook  which  held  up  the  crinoline  guard  on  one  of  the 
sides  at  any  rate  was  quite  firm,  and  he  had  no  power 
against  it. 

VOL.  II.— 8 
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"  But  I  am  not  at  liberty  like  you  are,"  expostulated 
the  Fire. 

**  More  shame  for  you  !  **  whistled  the  Draught.  **  What 
have  you  got  powers  for,  if  you  can't  use  them  ?** 

**  But  I  cant,"  bellowed  the  Fire. 

*•  Because  you  truckle  to  other  people's  convenience, 
and  let  yourself  be  controlled,  persisted  the  Draught. 

**  Be  controlled !  "  repeated  a  musical  echo  from  above. 
**  It  is  safest  and  pleasantest — look  at  us  !  "  It  was  the 
wax-light  ghosts  in  the  chandelier  that  spoke.  As  fire, 
you  know,  they  had  their  ghosts  like  other  people ;  only 
these  were  well-regulated  ghosts,  who  lived  happy  under 
guidance,  and  never  tried  to  set  up  for  rulers.  But  their 
soft  remark  passed  unnoticed.  Their  friends  below  were 
too  hot  and  noisy  to  hear  anybody  but  themselves.  Be- 
sides the  Draught  was  talking  all  the  time. 

"  The  powers  I  possess  are  mine  to  use,"  cried  he,  in  a 
sort  of  fine  indignation.  **  It  is  a  natural  right,  and  as 
such  I  claim  it." 

"  And  I  too  —I  too/'  moaned  the  Fire.  "  It 's  a  natural 
right,  and  I  claim  it — only " 

"  Only  you  can't  get  it  acknowledged,"  jeered  the 
Draught. 

"  That  's  it !  "  shrieked  the  Fire. 

**  Then  make  it  felt  by  main  force,"  hissed  the  Draught. 
Assert  it  as  others  do.  Did  any  one  *  control '  the  crowds 
who  were  here  just  now,  think  you  ?  Did  n't  they  fling 
about,  and  swing  hither  and  thither  just  as  they  pleased 
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— ay,  and  enjoy  their  liberty  right  in  the  face  of — let  me 
speak  the  truth  for  once — you,  their  slave?" 

**  I  am  slave  to  no  one,"  burst  out  the  Fire,  more 
fiercely  than  ever.  "A  workman  I  may  be,  but  no 
slave  !  ** 

**  Use  your  powers  to  the  full,  and  I  will  believe  you," 
shouted  the  Draught.  "  Frolic  with  me  now  round  the 
room ;  you  have  the  right,  if  you  have  the  power.  But 
to  stick  in  that  narrow  grate — you,  who  might  rule  the 
world  ;  to  stick  in  that  narrow  grate — merely  to  do  good 
to  others " 

"  Do  good  to  others,"  echoed  the  Ghosts  from  above. 
***  There  is  no  other  security  for  yourself."  They  were 
such  conservative  ghosts,  you  see,  and  had  such  peculiar 
ideas  about  freedom !  But,  as  before,  no  one  listened, 
for  the  Draught  was  still  talking. 

"  It  's  a  disgrace  to  your  nature,"  was  the  concluding 
remark ;  and  it  lashed  the  poor  Fire  into  a  frenzy. 

The  heat  of  the  room,  too,  was  becoming  insufferable, 
and  everything  seemed  bursting.  The  woodwork  had 
much  ado  not  to  warp ;  the  metals  felt  ready  to  melt,  and 
the  glass  mirrors  to  crack ;  when,  lo !  there  came  a  crash 
and  a  dull  blow  on  the  ground.  A  charred  log  had  given 
way,  and  fallen  against  a  lump  of  coal  which  was  but 
lightly  balanced  on  the  upper  bar  of  the  grate.  A  gust 
from  the  window  had  helped  them  as  they  came  in  colli- 
sion, and  sent  them  spinning  against  the  crinoline  guard. 
It  was  the  side  where  the  hook  was  not  fast,  and  it  gave 
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way,  and  the  burning  fuel  came  floundering  on  the 
floor. 

The  floor  ?  Yes !  but  it  was  covered  with  holland,  and 
this  the  fire-ghosts  laid  hold  of  at  once  :  ran  along  it  like 
a  stream,  devouring  it  as  they  went.  Then  up,  up,  up, 
among  the  stripes  and  folds  of  pink  calico,  making  mouth- 
fuls  of  the  flower  festoons  wherever  they  found  them ; 
swinging  here,  flying  out  there,  just  as  the  crowds  of 
dancers  had  done  before,  wherever  they  pleased. 

And  so  on  and  on  round  the  room,  till  nothing  was  left 
of  the  white  muslin  curtains  but  a  few  light  ashes,  which 
eddying  draughts  carried  up  to  the  ceiling.  At  last  the 
fire-ghosts  had  danced  over  everything,  and  the  mild  little 
wax-lights  had  melted  away  in  grief. 

"  Now  at  last  I  have  asserted  my  rights,"  said  the  Fire ; 
"  now  at  last  I  am  using  my  powers  fully  and  for  myself ; 
now  comes  my  turn  to  be  master." 

He  never  was  more  mistaken !  The  Smoke  had  said 
from  the  first  he  would  tell  tales,  but  nobody  believed 
him.  He  meant  what  he  said,  however,  stole  quietly 
down-stairs,  made  his  way  into  the  supper-room,  and  told 
everybody  there,  as  plain  as  any  words  could  have  spoken 
it,  that  the  ball-room  was  on  fire. 

There  was  a  terrible  commotion,  as  you  may  suppose. 
All  the  guests  jumped  up  from  their  chairs,  and  were  for 
rushing  to  see  what  was  to  be  seen.  But  some  sensible 
man  stopped  the  ladies,  and  kept  them  quiet  down-stairs. 
The  fire-ghosts  would  have  had  them  all  otherwise.  Mean- 
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while  barrels  of  water  from  the  pond  were  being  poured 
upon  the  flames.  And  if  the  fire-  and  air-ghosts  had  been 
noisy  before,  what  do  you  think  happened  now,  when 
water-ghosts  joined  in  the  tniUe?  Well,  hissing  was 
added  to  roaring ;  for  between  fire  and  water  the  struggle 
is  always  deadly,  and  no  quarter  is  given  ;  one  or  other 
must  perish. 

What  became  of  the  Fire,  then,  do  you  ask?  The 
Water  got  the  better  and  put  him  out ;  so,  instead  of  his 
being  master,  there  was  an  end  of  him  altogether.  Let 
us  write  his  epitaph ;  it  is  all  that  remains  for  us  to  do. 

"  He  claimed  a  natural  right  to  the  unrestrained  use  of 
his  natural  powers — had  his  way — and  perished  in  conse- 
quence."    It  will  fit  a  good  many  graves  besides  his. 

As  to  what  became  of  the  Ghosts,  I  dare  not  venture 
to  say.  But  if  you  don*t  like  to  call  them  ghosts,  call 
them  elementary  principles,  indecompoundable  substances 
— gases,  even,  if  you  please.  The  name  is  not  very  im- 
portant in  the  matter.  And  be  patient  if  some  old  grand- 
mother tells  you  this  is  nonsense — that  fire  and  air  are 
elements ;  that  is,  simple  substances  made  up  of  nothing 
but  themselves  ;  so  that  all  I  have  said  about  ghosts  being 
in  them  is  simply  impossible.  She  speaks  as  she  was 
taught  in  the  days  of  her  youth ;  so  be  patient  with  the 
good  old  soul ;  but  do  not  limit  your  ideas  of  possibility 
by  an  old  grandmother's  limited  means  of  judging.  The 
ghosts  are  there,  though  her  strongest  spectacles  will  not 
enable  her  to  see  them. 
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'*  I  cannal  make  iKis  matter  plain » 
Bill  I  would  ihoot,  hc»we*er  m  Tmiit* 
A  rmndcitn  arrow  from  Ihe  brain," 


WINETTE  the  Spider  was  young,  hungry, 
and  industrious.    **  Weave  yourself  a  web, 


my  dear,"  said  her  mother,  **as  you  know  how 
without  teaching,  and  catch  flies  for  yourself; 
only  don't  weave  near  me  in  the  comer  here. 
I  am  old,  and  stay  in  the  corners ;  but  you  arc 
young,  and  need  n't.  Besides,  you  would  be  in  my 
way.  Scramble  along  the  rafters  to  a  little  distance  off, 
and  spin.  But  mind!  just  see  there's  nothing  there — 
below  you,  I  mean — before  you  begin.  You  won't  catch 
anything  to  eat,  if  there  is  n't  empty  space  about  you  for 
the  flies  to  fly  in." 

Twinette  was  dutiful,  and  obeyed.  She  scrambled 
along  the  woodwork  of  the  groined  roof  of  the  church— 
for  it  was  there  her  mother  lived — till  she  had  gone  what 
she  thought  might  fairly  be  called  a  little  distance  off, 
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and  then  she  stopped  to  look  round,  which,  considering 
she  had  eight  eyes  to  do  it  with,  was  not  difficult.  But 
she  was  not  so  sure  of  what  there  might  be  below. 

"  I  wonder  whether  mother  would  say  there  was  nothing 
here — below  me,  I  mean — but  empty  space  for  flies  to  fly 
in  ?  "  said  she. 

But  she  might  have  stood  wondering  there  for  ever. 
So  she  went  back  to  her  mother,  and  asked  what  she 
thought. 

"  Oh  dear,  oh  dear ! "  said  her  mother,  **  how  can  I 
think  about  what  I  don't  see  ?  There  use  n't  to  be  any. 
thing  there  in  my  young  days,  I  *m  sure.  But  everybody 
must  find  out  things  for  themselves.  Let  yourself  down 
by  the  family  rope,  as  you  know  how  without  teaching, 
and  see  for  yourself  if  there  's  anything  there  or  not." 

Twinette  was  a  very  intelligent  young  spider,  quite 
worthy  of  the  age  she  was  born  in  ;  so  she  thanked  her 
mother  for  her  advice,  and  was  just  starting  afresh,  when 
another  thought  struck  her. 

"  How  shall  I  know  if  there  's  anything  there  when  I 
get  there  ?  '*  asked  she. 

**  Dear  me,  if  there  's  anything  there,  how  can  you 
help  seeing  it?"  cried  the  mother,  rather  teazed  by  her 
daughter's  inquiring  spirit,  **  you  with  at  least  eight  eyes 
in  your  head  ! ' 

"  Thank  you.  Now  I  quite  understand,"  said  Twinette ; 
and  scuttling  back  to  the  end  of  the  rafter,  she  began  to 
prepare  the  family  rope. 


1 20  Cobwebs. 


It  was  the  most  exquisite  thing  in  the  world — so  fine, 
you  could  scarcely  see  it ;  so  elastic,  it  could  be  blown 
about  without  breaking ;  such  a  perfect  grey  that  it  looked 
white  against  black  things,  and  black  against  white ;  so 
manageable  that  Twinette  could  both  make  it,  and  slide 
down  by  it  at  once ;  and  when  she  wished  to  get  back, 
could  slip  up  by  it,  and  roll  it  up  at  the  same  time ! 

It  was  a  wonderful  rope  for  anybody  to  make  without 
teaching.  But  Twinette  was  not  conceited.  Rope-making 
came  as  natural  to  her  as  eating  and  fighting  do  to  intelli- 
gent little  boys,  so  she  thought  no  more  about  it  than  we 
do  of  chewing  our  food. 

How  she  did  it  is  another  question,  and  one  not  easily 
answered,  however  intelligent  we  may  be.  Thus  much 
may  be  hinted  : — out  of  four  little  spinning  machines 
near  the  tail  came  four  little  threads,  and  the  rope  was  a 
four-twist  of  these.  But  as  each  separate  thread  was 
itself  a  many-twist  of  a  great  many  others,  still  finer,  I  do 
not  pretend  to  tell  the  number  of  strands  (as  rope-threads 
are  called)  in  Twinette*s  family  rope.  Enough,  that  as 
she  made  it  now,  it  has  been  made  from  generation  to 
generation,  and  there  seems  to  be  no  immediate  prospect 
of  a  change. 

The  plan  was  for  the  spinner  to  glue  the  ends  to  the 
rafter,  and  then  start  off.  Then  out  came  the  threads 
from  the  spinning  machines,  and  twist  went  the  rope; 
and  the  further  the  spinner  travelled,  the  longer  the  rope 
became. 
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And  Twinette  made  ready  accordingly,  and  turning  on 
her  back,  let  herself  fairly  off. 

The  glued  ends  held  fast,  the  four  strands  twined 
closely  together,  and  down  went  the  family  rope,  with 
Twinette  at  the  end,  guiding  it.  Down  into  the  middle 
of  the  chancel,  where  there  were  carved  oaken  screens  on 
three  sides,  and  carved  oaken  seats  below,  with  carved 
oaken  figures  at  each  end  of  each. 

Twinette  was  about  half  way  down  to  the  stone-flagged 
floor,  when  she  shut  up  the  spinning  machines,  and 
stopped  to  rest  and  look  round.  Then,  balancing  herself 
at  the  end  of  her  rope,  with  her  legs  crumpled  up  round 
her,  she  made  her  remarks. 

"  This  is  charming !  "  cried  she.  "  One  had  need  to 
travel  and  see  the  world.  And  all  's  so  nice  in  the 
middle  here.  Nice  empty  space  for  the  flies  to  fly  about 
in ;  and  a  very  pleasant  time  they  must  have  of  it !  Dear 
me,  how  hungry  I  feel — I  must  go  back  and  weave  at 
once." 

But  just  as  she  was  preparing  to  roll  up  the  rope  and  be 
off,  a  ray  of  sunshine,  streaming  through  one  of  the  chancel 
windows,  struck  in  a  direct  line  upon  her  suspended  body, 
quite  startling  her  with  the  dazzle  of  its  brightness. 
Everything  seemed  in  a  blaze  all  round  her,  and  she  turned 
round  and  round  in  terror. 

"  Oh  dear,  oh  dear,  oh  dear !  "  cried  she,  for  she  did  n't 
know  what  to  say,  and  still  could  n't  help  calling  out. 
Then,  making  a  great  effort,  she  gave  one  hearty  spring, 
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and,  blinded  though  she  was,  shot  up  to  the  groined  roof,, 
as  fast  as  spider  could  go,  rolling  the  rope  into  a  ball  as  she 
went.     After  which  she  stopped  to  complain. 

But  it  is  dull  work  complaining  to  oneself,  so  she  ran 
back  to  her  mother  in  the  corner. 

"  Back  again  so  soon,  my  dear  ?  '*  asked  the  old  lady,  not 
over-pleased  with  the  fresh  disturbance. 

"  Back  again  at  all  is  the  wonder,"  whimpered  Twinette* 
"  There  's  something  down  there,  after  all,  besides  empty 
space." 

"  Why,  what  did  you  see?  "  asked  her  mother. 

"Nothing;  that  was  just  it,"  answered  Twinette.  "I 
could  see  nothing  for  dazzle  and  blaze;  but  I  did  see 
dazzle  and  blaze." 

**  Young  people  of  the  present  day  are  very  trouble- 
some with  their  observations,"  remarked  the  mother; 
•'  however,  if  one  rule  will  not  do,  here  is  another.  Did 
dazzle  and  blaze  shove  you  out  of  your  place,  my  dear?" 

Twinette  said,  **  Certainly  not — she  had  come  away  of 
herself." 

"Then  how  could  they  be  anything  ?  "  asked  her  mother* 
**  Two  things  could  not  be  in  one  place  at  the  same 
time.  Let  Twinette  try  to  get  into  her  place,  while  she  was 
there  herself,  and  see  if  she  could." 

Twinette  did  not  try,  because  she  knew  she  could  n*t^ 
but  she  sat  very  silent,  wondering  what  dazzle  and  blaze 
could  be,  if  they  were  nothing  at  all  !  a  puzzle  which 
might  have  lasted  her  for  ever.     Fortunately  her  mother 
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interrupted  her,  by  advising  her  to  go  and  get  something 
to  do.  She  really  could  n*t  afford  to  feed  her  out  of  her 
web  any  longer,  she  said. 

**  If  dazzle  and  blaze  kill  me,  you  '11  be  sorry,  mother,*' 
said  Twinette,  in  a  pet. 

**  Nonsense,  about  dazzle  and  blaze,"cried  the  old  Spider, 
now  thoroughly  roused.  **  I  dare  say  they  're  only  a  little 
more  light  than  usual.  There  's  more  or  less  light  up  here 
in  the  corners  even,  at  times.  You  talk  nonsense,  my 
dear." 

S'o  Twinette  scuttled  off  in  silence;  for  she  dared  not 
ask  what  light  was,  though  she  wanted  to  know. 

But  she  felt  too  cross  to  begin  to  spin.  She  preferred 
a  search  after  truth  to  her  dinner,  which  showed  she  was 
no  commonplace  spider.  So  she  resolved  to  go  down 
below  in  another  place  and  see  if  she  could  find  a  really 
empty  space  ;  and  accordingly  prepared  the  family 
rope. 

When  she  came  down,  it  was  about  half  a  foot  further 
east  in  the  chancel,  and  a  very  prosperous  journey  she 
made.  **  Come  !  all  's  safe  so  far,"  said  she,  her  good 
humour  returning.  "  I  do  believe  I  *ve  found  nothing  at 
last.  How  jolly  it  is !  **  As  she  spoke,  she  hung  dangling 
at  the  end  of  her  rope,  back  downwards,  her  legs  tucked 
up  round  her  as  before,  in  perfect  enjoyment,  when,  sud- 
denly, the  south  door  of  the  church  was  thrown  open, 
and  a  strong  gust  set  in.  It  was  a  windy  evening,  and 
the  draught  that  poured  into  the  chancel  blew  the  family 
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rope, 
with 

Twinette  at  the 
end    of    it,   back- 
wards and  forwards 
through  the  air,  till  she 
turned  quite  giddy. 
**  Oh  dear,  ah  dear  !  "  cried 
she,    puffing,    **  What  shall  I 
do?       How    could    they    say 
there  was    nothing   here-^oh 
^J^      dear  -—but    empty  space  for 


flies— *oh  dear!*— to  fly  in  ? "    But 

J^         at  last,  in  despair,  she  made  an 

-^      effort  of  resistance^  and,  in  the 

very  teeth  of  the  wind,  succeeded  in 

coiling  up  the  family  rope,  and  so 

got  back  to  the  rafter. 

It  was  a  piece  of  rare  good  fortune 
for  her  that  a  lazy,  half^live  fly  hap- 
pened to  be  creeping  along  it  just  at  the 
s  , .  moment.    As  she  landed  from  her  air-dive 

mm  she  pounced  on  the   stroller,  killed  him, 

^  and    sucked    his  juices    before    he    knew 

where  he  vvms,  as  people  say.  Then, 
throwing  down  his  carcass,  she  scram- 
bled back  to  her  mother,  and  told  her  what  she  thought, 
though  not  in  plain  words.     For  what  she  thought  was 


^^ 
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that  the  old  lady  did  n't  know  what  she  was  saying,  when 
she  talked  about  empty  space  with  nothing  in  it. 

"  Dazzle  and  blaze  were  nothing,"  cried  she  at  last, 
**  though  they  blinded  me,  because  they  and  I  were  in  one 
place  together,  which  could  n*t  be  if  they  *d  been  anything  ; 
and  now  this  is  nothing,  though  it  blows  me  out  of  my 
place  twenty  times  in  a  minute,  because  I  can't  see  it. 
What 's  the  use  of  rules  one  can't  go  by,  mother  ?  I  don't 
believe  you  know  a  quarter  of  what  *s  down  below 
there." 

The  old  spider's  head  turned  as  giddy  with  Twinette's 
arguments  as  Twinette's  had  done  while  swinging  in  the 
wind. 

"  I  don't  see  what  it  can  matter  what  's  there,"  whim- 
pered she,  "  if  there  *s  room  for  flies  to  fly  about  in.  I 
wish  you  'd  go  back  and  spin." 

"That  's  another  part  of  the  question,"  remarked 
Twinette,  in  answer  to  the  first  half  of  her  mother's  sen- 
tence. In  answer  to  the  second  she  scuttled  back  to  the 
rafter,  intending  to  be  obedient  and  spin.  But  she 
dawdled  and  thought,  and  thought  and  dawdled,  till  the 
day  was  nearly  over. 

*'  I  will  take  one  more  turn  down  below,"  said  she  to 
herself  at  last,  "  and  look  round  me  again." 

And  so  she  did,  but  went  further  down  than  before ; 
then  stopped  to  rest  as  usual.  Presently,  as  she  hung 
dangling  in  the  air  by  her  line,  she  grew  venturesome. 
"  I  will  sift  the  matter  to  the  bottom."  thought  she.     ''  I 
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will  see  how  far  empty  space  goes."  So  saying  she  re- 
opened her  spinning-machines  and  started  afresh. 

It  was  a  wonderful  rope,  certainly,  or  it  would  not  have 
gone  on  to  such  a  length  without  breaking.  In  a  few 
seconds  Twinette  was  on  the  cold  stone  pavement.  But 
she  did  n*t  like  the  feel  of  it  at  all,  so  took  to  running  as 
fast  as  she  could  go,  and  luckily  met  with  a  step  of  wood- 
work on  one  side.  Up  this  she  hurried  at  once,  and  crept 
into  a  corner  close  by,  where  she  stopped  to  take  breath. 
"  One  does  n't  know  what  to  expect  in  such  queer  out- 
landish places,"  observed  she  ;  "  when  I  Ve  rested  I  *11  go 
back,  but  I  must  wait  till  I  can  see  a  little  better." 

Seeing  a  little  better  was  out  of  the  question,  however, 
for  night  was  coming  on,  and  when,  weary  of  waiting,  she 
stepped  out  of  her  hiding-place  to  look  round,  the  whole 
church  was  in  darkness. 

Now  it  is  one  thing  to  be  snug  in  bed  when  it  is  dark, 
and  another  to  be  a  long  way  from  home  and  have  lost  your 
way,  and  not  know  what  may  happen  to  you  next  minute. 
Twinette  had  often  been  in  the  dark  corner  with  her 
mother,  and  thought  nothing  of  it.  Now  she  shook  all 
over  with  fright,  and  wondered  what  dreadful  thing 
darkness  could  be. 

Then  she  thought  of  her  mother's  rules,  and  felt  quite 
angry. 

**  I  can't  see  anything  and  I  don't  feel  anything,"  mur- 
mured she,  *•  and  yet  here  's  something  that  frightens  me 
out  of  my  wits." 
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At  last  her  very  fright  made  her  bold.  She  felt  about 
for  the  family  rope  ;  it  was  there  safe  and  sound,  and  she 
made  a  spring.  Roll  went  the  rope,  and  up  went  its 
owner ;  higher,  higher,  higher,  through  the  dark  night 
air ;  seeing  nothing,  hearing  nothing,  feeling  nothing  but 
the  desperate  fear  within.  By  the  time  she  touched  the 
rafter,  she  was  half  exhausted ;  and  as  soon  as  she  was 
safely  landed  upon  it,  she  fell  asleep. 

It  must  have  been  late  next  morning  when  she  woke, 
for  the  sound  of  organ  music  was  pealing  through  the 
church,  and  the  air  vibrations  swept  pleasantly  over  her 
frame :  rising  and  falling  like  gusts  of  wind,  swelling  and 
sinking  like  waves  of  the  sea,  gathering  and  dispersing 
like  vapours  of  the  sky. 

She  went  down  by  the  family  rope  to  observe,  but 
nothing  was  to  be  seen  to  account  for  her  sensations. 
Fresh  ones,  however,  stole  round  her,  as  she  hung  sus- 
pended, for  it  was  a  harvest-festival,  and  large  white  lilies 
were  grouped  with  evergreens  round  the  slender  pillars  of 
the  screens,  and  filled  the  air  with  their  powerful  odour. 
Still,  nothing  disturbed  her  from  her  place.  Sunshine 
streamed  in  through  the  windows — she  even  felt  it  warm 
on  her  body — but  it  interfered  with  nothing  else ;  and, 
meanwhile,  in  such  sort  as  spiders  hear,  she  heard  music 
and  prayer : — whether  as  music  and  prayer  come  to  us, 
or  as  deaf  men  enjoy  sound  by  touch,  let  those  say  who 
can  !  A  door  opened,  and  a  breeze  caught  her  rope;  but 
still  she  held  fast.     So  music  and  prayer  and  sunshine 
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and  breeze  and  scent  were  all  there  together ;  and  Twinette 
was  among  them,  and  saw  flies  flying  about  overhead. 

This  was  enough  ;  she  went  back  to  the  rafter,  chose  a 
home  and  began  to  spin.  Before  evening  her  web  was 
completed,  and  her  first  prey  caught  and  feasted  on. 
Then  she  cleared  the  remains  out  of  her  chamber,  and  sat 
down  in  state  to  think ;  for  Twinette  was  now  a  philoso- 
pher. It  came  to  her  while  she  was  spinning  her  web. 
As  she  crossed  and  twisted  the  threads,  her  ideas  grew 
clearer  and  clearer,  or  she  fancied  so,  which  did  almost  as 
well.  Each  line  she  fastened  brought  its  own  reflection  ; 
and  this  was  the  way  they  went  on  : — 

"  Empty  space  is  an  old  wife's  tale  '* — she  fixed  that 
very  tight.  "  Sight  and  touch  are  very  imperfect  guides" 
— this  crossed  the  other  at  an  angle.  **  Two  or  three 
things  can  easily  be  in  one  place  at  the  very  same  time  *' 
— this  seemed  very  loose  till  she  tightened  it  by  a  second. 
**  Sunshine  and  wind  and  scent  and  sound  don't  drive  each 
other  out  of  their  places  '* — that  held  firm.  **  When  one 
has  sensations  there  is  something  to  cause  them,  whether 
one  sees  it,  or  feels  it,  or  finds  it  out,  or  not  " — this  was  a 
wonderful  thread,  it  went  right  round  the  web  and  was 
fastened  down  in  several  places.  "  Light  and  darkness^ 
and  sunshine  and  wind,  and  sound  and  sensation,  and 
fright  and  pleasure,  don't  keep  away  flies  ** — the  little  in- 
terlacing threads  looked  quite  pretty  as  she  placed  them. 
"  How  many  things  I  know  of  that  I  don't  know  much 
about  '* — the  web  got  thicker  every  minute.     "  And  per« 
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haps  there  may  be  ever  so  many  more  beyond — ever  so 
many  more — ever  so  many  more — beyond."  Those  were 
her  very  last  words.  She  kept  repeating  them  till  she 
finished  her  web ;  and  when  she  sat  up  in  state,  after  sup- 
per, to  think,  she  began  to  repeat  them  again ;  for  she 
could  think  of  nothing  better  or  wiser  to  say.  But  this 
was  no  wonder,  for  all  her  thoughts  put  together  made 
nothing  but  a  cobweb,  after  all ! 

And  when  the  Turk*s-head  broom  swept  it,  with  others, 
from  the  roof,  Twinette  was  no  longer  in  the  little 
chamber  below.  She  had  died  and  bequeathed  her  cobweb- 
wisdom  to  another  generation.  But  as  it  was  only  cob- 
web-wisdom, spiders  remain  spiders  still,  and  still  weave 
their  webs  in  the  roofs  of  churches  without  fathoming  the 
mystery  of  unseen  presences  below. 

vou  II.— 9 
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**  Turning  to  scorn  with  lips  divine 
The  fal>»ehood  of  extremes." 

Tennyson. 

THE  felled  oak  in  the  corner  of  the  timber-yard  lay 
groaning  under  the  plank,  which  a  party  of  children 
had  thrown  across  him  to  play  see-saw  upon. 

Not  that  the  plank  was  so  heavy  even  with  two  or 
three  little  ones  sitting  on  each  end,  nor  that  the  oak 
was  too  weak  to  hold  it  up — though,  of  course,  the 
pressure  was  pretty  strong  just  at  the  centre,  where  the 
plank  balanced.     But  it  was  such  a  use  to  be  put  to ! 

The  other  half  of  the  tree  had  been  cut  into  beautiful 
even  planks,  some  time  before,  but  this  was  the  root  end, 
and  his  time  had  not  yet  come,  and  he  was  getting 
impatient. 

'*  Here  we  go  up,  up,  up!"  cried  the  children,  as  the 
plank  rose  into  the  sky  on  one  side.  "  I  shall  catch  the 
tree-tops — no  !  the  church  steeple — no !  the  stars." 

Or,  **  Here  we  go  down,  down,  down  ! "  cried  the 
others.  **  Safe  and  snug  on  the  ground — no !  right 
through  the  world — no !  out  at  the  other  side.  Ah  I 
steady  there,  stupid  old  stump  !  " 
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This  was  because  the  plank  had  swerved,  not  the  tree. 

And  so  the  game  went  on;  for  the  ups  and  downs 
came  in  turns,  and  the  children  shrieked  with  delight, 
and  the  poor  tree  groaned  loudly  all  the  time. 

**  And  I  am  to  sit  here ;  and  bear  not  only  their  weight 
but  their  blame,  and  be  called  stupid  and  be  told  to  keep 
steady,  when  it  is  they  who  are  giddy  and  can't  be  de- 
pended upon  ;  and  to  be  contented,  while  they  do  noth- 
ing but  play  pranks  and  enjoy  themselves,"  said  he ;  but 
he  said  it  to  himself,  for  he  did  not  know  which  to  com- 
plain to — the  children  or  the  plank.  As  he  groaned, 
however,  he  thought  of  the  time  when  he  was  king  of  the 
little  wood,  where  he  had  grown  up  from  the  acorn  days 
of  his  babyhood,  and  it  broke  his  heart  to  be  so  insigni- 
ficant now. 

"  Why  have  they  not  cut  me  into  planks  like  the 
rest  ?  **  continued  he,  angrily.  "  I  might  have  led  the 
see-saw  myself  then,  as  this  fellow  does,  who  leans  so 
heavily  on  my  back,  without  a  thought  that  I  am  as 
good  or  better  than  himself.  Why  have  they  not  given 
me  the  chance  of  enjoying  myself  like  these  others — up 
in  the  sky  at  one  end,  down  on  the  ground  at  the  other, 
full  of  energy  and  life.  The  whole  timber-yard,  but  my- 
self, has  a  chance.  Position  and  honour,  as  well  as 
pleasure,  are  for  everybody  except  me.  But  I  am  to 
stick  in  a  corner  merely  for  others  to  steady  themselves 
upon — unthought  of  or  despised,  made  a  tool  of — merely 
that. — Miserable  me !  *' 
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Now  this  groaning  was  so  dreadful,  it  woke  the  large 
garden  snail  in  the  grass  hard  by,  whose  custom  it  was  to 
come  out  from  his  haunt  under  the  timber-yard  wall 
every  morning  at  sunrise,  and  crawl  round  and  round  the 
felled  oak,  to  see  the  world  come  to  life,  leaving  a  slimy 
track  behind  him  on  the  bark  wherever  he  moved.  It 
was  his  constitutional  stroll,  and  he  had  continued  it  all 
the  season,  pursuing  his  morning  reflections  without  inter- 
niption,  and  taking  his  nap  in  the  grass  afterwards,  as 
regularly  as  the  days  came  round. 

But  napping  through  such  lamentation  was  impossible, 
and  accordingly  he  once  more  began  to  crawl  up  the  side 
of  the  felled  oak,  his  head  turning  now  to  one  side,  now 
to  the  other,  his  horns  extended  to  the  utmost,  that,  if 
possible,  he  might  see  what  was  the  matter. 

But  he  could  not  make  out,  though  he  kept  all  his  eyes 
open,  in  the  strict  sense  of  the  words :  so  by-and-bye  he 
made  the  inquiry  of  his  old  friend  the  tree. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  do  you  ask?"  groaned  the  oak 
more  heavily  than  ever — **  you  who  can  change  your 
position  and  act  independently  when  you  wish ;  you  who 
are  not  left  a  useless  log  as  I  am,  the  scorn  and  sport  of 
my  own  kith  and  kin  ?  Yes,  the  very  planks  who  balance 
themselves  on  my  body,  and  mock  me  by  their  activity, 
have  probably  come  from  my  own  bosom,  and  once  hung 
on  me  as  branches,  drinking  in  life  from  the  life  I  gave. 
Oh  miserable  me !  miserable,  despised,  useless  !  " 

Now  there  may  be  plenty  of  animals  to  be  found  with 
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more  brilliant  abilities  and  livelier  imagination  than  the 
snail,  but  for  gravity  of  demeanour  and  calmness  of  nerve 
who  is  his  equal  ?  and  if  a  sound  judgment  be  not  behind 
such  outward  signs,  there  is  no  faith  to  be  put  in  faces ! 

Accordingly,  Sir  Helix  Hortensis — so  let  us  call  him — 
made  no  answer  at  first  to  the  wailings  of  the  oak.  Three 
times  he  crawled  round  it,  leaving  three  fresh  traces  of 
his  transit,  before  he  spoke,  his  horns  turning  hither  and 
thither  as  those  wonderful  eyes  at  the  end  strove  to  take 
in  the  full  state  of  the  case.  And  his  are  not  the  eyes, 
you  know,  which  waste  their  energies  in  scatter-brained 
staring.  He  keeps  them  cool  in  their  cases  till  there  is 
something  to  be  looked  at,  and  then  turns  them  inside 
out  to  do  their  destined  work. 

And  thus  he  looked,  and  he  looked,  and  he  looked, 
while  the  children  went  on  shouting,  and  the  plank  went 
on  see-sawing,  and  the  tree  went  on  groaning ;  and  as  he 
looked,  he  considered. 

"  Have  you  anything  to  say?  *'  at  last  inquired  the  oak, 
who  had  had  long  experience  of  Sir  Helix's  wisdom. 

"  I  have,"  answered  the  snail.  **  You  don't  know  your 
own  value,  that  's  all." 

"  Ask  the  see-sawers  my  value !  "  exclaimed  the  pros- 
trate tree,  bitterly.  **One  up  at  the  stars,  another  be- 
yond the  world  !     What  am  /  doing  meanwhile  ?  ** 

"  Holding  them  both  up,  which  is  more  than  they  can 
do  for  themselves,"  muttered  the  snail,  turning  round  to 
go  back  to  the  grass. 
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**  But — but — stop  a  moment,  dear  Sir  Helix ;  the  see- 
sawers  don't  think  that,**  argued  the  tree. 

**  They  *re  all  light-minded  together,  and  don*t  think," 
sneered  the  snail.  **  Up  in  the  sky  one  minute,  down  in 
the  dust  the  next.  Never  you  mind  that.  Everybody 
can*t  play  at  high  jinks  with  comfort,  luckily  for  the  rest 
of  the  world.  Sit  fast,  do  your  duty,  and  have  faith. 
While  they  are  going  flightily  up  and  down,  your  steady 
balance  is  the  saving  of  both.** 


Birbs  in  tbe  fleet 


**  Safe  in  the  hand  of  one  disposing  pow'r, 
Or  in  the  natal,  or  the  mortal  hour, 
All  Nature  is  but  art,  unknown  to  thee  ; 
All  chance,  direction,  which  thou  canst  not  see." 

Pope's  Essay  on  Man, 


ONCE  upon  a  time  there  was  in  a  wood  a  nest  which 
held  eight  of  the  dearest  little  eggs  a  hen-mother  ever 
looked  upon  with  joy.  At  least  this  particular  hen-mother 
thought  so,  and  her  mate  rather  agreed  with  her  when 
they  talked  the  matter  over  together.  And  his  opinion 
had  weight,  for  in  his  flights  he  sometimes  saw  other  eggs, 
and  would  tell  her  about  them  on  his  return.  But  what 
could  they  be  to  her  own  ?  Nothing  could  be  better  than 
what  was  perfect,  and  her  own  were  perfect  in  her  eyes. 
What  a  fine  shape  they  had  !  How  beautifully  rounded  ! 
How  soft  their  tint !  How  tasteful  the  arrangement  of 
spots!  All  others  must  needs  be  too  light  or  too  dark, 
or  too  something  or  other,  to  suit  her  particular  taste. 
The  sea-gull,  who  ate  snails  in  the  garden,  boasted  of  his 
family  ^gg  as  twenty  times  larger  and  twenty  times  more 
beautiful.     **  But   if   it  be  more  beautiful,  what  can  that 
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matter  to  us,"  said  the  hen-mother,  in  conclusion, 
"  when  ours  are  perfect  in  our  eyes,  and  we  are  so  very 
happy  ?  ** 

**  And  shall  be  so  much  happier  yet,**  pursued  her  mate, 
who,  as  a  travelled  bird,  had  had  experience,  and  knew 
what  was  in  store  ;  **  when  the  little  ones  awake  to  a  life 
and  enjoyment  of  their  own,  and  can  feed  and  sing,  and 
know  and  love  us  both.** 

"  Ah,  to  be  sure,  to  be  sure,  that  will  be  rapture,  in- 
deed,** cried  the  hen-mother.  "  Thank  you  so  much  for 
telling  me  !  How  silly  I  was,  thinking  I  was  as  happy  as 
I  could  possibly  be !  Of  course  I  shall  be  happier  by-and- 
bye ;  and  how  very  happy  that  will  be,  for  I  am  happy 
enough  now.     I  wish  the  day  were  come  !  ** 

Yet  she  was  very  happy  ;  but  most  so  when  she  forgot 
she  was  to  be  happier  still. 

And  by-and-bye  the  time  came ;  and  when  the  little  ones 
were  all  hatched,  and  could  peer  about  and  see  their 
father  bringing  food,  and  open  their  mouths  and  swallow 
it  very  fast,  and  cry  for  more, — 

**  Now  then,  at  last  the  happiness  is  perfect,"  said  the 
hen-mother ;  **  I  have  nothing  further  to  wish  for." 

And  she  watched  them  being  fed  and  satisfied,  and 
never  felt  hungry  herself,  till  they  had  had  plenty  and 
were  at  ease. 

"  Eight  darlings  in  one  nest !  what  a  sight  to  fill  one's 
heart !  There  may  be  trouble  enough,  it  *strue,  and  very 
little  room  to  rest ;  but  one's  own  eight  beautiful  creat- 
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ures  round  one,  under  one's  wing,  all  chirping  and  alive — 
this  is  perfection  of  happiness,  indeed  !  " 

"  You  cannot  say  so  just  yet,"  sang  the  mate ;  but  he  did 
not  tell  her  this  quite  at  first.     He  waited  for  a  soft  even- 
ing in  early  summer  before  he 
4      piped  about  what  was  in  store. 
I       "  You  cannot  say  so  just 
,v.  /'"  yet.    Our  darlings  are  very 

^^  •       sweet,  but   they  are  poor 

'  helpless  things  at  present. 

Wait    till    they    have    grown 
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take  care  of  themselves, 

and  fly  and  sing,  ^\\ 
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be  perfect,  nor  can  your  happiness  be  perfect,  till  then^ 
Some  of  our  neighbours  are  beforehand  with  us.  There 
were  fine  young  birds  among  the  boughs  yesterday, 
twitting  our  youngsters  in  their  songs  with  being  behind- 
hand altogether." 

**  They  will  not  have  to  twit  long,  I  suppose,"  exclaimed 
the  hen-mother,  rather  angrily.  **  Of  course  you  will 
bring  ours  forward  as  fast  as  you  can.  Of  course  they 
must  not  be  behind  their  neighbours.  Of  course  they  must 
learn  to  take  care  of  themselves,  and  fly  and  sing  like  the 
rest.  Dear,  dear !  how  silly  I  was !  But  thank  you  so 
much  for  telling  me.  It  *s  very  well  to  be  easily  pleased, 
and  the  poor  helpless  things  are  very  sweet,  as  you  say  ; 
but  of  course  it  will  be  a  much  grander  thing  when  they 
have  grown  to  be  fine  young  birds  like  those  others  ;  able 
to  take  care  of  themselves  and  to  twit  their  neighbours 
who  can't.  And  of  course  I  shall  be  as  happy  again.  I 
wish  the  time  were  come.** 

And  it  did  come  ;  but  there  was  a  great  deal  of  trouble 
to  be  taken  first.  The  little  ones  had  to  be  nursed  and 
fed  till  their  feathers  had  grown,  and  then  they  had  to  be 
trained,  by  slow  degrees  and  with  much  care,  to  use  their 
young  wings  in  flight.  Now  the  hen-mother  had  left  her 
mate  no  rest  till  he  began  to  teach ;  for,  first,  she  was 
jealous  of  her  children's  credit ;  and  secondly,  she  wanted 
to  feel  what  it  was  to  be  as  happy  as  it  was  possible  to  be. 
Happy  enough  she  was,  but  for  this  wish. 

But  alas  I   for  the  trouble  and  fear  that  came  over  her 
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when  the  teaching  really  began.  The  eight  darlings  must 
come  out  of  their  nest,  from  under  her  wing ;  she  could 
help  them  no  longer — they  could  scarcely  help  themselves. 
Yet  they  must  spread  the  feeble  pinion,  and  strain  the 
unpractised  muscle,  and  run  a  risk  of  failure  and  even  life, 
to  insure  success. 

Oh,  poor  hen-mother,  what  a  trying  change  was  this, 
though  brought  about  by  her  own  especial  desire  !  No 
wonder  that,  while  the  teaching  was  going  on,  she  would 
sit  and  shake  with  fright,  and  wish  all  manner  of  foolish 
things  :  that  they  are  back  in  the  nest,  of  course ;  but  far 
more  than  that — even  that  they  were  back  in  the  old  baby 
days  again,  in  the  egg-shells  of  their  first  existence,  uncon- 
scious of  life  and  of  them.  "  They  were  all  under  my  wing 
then,  at  any  rate,**  said  she ;  "  my  own  dear  little  ones 
with  me,  and  I  with  them  :  what  more  could  I  want  ?  ** 

And,  oh  dear,  when  the  youngsters  were  safe  in  the 
nest  once  more  at  night,  how  she  used  to  gather  them 
under  her  wings  with  joy  ! 

**  I  am  getting  to  like  night  better  than  day,**  said  she 
at  last  to  her  mate,  **  for  then  my  birds  are  in  the  nest 
again.  You  are  training  them  very  cleverly,  I  know,  and 
I  was  the  first  to  want  them  to  be  clever  like  other  young 
birds,  and  they  are  getting  cleverer  day  by  day,  I  dare 
say,  so  I  ought  to  be  happier ;  but  the  happiness  is  not 
as  pleasant  as  it  was.  How  can  it  be,  when  they  are  away 
so  much,  and  the  empty  nest  stares  me  in  the  face  ?  The 
risks  are  so  many  too,  till  they  can  really  fly  well,  and  I 
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tremble  with  fear.  But  alt  is  right 
at  night,  when  you  all  come  back 
and  s^ing.  Yes,  if  it  was  n*t  for 
thinking  ai  the  morrow,  the  hap- 
piness would  be  perfect  indeed 
then:  if  it  were  always  evening,  I 
mean,  and  they  and  you  were 
always  here." 

**  It  h  natural  ycm  ^ihould  feel 
as  you  do/'  replied  the  mate ; 
**but  you  mistake  the  cause*  If 
you  are  not  quite  happy  yet,  it  is 
merely  because  things  are  not 
quite  perfect,  that  i^^  alL  When 
the  young  ones  can  fly  really  well, 
for  instance,  there  will  no  longer 
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be  any  risk ;  and  when  they  can  sing  better  still,  our  music 
will  be  pleasanter  than  ever ;  and  when  they  are  able  and 
independent,  all  our  cares  and  anxieties  will  be  at  an  end. 
Wait  a  little  longer,  and  you  will  be  happy  indeed." 

The  hen-mother  sighed.  "  I  suppose  you  must  be 
right/'  said  she ;  "  I  will  wait.  But  if  I  could  sing  my- 
self, I  would  sing  a  mother's  song  about  the  birds  in  the 
nest.  It  may  not  have  been  perfection,  but  it  was  a  very 
happy  time." 

So  she  waited  and  did  her  best  to  be  pleased.  But  for 
longer  and  longer  intervals  the  empty  nest  stared  her  in 
the  face,  and  she  thought  many  things  she  did  not  dare 
to  say — even  the  old  foolish  wish  that  they  were  all  in 
their  egg-shells  again. 

Still,  every  evening,  when  they  came  back  and  perched  in 
the  boughs,  if  not  in  the  nest,  and  the  singing  grew  sweeter 
and  sweeter,  she  cheered  up  and  rejoiced  once  more. 

And  now  at  last  the  nestlings  were  full-grown  birds, 
and  could  fly  and  sing  as  well  as  their  parents.  Perfec- 
tion had  come ;  they  were  independent ;  nobody's  young 
birds  could  twit  them  now.  "  But  now,  of  course,"  said 
their  father,  "  they  must  go  out  and  seek  their  fortunes, 
as  we  did,  and  choose  mates,  and  settle  in  life  for  them- 
selves.    You  see  the  justice  of  this  ?  " 

The  hen-mother,  to  whom  he  was  speaking,  answered 
"Yes";  but  her  heart  was  half  broken.  And  when  he 
added,  "  This  is  the  real  perfection  of  happiness  to  par- 
ents," she  made  no  answer  at  all. 
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"  It  ought  to  be,  perhaps,"  thought  she  to  herself,  "  but 
it  is  n't  so  with  me.  I  wonder  why  ?  "  She  sat  on  the 
edge  of  the  empty  nest  and  wondered  still;  but  she 
could  n't  find  out  the  secret  there. 

Then  the  young  ones  piped  to  her  from  the  woods ;  and 
at  last  said  she,  "  Things  are  altered,  I  see ;  I  will  go  to 
them !  **  and  the  very  thought  comforted  her  as  she  flew 
away.  And  when  she  had  found  them,  and  watched  them 
in  the  full  enjoyment  of  their  own  young  life — ^iistened  to 
them  as  they  warbled  merrily  to  each  other  among  the 
trees,  or  sported  with  friends  here  and  there,  she  began  to 
understand  the  whole  matter.  She  was  rejoicing  in  their 
joy  rather  than  in  her  own. 

And  time  went  on  :  and  one  day  as  she  sat,  so  listenings 
on  a  branch  in  the  centre  of  the  wood,  her  mate  by  her 
side,  said  she,  "  It  is  all  becoming  quite  clear,  and  I  can 
see  that  you  were  right  on  the  whole.  This  is  nearer  the 
perfection  of  happiness  than  anything  else  could  be,  but 
the  quite  perfect  is  not  to  be  had.  Still,  this  is  nearest 
and  best ;  whether  sweetest  or  not,  I  scarcely  know.  But 
thank  you  for  telling  me !  I  was  selfish  before :  wanted 
my  own  darlings  to  myself,  under  my  own  wing,  in  my 
own  particular  nest — safe,  as  I  called  it — foolish  that  I 
was  I  Oh,  narrow,  narrow  thought !  As  if  one  place  was 
safer  than  another,  when  the  sun  looks  down  everywhere, 
streaming  warmth  and  comfort  upon  all !  I  see  things 
differently  now.  The  wood  is  but  a  larger  nest,  and  those 
that  live  in  it  but  a  larger  family.       I  spread  out  my  love 
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a  Itttk  wider,  and  lo,  my  happiness 
spreads  out  too !  Though  each  in  turn, 
for  a  time,  must  form  hiii  own  little 
circle  of  joy,  the  whole  must  form  one 
larger  circle  together;  and  who  knows 
where  it  is  to  end  ?  " 

She  ceased,  and  then  listened  again, 
and  truly  the  wood  was  ringing  %vith 
melodies;  her  mate  by  her  side;  her 
children  now  here,  now  there  with  the 
dear  ones  they  loved.  The  circle  grew 
wider  and  wider  as  time  went  further  on. 

But  by-and-bye,  when  age  had 
crept  over  both,  the  mate  had 
tender  thoughts 
himself   of   old 
times,  and  ten- 
derer still  for 
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her.  She  had  not  been  wrong  altogether,  he  whispered 
softly  and  kindly.  It  was  not  selfishness  only  that  had 
filled  her  heart.  He  would  sing  her  the  song  she  used  to 
wish  she  could  have  sung  herself — a  mother's  song  about 
the  birds  in  the  nest. 

And  it  went  to  the  hearts  of  both. 

Other  mothers  in  other  nests,  lift  up  your  souls,  as  the 
circle  widens  from  your  feet.  "  One  God  and  Father  of 
all,  who  is  above  all,  and  through  all,  and  in  you  all,*'  has 
all  together  now  in  the  circle  of  His  care  ;  yea,  even  though 
a  world,  or  the  change  we  call  death,  may  seem  to  divide 
them:  and  He  will  bring  His  own  together  at  last  into 
one  home — the  **  Father's  House  "  : — one  home,  be  the 
mansions  never  so  many  ! 


H  IDtston. 


*•  In  time  of  service  seal  up  both  thine  eies, 
And  send  them  to  thine  heart." 

The  Church  Porch, 

IT  was  a  lovely  spring  morning;  lovely  beyond  the 
power  of  description,  in  one  of  the  undisturbed,  coun- 
trified, southern  counties  of  England.  So  beautiful  in- 
deed, that  the  sense  of  enjoyment  produced  was  disturbing 
from  its  very  excess.  One  wanted  to  do  something — go 
somewhere — spread  out  wings,  as  it  were,  and  get  away 
into  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  land,  to  take  in  the 
wonders  of  nature  to  a  wider  extent,  and  more  fully,  than 
any  single  horizon-bound  spot  could  admit  of. 

But  it  was  Sunday,  and  even  a  common  "outing**  to 
the  nearest  lionising  place  in  the  neighbourhood  was  out 
of  the  question.  Not  for  worlds  would  I  have  dared  to 
miss  the  offering  of  prayer  and  praise  in  God's  appointed 
House  on  such  a  day  as  this!  I,  one  of  the  world's 
**  High  Priests  "  (as  George  Herbert  calls  mankind),  ap- 
pointed to  send  up  in  intelligent  language  the  adoration 
which  is  ever  struggling  in  so  many  imperfect  utter- 
ances in  the  lower  creation  around  us.  No!  such  a  dere- 
liction of  duty  would  have  turned  the  blue  heaven  into 
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brass  over  my  head,  and  soured  my  spirit  for  the  day — 
even  on  such  a  day  as  this.  No!  I  must  go  to  church, 
if  I  did  nothing  else,  on  that  sweet,  serene,  fragrant 
spring  morning.  **  All  the  earth  doth  worship  Thee, 
the  Father  Everlasting  '*  I  would  not  willingly  exclude 
myself. 

But  there  was  a  choice.  There  was  the  little  old  white- 
washed building,  of  just  sufficient  size  for  the  few  inhabi- 
tants of  the  quiet  village  in  which  I  was  just  then  resident ; 
and  there  was,  within  a  walk,  though  a  longish  one,  the 
large  church  in  the  watering-place  on  the  coast,  beauti- 
fully restored  from  its  once-dilapidated  state  by  the  rich 
congregation  which  frequented  it. 

I  was  not  in  the  habit  of  wandering  on  frivolous  pre- 
tences— believing,  as  I  did.  that  God's  grace  works  some- 
times  by  very  imperfect  means,  and  that  we  are  not 
always  the  best  choosers  for  ourselves;  but  on  this  par- 
ticular Sunday.  I  could  not  resist  the  restlessness  which 
was  upon  me.  Here  was  something  to  do  which  I  was 
justified  in  doing,  even  on  that  day.  It  was  not  like 
deserting  my  own  parish  church  at  home,  either.  I  might 
go  where  I  pleased  in  this  land  where  I  did  but  sojourn 
as  a  stranger.  Moreover,  1  had  driven  more  than  once 
along  the  pretty  lanes  that  led  from  the  village  to  the 
watering-place,  and  had  observed  the  little  pathway  which 
went  to  it  across  the  fields.  I  remembered  too,  that  only 
a  short  time  before,  I  had  seen  budding  almond-trees  in 
villa  gardens  outside  the  town.     They  were  not  common 
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in  my  own  country,  and  they  must  all  be  out  in  flower 
now,  I  thought ;  and  this  decided  me.  I  would  go  and 
see  them  that  very  day. 

Breakfasting  early  therefore,  I  set  out,  Prayer-book  in 
hand,  along  the  pleasant  pathway  through  the  fields ;  but 
being  beforehand  with  time,  I  did  but  saunter  at  first; 
and  presently,  having  ascended  from  a  narrow  dell  to  the 
top  of  a  grassy  hill  from  which  the  blue  sea-line  was 
visible,  I  sat  down  on  a  stile  to  enjoy  the  view  before 
me. 

Birds  were  carolling  over  my  head,  the  fresh  odours  of 
the  young  morning  were  brought  to  me  by  the  breeze, 
white  sails  speckled  the  distant  blue,  while  between  me 
and  it  rose  the  tops  of  churches  and  houses  in  the  water- 
ing-place on  the  shore.  I  was  soon  aware  too  of  the 
tinkling  of  church  bells  in  more  than  one  direction. 

I  got  up  and  gathered  a  few  primroses  in  the  hedge- 
row, found  a  violet  or  two,  then  sat  down  on  the  grass 
under  an  eastward-blown  oak.  Watched  a  lark  as  he  rose 
higher  and  higher  into  ether,  carrying  his  song  with  him 
up  to  heaven,  till,  first,  my  eye  ceased  to  see  him  and 
then  my  ear  to  hear.  After  which,  though  my  sight  was 
half  blinded,  I  arose  and  went  on. 

Down  over  other  pleasant  meadows,  till  a  cross  path- 
way diverged  into  a  lane  which  led  to  the  villa  outskirts; 
and  this  I  followed.  I  had  wanted  to  see  the  almond- 
trees  in  their  beauty,  and  was  not  disappointed.  There 
they  stood — the  clear  pink  of  their  full-blown  flowers  look- 
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ing  deeper  than  it  really  was,  because  seen  in  relief  against 
the  white  houses  near  which  they  grew.  They  were  even 
lovelier  than  I  had  expected ;  yet  it  was  not  till,  as  I 
moved,  my  eye  caught  them  with  the  cloudless  blue  sky 
behind  them,  that  I  took  in  the  full  measure  of  their 
delicate  splendour.  Few  sights  are  more  beautiful ;  that 
pink  and  that  blue — the  flowers  of  earth  and  the  depths 
of  heaven — lying  so  softly  against  each  other,  as  it  seems 
to  those  who  look  up  at  them :  so  near  and  yet  so  dis- 
tant: so  curiously  unblending,  yet  the  contrast  so  har- 
monious, that  one  might  dream  them  created  to  set  off 
each  other's  beauty.  I  stood  gazing  till  I  feared  to  cause 
remark. 

Gazing,  and  thinking  of  the  exquisite  yet  calm  loveli- 
ness of  inanimate  creation.  Thinking  of  it  as  the  one 
straight  bright  pathway,  opening  up  everywhere  from 
earth  to  the  very  throne  of  God  Himself.  On  all  sides 
limitless  beauty,  through  all  the  beauty  limitless  power. 
Limitless  on  the  one  hand  by  a  vastness  our  minds  are 
too  contracted  to  grasp ;  on  the  other  by  a  minute 
perfection  our  senses  are  too  coarse  to  follow. 

Wonderful,  thought  I  to  myself,  that  there  should  be 
any  one  living  who  can  look  on  these  things  and  not 
admire ;  or  admiring,  rest  in  admiration,  and  not  go  on  to 
adore!  **  All  Thy  works  praise  Thee,  O  Lord,  and  Thy 
Saints  give  thanks  unto  Thee." 

But  by  this  time  the  bells  were  ringing  loudly  in  my 
ears,  and  I  hurried  on.     Yet  with  a  desperate  sigh ;  for  I 
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had  not  ceased  to  think.  And  now,  as  I  walked  forward, 
I  went  on  thinking  still.  Thinking  with  pain  of  the  con- 
trast between  that  inanimate  creation  and  the  animate 
life  of  which  I  was  conscious  in  myself. 

Perfection  there — such  imperfection  here!  Peace  in 
the  one — discord  in  the  other;  and  this  not  in  my  in- 
dividual case  only,  but  in  that  of  all  the  animate  nature 
of  the  world :  the  discord  greater  and  more  difficult  of 
solution  (in  the  musical  sense  of  restoration  to  harmony) 
the  higher  the  scale  of  life:  in  the  human  race  most 
difficult  of  all !  But  for  the  written  word  of  Revelation, 
in  fact,  there  would  be  no  relief  to  the  darkness  around 
us ;  no  key  to  the  mystery  of  such  contrasts.  The  calm 
of  the  natural  world,  so  soothing  now  as  confirming  the 
announcement  of  God's  tender  mercy,  would  then  but 
mock  us  in  our  deficiency,  adding  confusion  to  confusion. 
Thanks  be  to  God,  then,  for  the  anchor  by  which  we 
hold  through  the  storm.  **  The  Holy  Church  throughout 
all  the  world  doth  acknowledge  Thee."  Redeemer  as 
well  as  Maker,  Comforter  as  well  as  Redeemer ! 

Now,  whether  I  had  not  thoroughly  known,  or  in  my 
hurry  had  accidentally  missed,  the  way  to  the  restored 
church,  I  cannot  say :  but  I  have  a  recollection  of  getting 
confused  among  the  stre.ets,  of  making  several  inquiries  of 
people  who  did  not  seem  to  comprehend  me  (perhaps  be- 
cause in  my  fear  of  being  too  late  I  gave  them  too  little 
time  to  answer) ;  and,  finally,  of  coming,  by  a  sharp  turn 
of  the  street,  suddenly  and  unexpectedly  upon  the  porch. 
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I  stepped  hastily  in,  and  had  almost  entered  the  build- 
ing itself  under  the  disagreeable  impression  that  the 
service  must  have  begun,  but  at  the  inner  door  was  met 
by  a  verger  in  a  flowing  white  gown,  ornamented  with 
velvet  tags :  his  grey  hair  arranged  in  curls  like  a  wig 
round  his  head,  and  a  staff  of  office  in  his  hand. 

There  are  times  when  the  brain  can  take  in  strongly 
but  one  idea  at  once,  and  such  was  my  case  now.  I  was 
just  conscious  of  a  feeling  of  surprise  at  sight  of  the  old- 
fashioned  church-servitor;  but  the  sensation  was  hazy, 
and  I  paid  no  attention  to  it.  The  man's  keen,  investi- 
gating look,  too,  as  I  encountered  him,  merely  caused  me 
to  follow  obediently  when  he  marshalled  me  to  the 
strangers'  quarter  in  the  church  :  which  he  did,  as  soon  as 
he  had  discovered  by  his  scrutiny  that  I  did  not  belong 
to  the  usual  congregation. 

It  was  not  till  I  had  risen  from  my  knees,  after  the 
customary  prayer,  that  I  discovered  I  had  made  two  mis- 
takes. First,  this  was  not  the  church  I  had  meant  to 
come  to.  Secondly,  so  far  from  being  too  late,  I  was 
evidently  much  too  early ;  very  few  people  having  as  yet 
taken  their  seats,  and  the  monotonous  chiming  of  the  bell 
still  continuing. 

Looking  round,  I  found  myself  behind  the  reading-desk, 
and  nearly  facing  a  transept ;  but  by  a  turn  of  the  head  I 
could  take  in  almost  the  whole  length  of  the  church,  as  it 
stretched  away  from  the  chancel  to  the  western  entrance : 
its  long  line  of  pillars  and  arches  apparently  descending 
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as  they  retreated  one  beyond  another,  while  the  wood- 
work of  the  pews  seemed  running  upward  to  meet  them, 
in  that  far-off  visionary  point  where  all  perspective  lines 
converge. 

But  oh  that  woodwork !  those  dreadful  pew-lines !  how 
they  grated  on  my  feelings !  how  they  disturbed  my 
temper!  I,  fresh  from  the  beautiful  harmonies  of  the 
outer  world!  I,  as  a  student  of  Nature,  so  keenly  alive 
to  such  influences !  It  was  a  disappointment  with  aggra- 
vation too,  for  I  had  intended  to  worship  that  day  in  an 
aesthetically  restored  church :  a  church  where,  among 
other  returns  to  the  more  refined  style  and  better  taste  of 
our  forefathers,  carved  open  finials  headed  the  divisions  of 
the  open  sittings,  and  brought  modern  woodwork  into 
accordance  with  the  ancient  architecture  of  the  building. 

But  here,  where  I  had  so  unluckily  come  by  accident, 
the  arches  and  pillars,  though  scarcely  less  venerable  than 
those  others,  were  disfigured  by  "  daubings  '*  of  **  un- 
tempered  mortar,'*  and  overlaid  with  memorial  tablets  of 
every  shape  and  size,  disturbing  the  uniformity  of  the 
perspective,  and  leading  the  mind  away  to  earthly  mem- 
ories ;  while  the  hideous  straight  lines  of  conventicle-like 
pews,  with  their  buttoned-up  doors,  seemed  fixed  there  as 
if  in  mockery  of  the  ecclesiastical  character  which  had  so 
clearly  once  belonged  to  the  edifice ! 

I  had  made  a  vexatious  mistake,  and  felt  fretted ; 
besides  dreading  still  more  the  character  of  the  services 
and    singing    in    store ;    when    suddenly    it    occurred    to 
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me  that  I  was  a  free  agent,  and  aeed  not  stay !  Who 
constrained  me?  Accordingly,  I  raised  myself  half  up, 
and  laid  my  hand  gently  on  the  outside  button  that  held 
the  pew-door,  with  a  view  to  slipping  quietly  out :  but 
just  at  that  moment  my  friend  the  verger  came  sweeping 
by,  conducting  a  family  party  to  some  other  pew.  As  he 
passed  he  glanced  at  my  arm,  then  at  my  face,  and  our 
eyes  met.  This  was  enough.  I  withdrew  my  hand 
instinctively,  and  sat  down  again,  irritated  by  the  detec- 
tion, and  flushed  by  something  like  shame.  And  then 
my  mind  drifted  into  a  train  of  self-inquiry  and  reproach, 
as  so  often  happens  when  one  is  excited  and  tired.  And 
vexed  at  being  where  I  was,  yet  vexed  with  myself  for  being 
vexed,  I  had  a  sensation  of  being  doubly  in  the  wrong. 

Who  and  what  was  I,  to  take  umbrage  about  trifles  in 
a  house  hallowed  to  the  service  of  God  ;  one,  too,  where 
generations  had  worshipped  Him  in  the  faith  of  His  dear 
Son  long  ages  before  I  was  born  ?  The  very  monuments 
which  had  just  offended  me,  now  reproached  me  by  their 
Christian  acknowledgments.  For  were  they  not  records 
of  those  who  had  from  time  to  time  departed  to  their 
rest  in  the  faith !  The  place  had  been  good  enough  for 
them  then  ;  and  where  did  I  expect  to  be  in  the  great 
Hereafter,  that  it  was  not  good  enough  for  me? 

I,  too,  to  be  so  very  particular;  to  set  myself  up  above 
my  fellows — those  congregations  already  laid  to  sleep,  as 
well  as  that  now  pouring  into  the  building  on  every  side ! 
— I,  who  so  lately,  under  the  almond-trees,  had  mourned 
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over  the  disturbance,  disorder,  and  unsatisfactoriness,  not 
only  of  human  life  in  general,  but  of  my  own  inward  life 
in  particular,  as  compared  with  the  absolute  perfection — 
let  inquiry  be  pushed  to  its  utmost  limits — of  the  inani- 
mate world  !  I,  who  had  to  own  to  a  whole  body  of  sin, 
warring  with,  and  bringing  into  confusion,  a  nature  in- 
tended for  better  things  :  and  even  when  honestly  warred 
against  in  return,  with  difficulty  and  imperfectly  over- 
come. I — this  I — to  scandalise  the  congregation — hun- 
dreds of  them,  beyond  a  doubt,  a  thousand  times  better 
than  myself — by  leaving  the  church  as  if  not  worthy  of  my 
worship ! 

I  bowed  my  head  in  repentance  for  such  a  thought, 
and  crouched  in  one  corner  of  the  ugly  old-fashioned  pew, 
thankful  that  it  hid  me  from  sight.  And  then  I  fell  into 
one  of  those  trances  which  sometimes  take  possession  of 
men's  minds.  As  has  been  known  to  happen  to  drowning 
or  otherwise  dying  persons,  my  whole  lifetime  passed  in 
review  before  me,  in  what  seemed  to  me  then  its  full  de- 
tails. Yes!  even  more  vividly  than  under  the  almond- 
trees,  pressed  upon  me  the  sense  of  my  unworthiness  as  a 
human  being  born  to  an  immortal  destiny,  gifted  with 
immortal  capabilities ;  and  then  for  a  moment  or  two  of 
excited  thought,  which  at  the  same  time  seemed  an  age 
in  duration,  I  suffered,  as  I  suppose  those  suffer  who,  in 
the  first  moment  of  disembodiment,  discover  they  have 
lost  their  own  souls,  whether  or  no  they  have  gained  the 
whole  world. 
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It  was  a  terrible  fancy ;  and  I  shrank  lower  and  lower 
as  it  pressed  on  me — when,  all  at  once,  a  voice  broke  on 
my  ear,  and  rang  along  the  length  of  the  church — loud, 
distinct,  intelligible — 

"  When  the  wicked  man  turneth  away  from  the  wicked- 
ness that  he  hath  committed,  and  doeth  that  which  is 
lawful  and  right,  he  shall  save  his  soul  alive.'* 

In  an  instant  I  had  sprung  to  my  feet  and  opened  my 
Prayer-book — and  there,  in  black  and  white,  stood  the 
blessed  words  before  my  eyes. 

**  When  the  wicked  man  "  (and  no  limit  as  to  time  ;  it 
might  be  earlier,  or  it  might  be  later,  so  that  it  be)  "  turn- 
eth away  from  the  wickedness  that  he  hath  committed  " 
(and  no  reservation  as  to  amount),  **  he  shall  save  his  soul 
alive.**  (Amen — O  God — dear — merciful — omnipotent !) 

There  needed  no  more.  The  painful  delusion  was  over. 
It  had  passed  like  a  cloud.  I  drew  a  long,  heavy  breath 
of  freedom  as  I  stood  gazing  at  the  words.  I  had  been 
shivering  a  minute  before,  but  now  the  warm  moisture 
broke  over  me  like  a  restoration  to  life. 

Thus  this  brief  trite  sentence,  so  often  heard  without 
emotion,  had  come  charged  to  me  now  with  the  salvation 
of  a  world.  How  was  this,  or  how  was  it  I  had  not  so 
felt  it  before? 

The  answer  was  easy.  In  my  vision  of  suffering  I  had 
realized  that  need  of  my  nature  to  which  this  declaration 
was  the  answer.  The  burden  of  sin  had  been  felt ;  and 
what  wonder  that  my  soul  leapt  at  the  promise  of  relief,. 


A  Vision.  155 

as  I  listened  to  the  concluding  words  of  the  Exhortation ! 
Here  was  the  call ;  here  the  explanation  of  this  gathering 
of  ourselves  together — of  the  directions  how  rightly  to 
use  the  blessing :  and  for  once  I  was  prepared  to  obey. 
And  when  I  sank  on  my  knees  for  confession,  and  the 
wholesome  rain  of  tears  overflowed  my  cheeks,  still,  even 
amidst  the  choked  utterances  of  each  acknowledgment, 
my  spirit  "  rejoiced  in  God  my  Saviour." 

True,  indeed,  the  mystery  with  which  I  started  remained 
a  mystery  still — the  perfection  of  the  lower,  the  perversion 
of  the  higher  natures.  But  those  who  have  recognized 
with  keenness  their  personal  responsibility  for  some,  at 
any  rate,  of  the  evil  which  exists,  care  but  little  to  theo- 
rize about  its  origin.  What  the  soul  yearns  for  then  is  a 
remedy,  and,  God  be  praised,  that  is  never  wanting  where- 
ever  the  Gospel  of  the  Redeemer  is  known. 

Under  this  thought  the  contrasts  which  had  seemed  so 
painful  before,  ceased  to  distress  me.  As  I  returned,  I 
looked  at  the  almond-trees  and  the  blue  sky,  and  read  in 
the  perfection  of  the  lower  nature  the  assurance  that  God 
wills  the  perfection  of  the  higher,  while  the  consciousness 
of  present  evil  was  absorbed  in  the  joy  of  the  mercy  by 
which  it  is  remedied. 

If  I  went  to  church  that  morning  with  less  worthy 
feelings,  the  providence  of  God  had  reproved  me  through 
my  own  reflections ;  and  often  since  in  the  sanctuary  of 
prayer  and  praise  I  have  restrained  wandering  thoughts 
and  impertinent  criticisms  by  recalling  the  feelings  of  that 
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day,  and  my  just  self-condemnation.  In  the  heartfelt 
attention  which  ever  followed  this  effort,  hearing,  as  all 
honest  Christians  must  do — yea,  through  all  the  imperfec- 
tions of  human  utterances — the  Voice  of  God,  speaking 
to  them  from  the  words  of  that  simple  yet  majestic 
Service,  to  which  no  one,  I  believe,  ever  listened  ear- 
nestly, intelligently,  and  humbly,  without  bringing  away  a 
blessing. 


u 
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**  If  we,  God's  conscious  creatures,  knew 
But  half  your  faith  in  our  decay, 
We  should  not  tremble  as  we  do 

When  summon'd  clay  to  clay." — Mortality, 

By  the  Author  of  **  John  Halifax^  Gentleman,** 

Y  your  leave/'  whispered  the  Moss ;  but  so  gently 
as  to  disturb  nobody — "  by  your  leave ** 

It  was  beginning  to  creep  up  an  old,  broken  red  flower- 
pot, which  stood  on  a  rickety  tea-box  turned  topsy-turvy 
under  a  shed.  The  broken  flower-pot  did  not  object,  of 
course.  Indeed,  if  it  had  had  a  heart  to  answer  at  all,  it 
would  have  said,  "  By  all  means,**  and  perhaps,  "  Thanks." 
As  it  was  it  stood  still  and  said  nothing,  and  the  moss  went 
on  creeping. 

It  had  been  in  honour  once,  that  poor  old  broken-down 
flower-pot.  It  had  stood  in  a  handsome  green  stand  in  a 
drawing-room  window,  and  people  had  come  up  to  it  and 
said,  "  How  beautiful !  "  But  that  was  a  long  time  ago, 
and  because  it  held  inside  a  lovely  yellow  rose  in  full 
flower,  and  the  **  How  beautiful !  '*  was  meant  for  the 
rose. 
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Still,  next  to  being  admired  oneself,  comes  having 
something  to  do  with  those  who  are,  especially  if  one  can 
be  of  use  to  them ;  and  the  flower-pot  was  as  proud  of 
supporting  the  tea-rose  in  its  bosom  as  a  flower-pot  can 
be  of  anything. 

Well,  either  the  gardener  was  careless  as  well  as  old,  or 
else  the  severe  winter  alone  was  to  blame ;  but  certainly 
one  day  the  yellow  rose  died,  and  the  old  lady  of  the 
house  (everybody  was  old  about  the  place)  said  to  the 
servants,  "  Take  it  away  at  once  ;  I  cannot  bear  the  sight 
of  it ! " 

So  they  carried  it  out  of  the  room,  and  the  gardener 
wheeled  it  down  to  the  shed  in  the  corner  of  the  paddock, 
and  set  it  upright  on  the  tea-box  to  wait  till  he  could 
"  attend  to  it,**  as  he  said. 

Now  the  shed  was  almost  as  old  as  the  people  about 
the  place ;  quite  as  old,  in  fact,  in  proportion.  The  thatch 
was  full  of  broken-in  holes  on  one  side,  and  within  was 
loaded  with  cobwebs ;  but  as  it  had  nothing  to  protect 
but  rubbish,  that  mattered  but  little.  Its  contents,  be- 
sides the  yellow  rose,  were  the  cracked  tea-box,  some 
fragments  of  hampers,  a  mouldy  piece  of  matting,  one  or 
two  worm-eaten  beams  of  wood,  and  here  and  there  pot- 
sherds and  dried  earth.  Now  and  then,  indeed,  the  gar- 
dener would  slip  in  a  few  flower-pots  in  which  tulips, 
crocuses,  or  other  bulbs  had  died  down,  to  wait  till  he 
could  **  attend  to  them,**  as  he  said  of  the  rose.  As  he 
always  said,  in  fact ;  meaning  that  he  intended,  some  day. 
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to  empty  them,  stow  away  the  bulbs,  and  put  in  fresh  soil, 
and  plants  fit  for  the  season.  But  that  day  of  being 
"  attended  to  "  seldom  came.  At  any  rate  the  pots  were 
generally  broken,  and  the  bulbs  decayed  or  lost  before  it 
arrived,  which  was  nobody's  fault,  of  course ;  only  an 
unfortunate  accident. 

And    this  was  what  happened   to   the  yellow 
rose-pot.       Days    and    months  went  on  (I  do 
not  care  to  say  how  many),  and  at  last  it  ^r 

got   a   blow   on    its   side— nobody   knew 
how — ^and  out  tumbled  a  large  three- 
cornered  piece  upon  the  tea-box* 


Then  followed  a  handful     /r^^ 
of  earth  j  then  the  JTiC'^'  ^"^ 


-'i'i 


whole    rose- 
tree,  stem 
and 
root. 
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And  there  they  all  lay  together  till  the  soil  turned  white  as 
dust.    Only  the  broken  flower-pot  stood  upright  as  before. 

For  how  long,  do  you  ask  ?  Let  us  measure  time  by 
events.  It  stood  till  the  moss  on  the  wall  at  the  upper 
end  of  the  paddock  had  scattered  its  seed-dust  so  many 
years  that  it  had  reached  the  farther  end  where  the  shed 
was,  got  into  it,  climbed  over  the  worm-eaten  beams,  up 
the  side  of  the  tea-box,  just  over  the  Chinese  sign  vouch« 
ing  for  the  fine  flavour  of  the  leaves  within,  and  so  up  till 
it  touched  the  broken  flower-pot  itself,  and  made  the 
deferential  remark,  "  By  your  leave." 

It  has  said  so  all  along  its  journey,  poor  little  dear! — 
for  the  kindest  creatures  always  are  most  modest — but 
there  was  no  need  for  apology  anywhere. 

"  I  *m  sure  you  *re  v/elcome,'*  smiled  the  old  Wall ;  and 
he  might  well  be  pfeased.  The  moss  had  filled  up  his 
worn  crevices,  covered  his  roughnesses,  and  tightened 
his  loose  mortar.  He  could  stand  his  ground  now  twice 
as  well  as  before. 

"  You  make  me  young  again,*'  blushed  the  worm-eaten 
Beam  (being  wood,  you  know,  he  must  needs  blush  green). 

"This  was  just  the  tint  of  my  fine-flavoured  leaves!  ** 
sighed  the  Tea-box  to  himself,  though  he  could  not  have 
had  a  very  good  eye  for  colour  to  have  said  so.  "  I 
wonder  what  the  thing  is !  ** 

He  would  n*t  ask,  you  see,  because  he  came  from  the 
Celestial  empire,  and  declined  intercourse  with  his 
inferiors. 
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So  the  moss  was  welcome  everywhere,  even  to  those 
who  would  not  acknowledge  it ;  even  to  the  flower-pot, 
though  it  said  nothing.  It  was  troubled  with  a  sort  of 
"As  you  please*'  feeling, — that  was  the  fact.  Indif- 
ference as  to  what  any  one  could  do,  or  that  could  pos- 
sibly happen  henceforth  for  ever. 

Meanwhile  the  days  rolled  after  each  other  as  before, 
and  the  moss  reached  the  broken  side  of  the  pot. 

"  This  is  bad  indeed/*  it  whispered  ;  but  crept  on 
steadily  all  the  same,  stealing  over  the  sharp,  irregular 
edges,  till  it  had  hidden  them  under  its  soft  green  velvet 
cover.  "  Never  mind  ;  the  wound  can  be  healed,**  it  kept 
saying  as  it  spread. 

And  it  said  well.  The  spring-time  came  and  the  moss 
grew  greener  than  ever  where  it  spread,  but  there  was 
enough  red  flower-pot  left  to  form  a  beautiful  contrast. 
It  stood  upright  now  with  as  warm  a  heart  as  before. 
Somebody  was  caring  for  it.  This  was  almost  better  than 
carrying  the  yellow  rose  in  its  bosom.  Something  nearer, 
dearer  to  itself. 

"  You  will  not  leave  me,  I  hope  ?  '*  it  said. 

"  Not  of  my  own  accord,  ever,"  answered  the  Moss. 

"  I  am  not  so  bright  always  as  now,  you  know,  but 
never  mind  ;  spring  always  returns.*' 

Even  when  spring  was  there,  however,  the  gardener 
took  no  notice  of  either  of  them,  which  was  perhaps 
lucky,  as  he  might  otherwise  have  **  attended  **  to  them 
too  much. 
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The  old  lady  of  the  house  noticed  them  though,  as  she 
was  strolling  one  day  arm-in-arm  with  her  old  husband, 
the  rector,  along  the  garden  walk  outside  the  paddock. 
But  then  she  had  come  out  with  her  **  distance  '*  spec- 
tacles on. 

"  What  's  that  in  the  shed  yonder,  looking  so  bright 
and  pretty,  my  dear  ?  **  asked  she. 

"  In  the  shed,  Mary  ?  There  can  be  nothing !  "  was 
his  decisive  reply. 

"  There  fnust  be  something,  John,  or  I  should  n't  see  it, 
persisted  she. 

**  We  will  go  and  look  then,  my  love,"  said  he,  gently. 

For  whether  he  had  been  a  patient  man  all  his  life  one 
cannot  say,  but  he  had  grown  into  it  now. 

So  the  old  couple  toddled  through  the  gate  to  the  shed, 
and  he  stepped  aside  and  peeped  in. 

**  It  *s  only  a  bit  of  fresh  moss  covering  up  a  broken 
flower-pot,  love,"  remarked  he.  "  It  *s  young,  and  it  *s 
bright,  and  it  shines." 

**  I  see,"  said  the  wife  :  and  they  stood  still  and  looked 
together. 

**  What  a  contrast  to  the  old  rubbish  around  it,"  mur- 
mured the  old  man.  **  Life  in  death,  as  it  were.  Let  us 
go  home,  dear  !  " 

So  they  went. 

By-and-bye  came  another  along  the  garden  walk,  and 
she  saw  it  too.  She  was  a  bird  of  passage  at  the  rectory, 
the  old  folk's  granddaughter. 
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**  It  *s  perfect ! "  cried  she,  clapping  her  hands  when 
she  had  rushed  through  the  gate  to  see  what  was  to  be 
seen  in  the  shed. 

And  it  certainly  was  the  most  striking  bit  of  *'  still 
life  *'  she  had  ever  seen  since  her  master  had  set  her  to 
■colour  such  things.  In  general,  you  know,  people  have 
to  make  a  picturesque  disorder  for  themselves.  They 
must  fetch  a  pan  from  the  kitchen,  a  broken  jar  from  the 
sculler>%  a  torn  napkin  from  the  linen  closet,  and  a  stained 
hat  from  the  garden  scarecrow,  and  arrange  them  as  care- 
lessly as  they  can.  But  here  there  was  a  group  ready 
made ;  she  had  only  to  fetch  her  paper  and  sketch  it  down 
— which  she  did.  The  shadow  at  the  back  of  the  shed 
threw  out  the  tea-box  and  flower-pot  in  bold  relief,  and 
the  sunshine  tipped  the  moss  with  an  emerald  fire.  It 
was  so  in  the  scene,  and  she  put  it  so  on  the  paper.  It 
was  beautiful. 

**  Very  beautiful !  "  exclaimed  the  grandmother,  when 
she  saw  it :  "  Life  in  death,  dear,  as  you  said,'*  she  added, 
handing  it  to  her  husband.  **  That  should  be  written 
underneath." 

"  But  there  will  soon  be  nothing  but  life,"  laughed  the 
girl.  "  The  moss  has  come  all  the  way  down  the  field, 
and  is  hard  at  work  in  the  shed — covering  up  all  the 
miserable  old  rubbish ;  you  untidy  old  grandfather,  for 
leaving  it  there  !  " 

"  Write  *  Charity  '  underneath,  then,"  cried  he,  turn- 
ing his  face  to  her  with  a  gentle  smile. 
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"  I  shall  write  both,"  murmured  the  girl,  for  something 
had  touched  her  feelings.  So  she  took  out  a  pencil  and 
wrote  "  Life  in  death.  CHARITY."  But  she  printed 
the  last  word  in  capitals. 

"  By  your  leave,"  whispered  the  Moss  again.  This 
time  it  was  creeping  from  the  moist  edge  of  the  lawn  on 
to  the  terrace  walk  in  front  of  the  house.  "  By  your 
leave." 

And  nobody  objected  ;  only  the  old  Gravel  kept  groan- 
ing to  herself,  **  I  have  such  memories !  Ah  me  !  such 
memories !  " 

"  I  will  guard  them  and  keep  them  fresh,"  whispered 
the  Moss ;  and  crept  in  among  the  old  stony  memories^ 
till  nobody  would  have  known  them  again. 

Had  the  old  lady  of  the  house  been  about  with  eyes  ta 
see  indeed,  she  would  have  called  to  the  gardener,  and 
bidden  him  scrape  the  moss  off  the  walk,  lest  some  one 
should  fall ;  she  had  done  so  often  enough  before,  of  late 
years.  One  can't  allow  sentiment  everywhere,  you  know. 
But  nobody  interfered  now.  The  old  lady  was  sick,  and 
so  was  her  old  husband,  the  rector,  and  the  sound  of  foot- 
steps had  ceased  along  the  old  terrace  walk.  Alas  !  the 
memories  it  groaned  under  told  a  very  different  tale* 
Heaps  of  little  feet,  as  well  as  the  parents*,  had  pattered 
on  it  once,  and  the  moss  had  kept  its  place  in  the  grass. 
And  when  the  little  feet  grew  bigger,  and  trod  it  oftener 
and  firmer  still,  the  moss  still  held  back.     Then  by-and- 
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bye  they  dropped  off — one  pair  after  another — till  the 
old  people's  steps  sounded  alone  on  the  gravel,  and  the 
walk  must  be  scraped  from  time  to  time  or  it  would  have 
been  overgrown  and  slippery.  But  now,  though  no  foot 
had  passed  over  it  for  weeks,  neither  master  nor  mistress 
came  to  say  it  must  be  cleaned  ;  the  old  gardener  sat 
whimpering  over  his  pipe  in  the  tool-house,  and  the  moss 
went  on  creeping  over  the  gravel. 

And  the  days  rolled  after  each  other  as  before,  till  one 
came  when  the  front  doors  were  re-opened,  and  life 
seemed  to  break  out  again  on  the  terrace  walk.  A  pro- 
cession was  coming  along,  and  the  footsteps  were  more 
than  firm — they  fell  heavy  on  the  moss  over  which  they 
trod,  as  if  some  burthen  weighed  them  down.  The  moss 
had  covered  the  terrace  walk  quite  over  by  this  time,  and 
made  it  a  pathway  of  tender  green.  There  was  no  groan- 
ing now  from  the  gravel;  the  new  life  and  the  old 
memories  mingled  so  sweetly  together.  The  very  bearers 
noticed  it,  as  they  bent  under  the  coffins  they  carried,  for 
they  felt  to  be  stepping  on  velvet. 

The  procession  was  a  funeral.  They  were  carrying  the 
old  couple  to  their  next  home,  in  the  churchyard  close  by. 
The  two  had  only  been  parted  a  few  days ;  she  went  first, 
he  after ;  and  then  the  house  was  left  desolate  till  new 
owners  should  come. 

There  had  been  crowds  to  see  the  funeral,  of  course. 
Curiosity  and  respect  mingle  on  such  occasions,  and 
people  peered  through  the  gate  or  wandered  about  the 
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grounds.  At  last  came  one  who  stood  gazing  till  he 
could  see  nothing  for  tears.  He  looked  up  at  the  empty 
house  where  he  had  once  had  friends  to  bid  him  welcome, 
then  down  at  the  green  pathway  to  the  grave  over  which 
they  had  passed  for  ever,  and  then  through  the  trees  to 
the  church  beyond :  and  then  he  took  out  his  tablets  and 
wrote. 

It  is  very  odd.  Though  I  believe  he  wrote  a  poem,  I 
cannot  recall  the  words.  But  the  title  at  the  top  I  see 
before  me  yet.  It  was  the  same  the  girl  had  written 
under  the  sketch  :  "  Life  in  Death."  Only  after  it,  as 
the  poet  sat  dreaming,  he  traced  four  capital  letters,  and 
these  were  not  the  same  as  had  been  written  on  the 
sketch,  for  the  four  letters  spelt  **  Hope." 

**  By  your  leave,"  whispered  the  Moss  once  more.  It 
had  made  its  way  this  time  into  the  churchyard,  and  had 
reached  the  foot  of  a  tombstone,  up  which  it  was  begin- 
ning to  creep. 

**  I  belong  to  Death,"  said  the  Tombstone,  haughtily, 
as  he  stood  upright  in  the  cold  light  of  the  moon  ;  and 
the  letters  which  formed  the  record  came  out  dark  on 
the  surface  from  the  shadows  which  fell  within  them.  *'  I 
belong  to  Death,**   he  kept  repeating  all  along. 

But  the  moss  took  no  notice,  and  went  on  creeping. 

"  I  belong  to  Death,"  persisted  the  Tombstone  long 
afterwards,  though  the  winter  had  passed  away,  and  the 
moss  was  beginning  to  show  green  in  a  fresh  spring. 
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What  age  the  stone  was  at  that  time  I  cannot  say.  But 
it  recorded  the  deaths  of  an  old  rector  and  his  wife,  who 
had  only  been  parted  a  few  days.  Weather  beat  upon  it, 
— crawling  things  passed  over  it — lichens  discoloured  it, 
— it  was  very  old  and  grey  ;  but  still  the  moss  crept  on. 
On  and  upwards,  till  it  got  into  the  letters  of  the  record 
where  the  shadows  had  fallen  before. 

"  I  will  cover  them  up,**  it  whispered  softly,  "  and  the 
poor,  good  folks  will  seem  to  be  alive  again :  people  will 
not  know  they  ever  died.'* 

People  knew  and  cared  but  little  about  it ;  but,  from 
time  to  time,  the  churchyard  was  cleaned,  and  the  old 
tombstones  scraped.  Then  they  picked  out  the  moss 
from  the  letters,  and  thought  they  had  done  a  good  deed. 
And  perhaps  they  had.  As  I  said  before,  one  cannot 
allow  sentiment  everywhere.  But  the  clearance  was  never 
complete.  Nature  is  mightier  than  man.  The  seed-dust 
of  the  moss  escaped  their  sight.  *'  I  belong  to  ; 
Death,**  boasted  the  Tombstone  once  more, 
as  he  stood  up,  freshly  cleaned,  ^"'" 
in  the  winter  moonlight,  ,  /Twian 

unconscious  of  the  life 
germs  left  upon  his 
surface.  ^ 

But    with  •^^•,;: 

spring  they 
budded  and 
broke  forth. 
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And  the  days  rolled  after  each  other  as  before,  and 
again  the  record  of  death  was  overgrown.  The  little 
moss  had  not  been  beaten.  Once  again  it  had  filled  the 
letters ;  once  again  it  broke  out  afresh  under  the  touch  of 
a  new  spring. 

"  I  belong  to  Death,"  repeated  the  Tombstone,  but 
very  faintly. 

"And  I  to  Life,"  murmured  the  Moss. 

"  I  like  the  stone  where  the  people's  names  grow  green," 
said  the  children  as  they  passed ;  and  sometimes  they 
went  up  to  it,  and  touched  the  soft  letters  with  their 
fingers,  and  laughed.  Sometimes,  indeed,  they  read  them 
aloud,  and  clapped  their  hands  at  the  mighty  feat.  So 
the  poor  good  folks  were  not  quite  forgotten. 

One  day  came  by  a  new  rector,  and  stopped.  It  was 
early  morning,  and  the  eastern  sunshine  lay  upon  the 
stone — upon  the  stone  and  the  mossy  letters;  and  the 
rector  stood  still  and  read.  A  shower  had  just  fallen 
and  bedewed  them,  and  they  glittered  in  green  and  silver 
before  his  eyes. 

Then  the  rector  went  home  and  wrote  a  sermon  (I 
must  have  seen  it  in  my  dreams,  I  think).  The  super- 
scription was  *'  Life  in  Death,"  and  a  word  in  capital 
letters  followed,  but  it  was  not  the  same  as  either  of 
those  I  had  seen  before.  It  was  blotted  too,  or  I  might 
have  told  you  more  about  it ;  and,  only  that  men  seldom 
cry,  I  could  have  fancied  the  rector  had  given  a  tear  to 
his  ancient  predecessor  before  writing  his  text. 
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Not  because  he  had  known  him,  of  course,  since  the 
dead  man  had  lived  back  into  the  ages.  But  every  one 
sees  his  own  future  when  he  looks  at  a  moss-covered 
tombstone ;  or  may  do  so,  if  he  stops  to  think.  For  those 
who  only  stop  to  stare  there  is  nothing,  certainly,  but  an 
old  stone  and  some  moss.  But  we  are  not  talking  of  such 
people. 

The  text  the  rector  wrote  was,  "  And  now  abideth  faith, 
hope,  charity,  these  three'* ;  not  a  word  more  or  less. 

What  was  said  in  the  sermon  I  cannot  tell.  If  I  ever 
knew,  I  have  forgotten,  as,  alas  !  one  so  often  does.  Each 
person  may  imagine  it,  however,  for  himself.  All  I  can 
remember  are  the  last  words;  those  are  written  on  my 
brain,  I  trust,  for  ever:  ''  Believe th  all  things,  hopeth  all 
things y  endureth  all  things,'' 

Whether  the  new  rector  had  the  old  tombstone  cleared 
of  the  moss  afterwards,  I  often  wonder.  Very  likely  he 
had.  One  cannot  allow  sentiment  everywhere,  you  know, 
as  I  have  said  twice  before  already. 


XDinopeneb  parcels^ 

**  Judge  not  the  play  before  the  play  is  done.*' 

F.  QUARLBS. 

Part  I. 

OH,  the  charm  of  an  unopened  parcel !  and  oh,  for 
childhood's  measureless  faith  in  its  contents  !  I 
do  not  speak  here,  of  course,  of  those  dull  packages  which 
come  to  order,  and  have  a  **  goods  bill  **  as  well  as  **  goods  ** 
inside — so  many  pounds  of  tea,  or  so  many  cheeses  or 
the  like.  But  I  am  thinking  of  those  delightful  parcels — 
/ove-parcehf  let  us  call  them — of  which  no  one  has  too 
many  in  his  life-time  ;  which  come  to  us  fresh  from  the 
kind  hands  that  have  both  furnished  and  packed  them. 
There  are  the  **  Old  Home  Parcels  *'  of  one's  infancy,  and 
are  dear  to  children  as  a  colonist's  parcels  are  to  him. 
For  at  the  old  home  live  all  that  are  left  of  the  older 
generation,  and  among  them  there  is  sure  to  be  some  one 
— a  grandmother,  an  uncle,  or  an  aunt — who  knows  the 
turns  of  each  little  heart  in  the  distant  younger  house- 
hold ;  and  has  listened  to  all  manner  of  small  confidences 
about  likes  and  dislikes,  and  what  every  child  would  do 
and  have,  if  it  but  could. 
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So  when  papa  shouts  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  **  A  par- 
cel from  the  old  home,  dears !  "  the  rush  of  ecstasy  that 
follows  is  overpowering.  No  one  can  get  down  the  stairs 
half  fast  enough,  and  yet  they  keep  chattering  all  the 
way  as  they  run,  and  all  at  once,  so  that  there  is  nobody 
left  to  listen  but  the  nursemaid,  who  is  following  with  the 
youngest  in  her  arms ;  and  she,  I  am  sure,  would  not 
allow  she  had  heard  a  single  word,  through  the  hubbub 
of  so  many  tongues.  Nevertheless,  they  have  talked  to 
some  purpose  ;  all  being  persuaded  that  the  thing  they 
most  wished  for  in  the  world  has  come  in  that  parcel ; 
only  they  probably  change  their  minds  as  to  what  that 
particular  thing  is,  at  every  turn  of  the  staircase  ;  so  that 
there  would  be  some  difficulty  in  discovering  what  they 
really  expected  by  the  time  they  get  to  the  bottom.  For, 
supposing  the  nursery  to  be  high  up  in  the  house,  and 
there  to  be  four  flights  of  stairs  down  to  the  drawing- 
room,  each  child  would  have  guessed  four  different  de- 
lightful things  as  part  of  the  contents:  and  when  you 
come  to  think  of  a  family  of  six  or  eight  children,  you  must 
admit  it  must  be  a  very  big  parcel  to  satisfy  them  all. 

Not  necessarily,  however.  There  it  stands,  unopened, 
in  the  centre  of  the  large  round  table,  as  the  children 
enter  the  drawing-room  with  bated  breath.  Papa  stand- 
ing in  front — for  he  always  opened  the  parcels — mamma 
not  far  off,  ready  to  unpack  it  when  opened  ;  not  a  string 
touched  yet,  and  the  direction  staring  in  the  face  of  all 
who  can  read  : — 
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The  Masters  and  Misses 


Somewhere  Villa, 

Some  County, 

England, 

I  call  this  a  beautiful  sight.  Others  may  fancy  that  the 
children  must  be  greedy  or  covetous  because  they  fix 
their  eyes  so  longingly  on  the  unopened  parcel,  and 
handle  it  so  carefully  as  they  make  a  few  vain  efforts  to 
act  on  the  **  waste  not,  want  not  *'  principle,  by  untying 
the  knots  of  the  string.  But  to  me  the  recollection  of 
the  scene  brings  quite  a  different  train  of  thought,  and 
makes  me  wish,  in  the  depths  of  my  heart,  that  we  grown- 
up people  could  retain  childhood's  reliance  in  unopened 
parcels.  For  look  you  how  the  matter  always  ended. 
Not  once  in  a  hundred  times  did  any  one  of  the  children 
find  inside  the  parcel  any  one  of  the  four  different  things 
they  most  wished  for  in  the  world  on  the  four  different 
flights  of  stairs;  and  yet  not  once  in  a  hundred  times  did 
any  one  of  them  express  dissatisfaction  or  feel  it.  No  ; 
they  took  what  actually  came,  as  a  thousand  times  better 
than  anything  they  could  possibly  have  thought  of — as  no 
doubt  it  was  ;  for,  besides  knowing  what  the  children 
fancied  they  should  like,  the  grandmother,  or  whoever  it 
might  be,  had  a  sort  of  witch-like  insight  as  to  what 
would  amuse  them  longest  and  best.  And  this  the  chil- 
dren got  to  feel  by  degrees,  and  so  always  laid  aside  their 
fancies  in  favour  of  grandmamma's  reality. 
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I,  however,  made  the  hundredth  exception  once  in 
my  life.  For  once  I  lost  my  faith,  and  you  shall  hear 
how. 

The  old  home  parcels  contained  heaps  of  lesser  parcels 
inside ;  each  of  which  had  its  outside  paper  neatly  tied 
round  with  string,  and  duly  addressed  with  the  name,  in 
full,  of  the  child  for  whom  it  was  intended  ;  and  of  these 
there  were  often  two  or  three  a-piece.  On  one  occasion 
a  great  many  other  parcels  had  been  taken  out  before  one 
came  for  me.  At  last  my  mother,  who,  as  I  said  before, 
always  managed  the  unpacking,  called  out  in  a  clear  voice, 

"  *  Miss  Honoria  Eleanor .*     Here,  Honor,  dear,  this 

is  for  you.'* 

It  was  a  small,  roundish  little  packet,  and  I  took  it  to 
a  stool  by  the  fire,  and  sat  down  to  open  and  enjoy  it. 
Then  I  broke  the  seal,  unfastened  the  string,  and  removed 
the  paper  from — a  common  walnut  !  unless  my  eyes  de- 
ceived me.  I  had  waited  some  time  for  my  turn,  and 
now,  for  once  in  my  life  on  such  an  occasion,  was  disap- 
pointed. I  did  not  speak,  however,  but  a  silence  so  un- 
usual— we  all  being  in  the  habit  of  shouting  over  our 
gifts,  much  as  lions  roar  over  their  food — attracted  my 
father's  attention,  who,  seated  in  his  chair,  on  the  other 
side  of  the  rug,  was  reading  the  newspaper.  He  looked 
over  the  top  of  this  now,  and  asked,  **  Honor,  what 
is  it?" 

"  Only  a  walnut,  papa,"  said  I,  as  indifferently  as  I 
could,    though    ready   to  cry  all  the    time.     "  You  may 
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have  it,  if  you  like/'  I  added,  crossing  the  rug,  and  offer- 
ing it  to  him.     **  I  will  go  and  fetch  the  crackers.*' 

You  see,  I  wanted  to  get  out  of  the  room,  for  then,  at 
any  rate,  I  could  have  cried  or  stamped  a  little  without 
being  observed.  But  my  father,  who  had  dropped  his 
newspaper  when  he  took  the  walnut  from  my  hand,  now 
laid  hold  of  me  round  the  waist  with  the  other  arm,  and 
drew  me  towards  him.  I  felt  a  dread  of  being  looked  at, 
but  my  father  would  look.  Nay,  he  set  me  right  before 
him,  and  gazed  full  into  my  eyes.  It  was  too  much. 
They  filled  at  once  with  tears,  and  I  felt  my  lips  trem- 
bling with  distress. 

Still  my  father  only  smiled.  **  Little  Honor,*'  said  he, 
in  a  whisper, "you  are  too  impatient.  You  have  not  half 
opened  your  parcel  yet.** 

The  paper  in  which  the  walnut  had  been  wrapped  was 
lying  on  the  floor.  I  picked  it  up  and  held  it  before  him 
inside  and  out,  to  show  him  his  mistake.  I  should  have 
said,  "  I  liave  opened  it  quite,  papa,**  if  I  had  been  able  to 
speak  at  all. 

"  Oh,  nonsense !  '*  papa  went  on,  but  still  with  a  smile; 
"  that  's  only  the  outside  paper,  child  !  Listen,  little 
Honor,  your  parcel  is  still  unopened — do  you  hear  ?  Take 
it  back;  look  at  it  for  yourself.'* 

I  took  it  from  his  hand  and  sat  down,  and  I  turned  the 
walnut  round  and  round,  and  looked  at  it,  but  only  as  one 
looks  at  things  from  which  one  expects  nothing,  and  dis- 
likes the  sight  of.     My  eyes  merely  wandered  over  it. 
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that  is  to  say ;  all  my  heart  and  attention  were  given  to 
the  one  thought,  "  Why  had  grandmamma  been  so  cruel 
as  to  send  me  only  a  walnut  ?  " 

"  Honor,"  said  my  father,  peeping  at  me  over  the  news- 
paper once  more,  "  unopened  parcels  must  be  examined, 
if  people  want  to  know  what  is  inside  them.** 

"  I  will  fetch  the  crackers  then,"  said  I,  pettishly. 

•*  Crackers  are  not  needed,**  remarked  my  father. 
**  Make  your  eyes  see  what  they  are  looking  at, 
Honor.** 

Now  I  knew  my  father  never  spoke  without  a  meaning, 
and  began  to  wonder  if  there  was  more  in  the  walnut 
than  I  had  thought.  And  so,  at  last,  I  really  looked,  and 
soon  detected  that  the  walnut-shell  must  have  been 
opened  before,  for  in  two  or  three  places  where  the  sides 
met,  I  could  have  got  in  the  point  of  a  pin  between  them. 
A  little  effort  soon  separated  them,  and  there,  behold ! 
within  the  convolutions  of  each  half  of  the  shell  lay,  not 
the  crisp  kernel  I  knew  so  well,  but  white  leather  neatly 
tucked  in.  I  laid  hold  of  a  little  corner  bit,  and  pulled 
out  an  exquisitely  soft  fine  French  kid  glove,  ornamented 
with  starry  spots. 

Oh,  the  shame  that  mixed  with  the  joy  of  that  moment ! 
I  ran  across  the  rug,  hid  my  face  against  my  father,  and 
cried.  I  begged  his  pardon,  and  grandmamma's  too  ;  but 
my  father  would  only  laugh.  **  Only  mind.  Honor,**  said 
he,  **  that  you  never  again  distrust  an  unopened  parcel, 
when    you    know    the    hand    it    comes    from.**     And    I 
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promised  I  never  would  ;  for  in  one's  youth  one  does 
not  know  how  hard  some  promises  are  to  keep. 

But  this  was  not  all.  When,  according  to  custom,  we 
had  taken  nurse  lur  parcel  (grandmamma  forgot  nobody), 
and  had  shown  her  our  own,  the  one  she  was  most  of  all 
struck  with  was  my  glove-walnut.  Toys  and  books  of 
every  conceivable  sort,  size,  and  beauty  she  had  seen 
again  and  again ;  but,  as  it  so  happened,  a  walnut  with 
gloves  inside  never  !  She  put  on  her  spectacles  to 
examine  it,  and  her  exclamations  were  endless. 

"  It  *s  wonderful.  Miss,  it  's  wonderful !  If  it  was  n't 
that  seeing  is  believing,  I  could  n*t  believe  it, — I  really 
could  n't !  '*  My  respect  for  the  gloves  and  the  walnut 
rose  higher  and  higher.  I  sat  with  it  on  my  lap  all  tea- 
time,  and  when  I  went  to  kiss  my  father  at  night,  I  had  it 
still  in  my  hand. 

"  That 's  right,**  said  he ;  **  you  will  never  forget  that 
walnut  as  long  as  you  live.  Honor.** 

As  I  listened,  I  opened  it  out  before  him,  to  give  him 
a  last  peep  at  its  contents.  **  It  *s  wonderful,  papa,  is  n't 
it?  quite  wonderful !  **  exclaimed  I,  rather  proud  of  enter- 
ing into  nurse*s  grown-up  feelings. 

**  Wonderful?  H'm  !  **  murmured  he;  **  not  half  as 
wonderful  as  when  the  walnut  was  inside,  Honor.*'  He 
said  this  rather  oddly,  I  thought.  But  I  concluded  he 
was  joking,  so  I  laughed  myself. 

**  The  idea  of  the  wonderfulness  of  a  common  walnut 
which  one  eats  !  **  cried  I. 
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"  Its  being  common  and  your  eating  it,  does  not  pre- 
vent its  being  wonderful,  little  Honor,**  was  his  reply; 
"there  are  many  unopened  parcels  in  the  world  to  tell 
you  that,  if  you  do  but  look  into  them.  There,  go  to 
sleep  now,  and  dream  of  what  they  can  possibly  be !  ** 

I  think  I  never  went  to  bed  so  much  puzzled  before. 


Part  II. 

AN  evening  or  two  afterwards  I  went  down  to  the 
library  in  the  "gloaming**  for  a  book.  It  was  on 
the  table  by  the  fireplace,  and  when  I  got  there,  I  saw 
my  father  in  his  arm-chair,  sitting  alone,  looking  into  the 
firelight.  As  was  our  wont  in  those  happy  days,  when 
we  had  yet  a  father — king  and  priest — to  look  up  to,  I 
went  up  to  him  and  kissed  his  forehead.  He  took  my 
hand  in  his,  but  still  sat  looking  into  the  fire. 

Then  a  sudden  thought  struck  me.  "  Papa,**  said  I, 
"don*t  you  think  you  could  tell  me  something  about 
those  other  unopened  parcels  you  talked  about  ?  I  *ve 
so  often  wondered  what  they  were.** 

"  To  be  sure !  **  cried  he,  rousing  up  completely.  "  Sit 
down.  Honor,  and  I  will  count  up  a  dozen  at  once.** 

I  was  on  the  stool  at  his  feet  instantly,  my  hand  still  in 
his. 

"  To  begin  with,*'  pursued  he,  "  there  is  arithmetic, 
which  I  heard  you   abusing  so  angrily  this  morning,  for 
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being  as  useless  to  young  ladies  as — let  me  see — as  grand- 
mamma's walnut/* 

**  Oh,  papa !  **  I  exclaimed.  I  said  not  a  word  more, 
but,  no  doubt,  my  voice  sounded  very  doleful.  I  had 
argued  hotly  with  my  governess  that  morning  that  it  was 
a  great  waste  of  time  for  me  to  learn  arithmetic,  "  as  I 
was  not  going  to  be  a  shop-girl." 

**  Never  mind,  Honor,**  said  my  father,  "  sit  still  and  be 
happy  ;  we  won*t  mention  arithmetic  again  as  you  dislike 
it  so  much,  though  for  my  own  part  I  own  I  feel  an  in- 
terest in  the  faculty  which  is  supposed  to  distinguish  a 
man  from  his  dog — the  faculty  of  calculatioUy  I  mean.** 

**  How,  papa?**  I  asked,  for  I  did  not  half  understand 
what  he  meant,  only  as  I  was  very  fond  of  animals,  and 
of  dogs  particularly,  I  wanted  to  do  so  if  I  could. 

**  Coleridge **  began  my  father ;  but  then  he  stopped, 

and  looked  inquiringly  at  me. 

**  Yes,  papa,  I  do  know  that !  **  I  answered,  triumphantly. 
"  Coleridge  is  the  man  who  wrote  the  'Ancient  Mariner.* " 

It  was  my  favourite  poem,  and  I  knew  a  great  deal  of 
it  by  heart. 

**  Very  good,**  said  my  father  ;  "  well,  then,  Coleridge, 
who,  as  you  know  from  the  poem,  loved  animals  as  dearly 
as  you  do,  tells  a  story  he  had  heard  of  a  dog  who  lost 
his  master,  and,  after  tracing  him  down  a  certain  lane, 
came  at  last  to  a  place  where  four  roads  met.  The  state- 
ment was  that  the  dog  hereupon  put  his  nose  to  the 
ground,  and  snuffed  two  of  the  three  roads  he  had  come 
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up  to,  but  not  finding  his  master's  track  on  either,  dashed 
-down  the  third  road  without  examination.** 

This  raised  my  interest  completely.  **  Did  he  really y 
papa?"  I  asked,  almost  interrupting  him. 

"  That  is  the  very  point  in  dispute,**  said  my  father. 
^'  Coleridge  thought  not.  The  dog  had  certainly  not 
learnt  his  substraction  table,  you  know,  Honor — happy 
-dog !  eh  ? — and  therefore  could  not  know  from  it  that 
when  you  take  three  from  four  only  one  remains.** 

My  father  paused  till  I  said,  **  I  don*t  understand,  papa.** 

"  Well,  Honor,**  replied  he,  "  don*t  you  see  there  was 
first  the  road  along  which  the  dog  had  traced  his  master ; 
then  the  two  roads  at  which  he  snuffed  where  his  master 
had  not  been.  Take  these  three  from  the  four  and  you 
perceive  there  was  only  one  road  left,  which  the  master 
could  have  gone.  Because,  take  three  from  four  and  but 
one  remains.     You  do  perceive  that,  don*t  you  ?  '* 

**  Yes,  papa.** 

**  But  the  question  is  whether  the  dog  perceived  it — 
whether  he  calculated  as  you  and  I  have  done  who  have 
learnt  or  are  learning  our  substraction  table.  Coleridge 
says  not.  He  says,  either  the  story  must  have  been  un- 
true, or  a  breeze  brought  the  master's  track  down  the 
fourth  road  to  the  dog's  nose  without  giving  him  the 
trouble  of  stooping  to  snuff — anything,  in  short,  rather 
than  believe  the  almost  miraculous  fact  that  even  the 
most  sagacious  of  all  animals  could  have  calculated  arith- 
metically— take  three  from  four  and  one  remains'' 
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"  What  do  you  think,  papa  ?  "  was  my  next  idea, 

'*A11  manner  of  things  at  different  times/'  said  he,, 
smiling.  ''  Dogs  calculate  practically  though  not  arith- 
metically ;  and  I  have  come  at  last  to  the  belief  that  it 
is  not  possible  to  lay  down  definitions  between  reason 
and  instinct.  The  absence  of  the  power  of  communica- 
ting by  speech  and  writing  is  hardly  sufficiently  con« 
sidered  by  philosophers.  But  certainly  animals  who 
cannot  be  taught  their  arithmetic  tables  cannot  rank  as 
high  among  reasonable  beings  as  those  who  are  able  to 
exercise  that  noble  and  important " 

*'  That  will  do,  papa,'*  cried  I,  jumping  up,  and  laying 
my  hand  over  his  mouth,  for  I  saw  a  smile  coming  into 
the  comers  of  his  lips  as  he  said  "  noble  and  important  " 
in  very  sonorous  tones.  "  That  will  do,  papa.  You  said 
you  would  n't  say  a  word  more  about  that  nasty  arith- 
metic, and  here  you  Ve  brought  it  all  back  again  through 
the  dog!" 

"  Well,  if  I  was  to  begin  with  a  ship  I  could  n't  help 
doing  the  same  thing.  Honor." 

Once  more  I  felt  curious  but  scarcely  liked  to  own  it. 

**  We  should  never  hear  again  from  your  uncle  at  sea,, 
you  know,  if  the  Queen  passed  an  Act  of  Parliament  for- 
bidding the  use  of  nasty  arithmetic  to  her  loving  sub- 
jects. No  more  cockatoos,  no  more  stories  of  monkeys, 
no  more  fans,  no  more  edible  birds'-nests " 

"  Oh,  don't  papa,  please  !  "  cried  I ;  "  besides,  surely 
ships  could  go  sailing  on  still." 
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"  Ay,  sailing  on,  child/*  mused  her  father,  "  sailing  on 
without  knowing  whither — without  a  compass,  without  a 
chart,  without  any  use  from  sun  and  stars — sailing  on — 
say  drifting  rather,  to  certain  destruction,  from  accidents 
or  starvation.  Is  it  possible  you  don't  know,  Honor,  that 
ships  are  guided  over  the  trackless  oceans  by  that  very 
faculty  of  calculation  we  have  been  talking  about  ?  It  is 
by  a  cumulative  set  of  such  little  simple  propositions  as 
take  three  from  four  and  one  remains,  add  two  and  two 
together  and  they  make  four,  that  men  make  their  way 
over  the  literally  pathless  water,  as  if  it  were  mapped  out 
for  them  (ay,  and  they  make  maps  of  it  afterwards) ; 
calculate  how  far  they  have  come  in  so  many  hours,  and 
which  way  they  have  come,  the  mysterious  magnet  assist- 
ing them ;  and  so  judge  again  which  way  to  steer.  And 
thus  come  trade  and  civilisation  and  the  power  of  travel- 
ling and  seeing  the  wonders  of  the  world.  Have  I  not 
sometimes  heard  a  little  girl  named  Honoria  say  she 
hoped  she  might  see  many  foreign  countries  before  she 
died?  not  to  speak  of  an  albatross  like  that  which  the 
miserable  ancient  mariner  shot.** 

"  Oh,  yes !  and  I  do  hope  so  !  **  exclaimed  I. 

"  Well,  then,  when  you  are  on  board  your  first  ship. 
Honor,  ofiF  on  your  first  voyage,  say  to  yourself  in 
memory  of  this  conversation,  *I  have  to  thank  nasty 
arithmetic  for  this  privilege  * :  not  arithmetic  only,  of 
course,  dear ;  but  unless  there  were  good  little  boys  in 
the  world  to  learn  that  two  and  two  make  four,  you 
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could  certainly  not  be  enjoying  the  pleasures  of  a  sea- 
voyage." 

'*  I  *m  so  sorry,  papa !  "  cried  I.  "  I  will  never  call  it 
nasty  again ! " 

"  Don't,  Honor,**  answered  he,  laying  his  hand  on  my 
head  and  stroking  my  hair.  "  Every  power  of  this  dear 
little  noddle  comes  from  above  and  was  not  given  to  lie 
dormant  and  unused.  And  all  the  different  sorts  of 
learning  and  information  we  are  trying  to  pack  into 
its  chambers  while  memory  is  young  and  vigorous, 
are  by  no  means  so  many  modes  of  torture  devised 
for  the  particular  annoyance  of  children,  but,  on  the  con- 
trary, so  many  *  unopened  parcels,*  the  contents  of 
which  will  one  day  be  the  delight  of  their  possessors, 
however  little  they  may  believe  this  till  the  time  comes 
when  the  strings  are  untied.  When  that  will  be  in  any 
particular  case  no  one  can  tell,  as  no  one  can  foresee  the 
circumstances  of  his  future  life.  Some  of  the  parcels  may 
not  be  wanted  for  years — others  never — some  directly — 
almost  as  soon  as  stowed  away.  French  verbs,  geogra- 
phy, history — every  one  of  these  horrors  may  be  wanted 
and  called  out  in  turn :  and  all  that  parents  can  do  is  to 
get  as  many  such  valuable  parcels  stowed  away  in  a 
child's  brain  as  the  child  can  be  persuaded  to  admit.  Ah, 
Honor !  some  the  children  are  apt  to  think  most  useless 
and  uninteresting  of  all,  because  most  difficult  of  com- 
prehension, may  one  day  prove  to  them  the  greatest 
treasures   of   all — *  fountains   of   living  waters  '  '* ;     con- 
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tinued  my  father,  lowering  his  voice.  '*  *  springing  up  to 
everlasting  life.*  *' 

"  Papa/*  said  I,  '*  I  guess  what  you  mean  :  things  like  the 
Church  Catechism,  which  one  cannot  understand ** 

"  The  Catechism  is  a  special  instance,  I  think,**  said 
my  father.  "  But  you  speak  vaguely  when  you  say  you 
cannot  understand  it.  Not  all  of  it,  of  course,  for,  like 
most  good  things,  its  meaning  opens  more  and  more 
upon  one  as  one's  own  experience  ripens;  but  a  great 
part  of  it  is  intelligible  to  any  attentive  child,  who  can 
learn  it  by  heart  and  listen  to  an  explanation.  But 
whether  understood  or  not  at  the  time,  my  cry  will 
always  be.  Learn  it  by  heart.  The  parcel  will  open  some 
day.     I  can  tell  you  a  story  in  point.'* 

I  was  pleased  at  the  prospect  of  a  story  of  any  kind, 
and  my  father  began.  He  told  of  an  old  man  he  had 
once  known,  on  the  verge  of  eighty,  and  nearly  blind, 
who  had  been  a  church-goer  all  his  life,  and  even  teacher 
at  a  Sunday  School  in  his  day,  but  from  mistaken  scruples 
had  stayed  away  from  the  holiest  of  all  rites,  the  one  as 
specially  ordained  as  baptism — the  Sacrament  of  the 
Lord's  Supper.  This  old  man,  "John**  by  name,  went 
up  to  his  clergyman  one  day  after  morning  service  was 
over,  and  announced  that  he  should  like  to  come  next 
Sunday  to  the  Holy  Communion,  if  he  might.  But  would 
the  clergyman  be  so  good  as  to  tell  him  what  to  do,  he 
was  so  afraid  of  coming  unworthily,  or  of  doing  wrong, 
and  so  making  himself  worse  ? 
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"  I  see  the  old  man  now,"  said  my  father,  "  as  he  stood 
in  his  Welsh  wig  before  the  clergyman,  lifting  very  nearly 
sightless  eyes  to  where  he  thought  his  pastor's  face  might 
be.  And  what  do  you  think  the  clergyman  did,  Honor? 
He  had  not  been  in  the  place  long,  so  he  knew  but  little 
of  the  old  man  personally,  and  he  might  have  said,  *  Come 
to  my  house  and  tell  me  all  about  yourself,  and  your  past 
life,  and  I  will  explain  the  responsibilities  you  incur  by 
approaching  the  Lord's  Table  * ;  and  the  two  might  have 
met  there  accordingly,  and  argued  up  and  down  the  mys- 
terious question  of  fitness  and  spiritual  condition,  till  the 
one  was  helplessly  confused  and  the  other  disappointed 
at  the  impossibility  of  getting  an  old  man  of  eighty  to 
follow  a  train  of  thought.  But  no  !  a  better  way  suggested 
itself  to  the  clergyman. 

"  *  John,*  said  he,  *  you  know  your  Catechism  ?  ' 

**  *  Known  it,  sir,  boy  and  man,  these  seventy  years,* 
said  old  John. 

"'Listen  then,  John.  What  is  required  of  them  who 
come  to  tJie  Lord's  Supper  f  * 

"  John  lifted  even  his  Welsh  cap  off  his  bald  pate,  and 
answered  at  once  : — *  To  examine  themselves,  whether  they 
repent  them  truly  of  tluir  former  sins,  stedfastly  purposing 
to  lead  a  new  life ;  have  a  lively  faith  in  God's  mercy 
through  Christ,  with  a  t /tank ful  remembrance  of  his  death  ; 
and  be  in  cliarity  with  all  men' 

"  The  parcel  had  been  shut  up  a  long  time  useless, 
Honor,  but  it  came  open  at  last.     Old  John  went  home 
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"Without  a  misgiving.  He  could  say  *  Amen  *  heartily  to 
all  tliose  requirements;  and  not  a  bishop  in  the  land 
could  tell  him  more  was  necessary.  He  came  to  the 
Lord's  Supper  the  next  Sunday,  and  continued  an  habitual 
communicant  till  he  died/* 

I  did  not  speak,  for  although  I  thought  it  an  interest- 
ing story  about  old  John,  I  could  not  all  at  once  reconcile 
myself  to  the  thought  of  those  tedious  answers  in  the 
Catechism  that  had  so  long  been  my  Sunday's  dread. 

My  father  broke  the  silence. 

"And  there  are  yet  other  unopened  parcels,  Honor; 
but  I  do  not  like  to  say  too  much  about  them.  Only 
this.  As  I  talk  to  you  now,  so  I  was  once  talked  to  my- 
self ;  but  I  was  impatient,  more  so  than  you,  my  child,  a 
thousand  times  ;  and  it  was  not  till  the  hand  of  death 
came  between  me  and  my  poor  mother  that  I  thought 
seriously  of  anything  she  had  said.  I  loved  her,  however, 
and  my  grief  was  almost  indignation,  it  was  so  stormy. 
That  was  a  dark,  heavy  burden,  Honor,  but  it  opened  at 
last  into  light.  My  bitter  regret  for  past  indifference 
helped  it  to  do  so,  perhaps.  I  taxed  my  memor>'  to  re- 
call what  I  could  never  hear  again.  I  got  up  many  a  time 
in  the  night  to  put  down  on  paper  any  words  which  occurred 
suddenly  to  my  mind  ;  and  much  that  I  have  said  to  you  is 
but  an  echo  of  those  old  memories.  And  thus  you  see, 
Honor,  the  words  of  the  poet  are  no  fiction.  And  it  is  pos- 
sible, that 

*  Men  may  rise  on  stepping-stones 
Of  their  dead  selves  to  higher  things  ;  * 
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that  even  a  fault  repented  of  may  lead  us  to  a  deeper 
feeling  of  right  and  wrong  than  we  had  before." 

"  Do  you  really  think  so,  papa  ?  "  I  asked  ;  for  the  doc- 
trine  seemed  to  me  rather  different  from  the  tendency  of 
many  pretty  story-books  I  had  read. 

"  I  hope  so,  at  any  rate,  Honor,"  said  my  father ;  "  but 
it  is  too  large  a  subject  to  begin  now.  We  have  sat  the 
fire  out.     Let  us  go  up  to  mamma  to  tea." 

**  After  all,  there  is  one  thing  you  have  not  explained 
papa,"  said  I,  breaking  a  silence  just  before  bidding  good- 
night. "  When  I  called  the  walnut-shell  with  the  gloves 
inside  *  wonderful '  the  first  night,  you  said,  *  H'm  !  not 
so  wonderful  as  when  the  walnut  was  there.*  Do  you 
remember  ?  " 

My  father  smiled.  "  If  that  puzzles  you.  Honor,  bring 
me  a  walnut.     We  had  some  at  dessert." 

I  did  so,  and,  after  splitting  it  neatly  in  two,  he  showed 
me  the  tiny  pear-shaped  germ  lying  in  a  tiny  hollow  be- 
tween the  two  halves  at  the  lower  end. 

**  If  I  were  to  tell  you  that  every  time  you  eat  a  com- 
mon walnut  you  eat  a  walnut-tree  complete,  you  would 
laugh  at  me,  I  suppose,  Honor;  and  yet  you  eat  what 
might  have  been  a  walnut-tree,  had  you  not  interfered. 
Yes !  there  is  in  that  tiny  germ  all  the  specific  walnut- 
tree  materials,  wanting  nothing  to  bring  their  life  into 
activity,  but  common  earth,  common  water,  common  air, 
and  common  sunshine — things,  all  of  them,   so  common 
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that  we  do  not  trouble  ourselves  to  ask  what  they  do  for 
us ;  and  yet  they  effect  what  we  should  call  miracles,  were 
they  not  so  common !  So  in  their  hands  that  minikin 
germ  would  develop  into  a  big  tree — ay,  and  a  walnut- 
tree,  and  no  other  sort — its  bark,  its  wood,  its  leaves,  its 
sap,  its  flowers,  its  fruit,  the  seed  within  itself  after  its 
kind.  What  do  you  say  now?  Remember  this  when 
you  are  inclined  to  talk  of  the  common  walnut  one  eats 
as  if  it  was  commonplace,  and  grow  rapturous  over  the 
little  bit  of  human  ingenuity  displayed  in  stuffing  a  very 
soft  piece  of  leather  neatly  into  the  convolutions  of  an 
empty  walnut-shell. — I  wonder,  by  the  way,  Honor,  how 
many  walnut-trees  you  have  eaten  up  in  the  course  of 
your  short  life !  " 

The  abrupt  joke  seemed  to  lighten  the  seriousness  of 
my  surprise,  and  my  father  concluded  with  a  farewell 
kiss :  **  These  germs  are  among  the  thousands  of  un- 
opened parcels  in  the  natural  world,  and  they  shadow  out 
the  others ! " 

Part  III. 

TWO  years !  it  sounds  like  a  long  time  to  write  of, 
but  oh,  how  soon  it  slips  away  when  the  little 
daily  details  of  life  go  on  uninterrupted  by  any  startling 
joy  or  sorrow ! 

Yes ;  it  was  really  two  years  before  my  father  and  I 
spoke  again  on  the  subject  of  our  last  conversation,  and 
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yet  when  we  did,  it  came  back  upon  me  like  a  recollection 
of  yesterday. 

We  had  had  a  few  more  words  about  it  the  very  next 
morning,  it  is  true,  but  I  do  not  call  that  conversation.  I 
was  running  through  the  hall  after  lessons,  with  a  flower- 
pot in  one  hand,  and  a  rake  in  the  other,  when  the 
library-door  opened,  and  my  father's  voice  called  me  in. 

I  felt  in  a  terrible  hurry,  and  he  saw  it,  but  laid  a  hand 
on  each  of  my  shoulders  to  enforce  attention. 

"One  moment.  Honor,**  said  he;  "just  this  one!  I 
have  been  half  afraid  that  I  puzzled  you  last  night,  and 
made  you  suppose  I  thought  it  almost  better  to  have 
done  wrong,  if  one  only  repented,  than  to  have  '  kept  in- 
nocency.*  Never  as  long  as  you  live  think  that,  my  child. 
I  never  meant  it.** 

"  No,  papa,**  was  all  I  could  answer. 

**  Only,**  he  continued,  "  to  human  beings  who  are  liable 
to  sin  every  day  of  their  lives  it  is  a  comfort  unspeakable 
to  believe  that  even  that  evil  may  be  turned  to  good ; 
that  sin  really  repented  of  and  borne  in  our  minds  as  a 
warning  may  make  us  more  specially  watchful  on  that 
special  point  than  we  might  otherwise  have  been.  That 
is  all,  and  it  is  a  great  deal,  but  I  hope  you  did  not  think 
I  meant  more  than  that.** 

**  Papa,  I  don*t  think  I  thought  much  about  it  at  all 
afterwards,**  was  my  lucid  reply  to  this  appeal,  as  he  has 
often  since  told  me. 

He  said,  "Quite  right.  Honor,**  at  the  time, and  smiled. 
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and  bade  me  go  and  murder  my  bulbs  as  fast  as  I  pleased. 
Whereupon  I  protested,  and  he  went  on  to  assure  me 
that  Lord  Mayor's  day,  November  9,  was  the  only  proper 
day  in  the  year  for  the  setting  of  bulbs,  and  if  I  persisted 
in  putting  them  in  the  ground  several  weeks  earlier — 
well,  he  would  not  be  answerable  for  the  consequences. 

Now  papa  was  no  gardener,  as  we  all  knew,  and  his 
giving  his  opinion  at  all  about  tulips  and  crocuses  made 
me  laugh.  Besides,  I  could  n*t  think  what  the  Lord 
Mayor's  Show  could  have  to  do  with  our  flowers,  and 
said  so.  But  when  I  rested  my  flower-pot  on  a  chair  to 
hear  his  answer,  he  would  give  no  explanation  of  the  how 
and  the  why,  only  repeated  that  it  was  so :  he  did  n't 
know  the  inside  of  all  the  unopened  parcels  in  the  world, 
he  said.  On  which  I  laughed  again,  and  ran  away  to  my 
garden  and  its  easier  thoughts. 

Two  years  later  grandmamma's  parcel  contained  for  me 
a  copy  of  Longfellow's  poems,  and  before  many  days 
were  over  I  had  come  across  his  "  Ladder  of  St.  Augus- 
tine," and  the  old  memories  revived  as  fresh  in  my  mind 
as  a  Californian  rock  rose  in  water: — the  walnut — the 
long  evening  with  my  father — his  warning  the  following 
day. 

I  ran  down-stairs  to  my  happy  haunt,  the  library,  and 
rushed  in  regardless  of  ceremony.  "  Do  you  remember, 
papa?"  I  cried,  proud  to  remember  so  well  myself,  and 
pointed  triumphantly  to  the  open  page  of  the  book — 
**  there  's  something  about  it  here,  too  "  ;  saying  which  I 
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pushed  the  volume  into  his  hand.  He  took  it  and  read, 
and  as  he  did  so  a  strange  feeling  seized  me  of  how  near 
the  distant  past,  of  which  I  had  not  thought  for  so  long, 
had  come  to  the  present.  It  was  like  having  that  other 
evening  over  again,  only  I  was  conscious  of  understanding 
so  much  better  and  caring  so  much  more  now.  Certainly 
I  had  not  grown  into  my  teens  without  a  change.  But  I 
sat  on  the  same  seat,  in  the  same  place,  and  the  same 
voice  spoke  at  my  side : 

"  This  is  the  true  elixir  of  hope  for  poor,  weak  humanity. 
Honor,  if  one  could  but  administer  it  where  it  is  needed. 
Men  need  to  be  saved  from  self-contempt  as  well  as  guilt, 
or  they  easily  drop  from  fallibility  to  recklessness ;  and  no 
argument  could  be  so  effectual  as  this — that  sin  repented 
of  may  be  the  stepping-stone  to  a  more  stable  holiness 
that  the  untried  innocence  even  of  another  Adam,  were 
that  to  be  had.  May  be  is  all  I  dare  to  say,  remember. 
Whether  it  shall  be  rests  with  each  individual  himself.  It 
is  a  great  truth,  and  I  wish  I  could  spread  faith  in  it  to 
the  four  quarters  of  the  globe — 

•  That  men  may  rise  on  stepping-stones 
Of  their  dead  selves  to  higher  things.' 

And  those  are  the  words  which  state  it  most  forcibly  to  my 
mind,  besides  being  intimately  connected  with  a  very 
interesting  case  which  I  should  like  to  tell  you  about." 
I  edged  my  stool  closer  than  ever  to  my  father,  and  he 
began : — 
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"  When  I  was  a  boy  at  school  my  life  was  saved  by  a 
lad  a  year  older  than  myself,  and  far  out  of  reach  of  my 
acquaintance  in  school.  A  party  of  us  were  out  bathing, 
and  I  had  sillily  struck  out  beyond  our  appointed  bounds 
— to  peep  round  a  rock  or  some  such  nonsense — when 
an  unexpected  current  carried  me  away.  I  battled  against 
it  as  long  as  I  could  alone,  for  I  was  ashamed  to  call  for 
help ;  but  presently  cramp  seized  me,  and  then,  as  you 
may  suppose,  I  shouted  pretty  lustily.  No  one  had 
noticed  my  disappearance,  and  they  had  some  difficulty 
at  first  in  finding  out  where  the  cry  came  from ;  but  at 
last  the  lad  I  speak  of  saw  me,  and  swam  at  once  to  my 
rescue.  Before  he  could  reach  me  I  was  almost  exhausted, 
and  yet  there  is  no  image  more  vividly  pictured  on  my 
brain  even  now  than  that  of  his  face  as  I  saw  it  in  that 
supreme  moment  when  the  sound  of  his  breath  was  in 
my  ears  and  I  felt  his  strong  arm  stretched  out  to  save  me. 
Of  what  followed  I  know  nothing,  but  I  was  told  after- 
wards that  it  was  fortunate  for  us  both  that  he  was 
unusually  powerful ;  that  otherwise  our  chances  of  life 
would  have  been  small. 

"  It  will  not  surprise  ^^«,  I  dare  say,  Honor,**  continued 
my  father,  '*  to  hear  that  after  this  adventure  I  was  taken 
with  a  fit  of  hero-worship  for  my  preserver.  Such  attacks 
— engouements  the  French  call  them — are  not  so  common 
among  schoolboys  as  young  ladies.  Still  even  schoolboys 
are  not  all  formed  internally  to  one  model,  however  rigidly 
they  may  conform  to  a  style  in  externals,  and  my  hero-wor- 
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ship  was,  I  assure  you,  as  ardent  as  any  girl's  could  be.  In 
my  eyes  its  object  was  the  personification  of  everything 
great  and  noble,  both  in  mind  and  body,  and  there  was 
foundation  enough  for  the  faith  in  fact  to  prevent  the 
charm  ever  being  broken  by  any  rude  shock  of  disap- 
pointment. Everybody,  as  well  as  myself,  thought  him  a 
fine  fellow,  and  respected  him.  With  how  good  reason 
you  may  suppose,  when  I  tell  you  they  do  so  still'* 

My  father  paused,  and  I  half  jumped  from  my  seat  in 
surprise.  Then  he  was  alive  ;  would  n't  papa  tell  me  who 
it  was :  did  I  know  him  ?  etc.  I  begged  very  hard,  but 
in  vain,  and  my  father  continued  his  account. 

"  You  have  heard  enough  of  schools,  Honor,  to  know 
that  whatever  feelings  of  this,  I  suppose,  romantic  character 
I  entertained,  I  had  to  keep  to  myself.  Anything  like 
friendly  intercourse  with  him  was  out  of  the  question. 
His  only  reception  of  my  stammered  thanks  the  day  after 
the  accident  was,  *  Don't  be  such  a  little  fool  again,*  ac- 
companied by  a  grim  smile  as  he  turned  on  his  heel.  Ail 
this  was  en  rbgle,  and  I  knew  it,  but  not  the  less  did  I 
think  and  dream  of  the  powerful  face  with  the  anxious, 
earnest  eyes,  as  I  had  seen  them  in  my  extremity  above 
that  terrible  water.  .  .  .  Nay,  one  day  I  was  punished 
by  a  heavy  box  on  the  ear  from  a  friend  of  my  hero,  for 
the  presumption  of  having  attempted  certain  sketches  of 
his  face  on  the  backs  of  some  exercises.  And  if  unin- 
tentional  caricaturing  deserved  punishment,  I  was  rightly 
served. 
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"  By-and-bye  invitations  came  to  him  from  my  father 
and  mother,  which  one  day  he  accepted ;  but  though^ 
while  a  visitor  among  us,  the  courtesies  due  from  a  visitor 
to  his  host's  family  went  on  in  the  usual  way,  our  rela 
tions  on  our  return  to  school  resumed  their  old  footing. 
He  was  unusually  forward,  I  backward,  beyond  what  I 
ought  to  have  been.  The  gulf  was  very  wide  between  us, 
as  my  father  told  me  when  he  parted  from  me,  adding 
with  his  last  kiss  the  warning  assurance.  *  If  you  want 
that  boy's  friendship  you  will  have  to  deserve  it.*  And 
to  cut  a  long  story  short,  this  was  what  I  tried  for ;  and  I 
was  so  far  successful  that  a  day  came  when  my  hero  and 
I  were  associates,  and  I  may  S2cy  friends, 

"  By  that  time,  though — mournful  to  relate — ^ih^engoue^ 
ment  had  so  far  subsided  into  rational  appreciation  that  I 
no  longer  would  have  sworn  black  was  white  because  he 
said  it.  So  you  see  I  was  turning  fast  into  an  old  fogie. 
And  now  that  we  came  into  closer  contact  there  was  one 
thing  in  my  hero  that  puzzled  me.  Occasionally  his 
thoughts  seemed  to  drift  away  out  of  the  range  of  any- 
thing or  anybody  present,  and  a  painful,  anxious  look 
came  into  his  eyes,  which  always  reminded  me  of  his  face 
as  I  saw  it  on  the  water.  Before  I  knew  him  I  had 
noticed  this  mood,  and  attributed  it  to  his  brain  being 
fixed  on  some  profound  and  weighty  subject  of  thought. 
Now  it  struck  me  differently.  Now  I  fancied  there  was 
some  trouble  at  work  within  ;  but  there  was  a  reasonable 
due  to  this,  perhaps,  in  the  fact  that  his  mother  was  a 
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widow  left  with  a  large  young  family  to  guide  and  see 
provided  for. 

"  The  fit  of  abstraction  always  passed  over  quickly,  and 
as  unexpectedly  as  it  had  come  on ;  and  if  one  asked  in 
what  dreamland  he  had  been  wandering  for  the  last  few 
minutes,  a  smile  or  a  joke  turned  aside  the  inquiry.  It  is 
a  trifle  to  mention,  but  it  acted  as  an  effectual,  though 
slight,  bar  to  complete  intimacy ;  and  when  I  joined  him 
at  college  a  year  after  he  had  left  me  at  school,  the  same 
odd  little  bit  of  reserve  remained.  The  old  joke,  *A 
penny  for  your  thoughts,*  brought  a  frown  instead  of  a 
smile  to  his  face  on  those  occasions.  At  the  University  I 
found  my  hero  utterly  unchanged,  except  as  regarded 
advance  of  mind.  The  delicate  highmindedness  and 
scrupulous  truthfulness  (not  over-common  qualities  in  boy 
or  man)  which  had  been  the  subject  of  my  profound  ad- 
miration at  school,  were  equally  strongly  marked  now. 
They  commanded  the  same  respect  from  old  and  young. 

"  And  now  comes  the  kernel  of  my  story,  Honor,"  ob- 
served my  father,  who  evidently  began  to  think  I  must 
be  tired  of  hearing  of  his  model  of  perfection.  "  All  I 
have  said  hitherto  was  to  interest  you  in  the  individual. 
You  could  not  otherwise  have  cared  for  what  is  coming. 

**  It  was  the  year  that  *  In  Memoriam '  came  out,  and 
the  volume  was  in  the  hands  of  most  thinking  young 
men,  but,  oddly  enough,  /came  across  it  sooner  than  my 
friend  did,  for  it  was  sent  to  me  during  the  time  I  was  at 
school  without  him,  and  I  had  been  completely  carried 


U  nopened    Parcels.  1 9  5 

away  in  wonder  and  admiration.  Of  course,  in  reading 
anything  so  noble  and  great,  my  first  thought  was  of  him 
who  could  appreciate  it  so  thoroughly.  Of  course  too,  as 
I  read,  I  fancied  a  strong  resemblance  between  my  hero 
and  the  subject  of  Tennyson's  lament.  Consequently, 
'In  Memoriam*  was  one  of  our  first  themes  of  conversa- 
tion  after  we  met  again,  and  we  agreed  to  go  through  it 
together. 

"  Some  days  in  one's  life  seem  to  begin  and  end  in 
gloom.  I  do  not  mean  griefs  but  a  sort  of  mental  gloom, 
matching  the  cloudy  day  of  the  physical  world  on  which 
nothing  looks  bright.  On  such  days  jestings,  however 
innocent,  feel  out  of  place,  and  every  train  of  thought, 
wherever  begun,  ends  in  seriousness.  On  such  a  day  my 
friend  and  I  sat  down,  late  in  the  evening,  to  the  study 
of  *  In  Memoriam,'  he  reading  aloud  by  my  request ;  my 
wish  being  to  watch  its  effect  upon  his  mind. 

"  And  certainly  the  plan  succeeded.  At  the  very  first 
line  of  the  introductory  poem  he  stopped  and  hesitated. 


*  Strong  Son  of  God,  immortal  Love * 

"  Here  he  turned  to  me  with  an  inquiring  look. 

"  *  It  is  perfectly  orthodox,*  I  cried,  and  quoted  the 
translation  of  an  ancient  hymn  in  which  the  same  ex- 
pression occurs.  He  nodded  assent,  smiling,  and  went  on, 
never  hesitating  again,  though  he  stopped  many  times  to 
utter  admiration  or  better  to  understand  the  sense,  which 
often  required  careful  re-reading. 


196  Unopened  Parcels. 

"  One's  brain  was  warm  in  those  days,"  continued  my 
father,  "  and  by  the  time  we  had  ended  and  discussed 
the  introductory  poem,  an  hour  had  elapsed,  and  we  were 
both  worked  up  to  a  high  state  of  mental  excitement. 

"  Then  we  went  on ;  he  reading  as  before : 

*  I  hold  it  truth  with  him  who  sings 
To  one  clear  harp  in  divers  tones, 
That  men  may  rise  on  stepping-stones 
Of  their  dead  selves  to  higher  things.' 

"  When,  what  was  my  surprise  to  see  my  friend  Ring 
the  book  down,  lay  his  arm  on  the  table,  and  bury  his 
face  upon  it !  I  called  him  by  name  and  asked  what  was 
the  matter. 

"  *  Do  you  believe  it  ?  *  said  he. 

"  *  It?  what?'  cried  I,  for  I  was  too  much  bewildered 
about  him  to  be  thinking  of  the  book. 

"  *  That  men  may  rise  through  sinning,  or  something 
like  it,*  he  answered,  gruffly.  *A  man  may  repent,  of 
course,  and  that  for  a  lifetime,  and  he  may  rise  in  spite 
of  it ;  but  it  is  always  a  dead  weight  drawing  him  back.' 

"*I  differ  with  you,'  said  I;  'conceit — that  is,  self- 
esteem — is  perhaps  the  widest-spread  of  all  the  vices,  and, 
like  drunkenness,  opens  the  door  to  a  thousand  others. 
Now  suppose  the  consciousness  of  some  weak  point  in 
one's  character,  or  even  of  some  weak  yielding  to  it 
wrongly,  burnt  humility  into  one's  heart,  would  not  that 
be  a  rise?  Besides,  the  having  stumbled  may  make  one 
keep   one's   foot   more    diligently.      God's    mercy  is   far 
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beyond  man's  conception  of  it.  I  believe  the  words 
fully/ 

**  *  I  wish  I  could,*  said  he,  in  a  weary  voice. 

**  And  then  a  sudden  thought  struck  me  that  my  dear 
friend  was  troubled  personally — that,  blameless,  exalted 
even,  for  a  lad,  as  his  life  had  been  for  years,  some  old  rec- 
ollection was  rankling  in  his  mind.  I  became  composed 
myself  at  once. 

"  *  We  read  the  Scriptures  quite  differently,*  I  observed, 
quietly.  *  When  it  tells  us  scarlet  sins  shall  be  white  as 
snow,  I  don*t  expect  a  pink  stain  to  remain.  You  do.  I 
believe  the  truth  of  the  assurance,  though  it  is  spoken 
metaphor-wise.  You  do  not.  I  even  choose  to  apply 
another  text  to  the  same  subject.  "Though  ye  have  lien 
among  the  pots,  yet  ye  shall  be  as  the  wings  of  a  dove 
that  is  covered  with  silver  wings,  and  her  feathers  like 
gold."  • 

"  *  It  won't  do,*  he  murmured,  moving  his  head  uneasily, 
but  not  looking  up. 

"  *  It  will  not  do  for  you  to  call  yourself  my  friend  on 
these  terms,'  cried  I,  warmly.  '  If  you  had  committed 
murder,  I  could  understand  it ;  but  here  for  some  trump- 
ery nonsense  or  other  you  are  shutting  me  out  from  con- 
fidence and  yourself  from  comfort.' 

** '  You  don't  know  that  it  is  nonsense,*  said  he. 

** '  It  is  time  I  knew  the  truth,'  I  answered. 

"  *  You  would  despise  me  as  much  as  I  despise  myself/ 
he  objected. 
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"  *  If  you  despise  yourself,*  cried  I,  vehemently,  and 
striking  the  table  a  heavy  blow  as  I  spoke,  *  you  are  guilty 
of  a  heinous  sin/ 

**  *  What  in  the  world  do  you  mean  ?  *  he  asked  ;  but  at 
last  he  was  looking  up. 

"  *  I  mean  that  it  is  a  downright  sin  not  to  be  thankful 
to  God  for  having  been  able  to  lead  the  life  you  have  done 
for  years  past ;  restraining  yourself,  and  setting  an  exam- 
ple the  value  of  which  will  never  be  known  to  you  till  the 
day  of  judgment/ 

"  I  broke  down  here,  for  I  thought  of  the  help  it  had 
been  to  myself. 

**  *  My  dear  friend  !  *  exclaimed  he — and  then  he  broke 
down  too.     I  had  prevailed. 

"  And  now.  Honor,'*  resumed  my  father,  "  if  you  were 
to  guess  for  a  hundred  years,  you  could  never  guess  what 
this  trouble  of  my  hero's  was.  It  was  no  laughing  mat- 
ter, and  yet  I  know  you  will  smile  when  I  tell  you  that 
he  had  when  a  child  deceived  his  family  by  pretending  to 
see  ghosts,  and  had  never  //^deceived  them  up  to  that 
moment." 

**  Oh,  but  why  ?  "  was  my  natural  exclamation. 

"  Chiefly,  because  not  having  done  it  at  the  first  right 
moment,"  answered  my  father,  **  he  delayed  till  he  could  n't 
endure  to  return  to  the  subject.  Sometimes,  as  he  told 
me,  the  whole  affair  seemed  such  a  trifle  as  not  to  be  worth 
speaking  about,  especially  after  every  one  else  appeared 
to  have  forgotten  it.      At  other  times  it  felt  to  him  too 
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dreadful  to  be  spoken  of  at  all !  In  short,  although  life 
went  on  as  usual — and  with  all  young  people  the  enjoy- 
ment of  life  is  so  strong  that  it  overrules  reflection — my 
poor  hero  was,  as  it  were,  haunted  by  his  own  imaginary 
ghost." 

"  But,  papa,  how  could  he  do  such  a  thing  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  It  arose  thus,"  began  my  father :  "  he  was  a  nervous, 
imaginative  child,  and  very  restless  at  night ;  a  very 
troublesome  quality  in  a  nursery,  and  one  which  was 
often  getting  him  into  scrapes.  One  night,  not  very  long 
after  his  poor  father's  death,  he  awoke  in  a  confused,  half- 
conscious  condition,  as  usual,  and,  as  usual,  began  to  cry. 
As  usual,  too,  came  the  nurses'  remonstrance  and  orders  to 
be  quiet  and  go  to  sleep  ;  but  these  women  were  them- 
selves the  cause  that  they  could  not  be  obeyed.  They 
had  left  the  door  which  divided  the  nurseries  a  little  bit 
open  after  they  put  him  to  bed,  and  through  it  he  had 
seen  their  two  heads— one  young,  one  old — *  nodding  to- 
gether '  (vizier-like)  over  their  candle  on  the  work-table, 
as  they  sat  mending  socks,  and  chattering.  Not  planning 
weddings,  however,  but  unluckily  telling  half-fledged  ghost 
stories  of  '  warnings,'  '  appearances,'  *  knockings,*  and  so 
forth ;  all  in  connection,  of  course,  with  '  poor  master's 
death.'  That  the  child  heard  what  th^y  said  very  imper- 
fectly did  not  mend  matters.  He  fell  asleep  with  the 
sounds  of  smothered  exclamations  in  his  ears:  *  Awful, 
ain't  it  ? '  *  You  don't  say  so  ! '  *  Makes  me  all  of  a  shake,* 
etc.,  his  last  sight  being  the  glimmer  of  the  candlelight  on 
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the  younger  girl's  wide-opened  eyes,  as  she  stared,  re- 
spectfully astonished  at  the  nonsense  her  old  goose  of  a 
companion  was  talking. 

"  No  wonder  that  from  asleep  so  begun,  saddened,  too, 
by  the  mention  of  his  poor  father,  my  poor  friend  awoke 
disturbed  and  apprehensive,  and,  staring  into  the  half- 
darkness  of  early  dawn,  was  ready  to  fancy  anything  that 
might  suggest  itself.  Accordingly,  when  ordered  to  be 
quiet  and  go  to  sleep,  he  shrieked  out,  between  his  sobs, 
that  he  could  rit^  for  he  saw  something. 

**  Then  followed  the  fact — which,  child  as  he  was,  he 
detected  in  an  instant — that  these  words  changed  the 
whole  tone  of  nurse's  behaviour.  No  more  scolding  now, 
but  petting  and  coaxing.  It  was,  *  Oh,  Master  Tommy 
dear'  (we  will  call  him  Tommy  for  the  present),  *  don't 
say  sOy  please.  There  can't  be  anything,  you  know ;  don't 
fancy  such  things,  there  's  a  good  boy,'  etc.  Nevertheless 
she  hustled  out  of  bed  and  struck  a  light,  which  she  car- 
ried triumphantly  into  every  corner  of  the  room  to  prove 
to  him  (and  perhaps  herself,  too)  that  there  really  was 
nothing  there. 

**  But  the  'good  boy*  could  not  be  pacified  so  easily. 
The  night-terrors  of  children,  being  the  result  of  physical 
sensations,  cannot  often  be  reasoned  away.  He  still  felt 
disturbed,  and  cried  accordingly,  calling  out  now  from 
time  to  time  that  he  saiv  something.  They  had  furnished 
this  text  themselves.  Both  nurses  were  up  now,  and  at 
last  one  of  them  asked  *  What  he  saw  ? '  and  then  came  the 
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unhappy  answer  (also  suggested  by  their  chatter)  that  he 
saw  papa. 

"  The  noise  had  by  this  time  awakened  one  of  the  other 
children,  and  a  little  half-roused  girl  was  told  confidentially 
by  the  younger  nurse  that  '  Master  Tommy  had  seen  his 
poor  dear  papa,  and  it  would  break  missus's  heart.*  *  Poor 
dear  papa ! '  was  all  the  child  answered  at  the  time,  for  she 
dropped  to  sleep  again  at  once ;  but  the  next  morning 
Tommy  found  himself  installed  in  all  the  privileges  and 
prestige  of  a  ghost-seer,  though  the  fact  was  only  spoken  of 
in  whispers  in  the  nursery,  for  little  Missy  was  warned  she 
would  make  her  mamma  quite  ill  if  she  said  one  word  to 
her  about  it. 

"  This  was  the  beginning  of  the  evil,  Honor,**  continued 
my  father.  "  Do  not  expect  me  to  account  for  its  con- 
tinuance, only  observe  how  easy  it  is  to  get  entangled  in 
wrong-doing.  He  might  have  forgotten  the  night  adven- 
ture, perhaps,  but  that  the  honour  of  having  seen  a  ghost 
being  thrust  upon  him  by  nurse,  and  he  not  disclaiming  it 
at  once — he  in  point  of  fact  accepted  it.  After  which  re- 
treat was  difficult.  He  invented  no  particulars,  and  never 
talked  about  it,  it  is  true,  but  he  never  denied  it.  When 
his  little  sister  (who  had  her  misgivings)  inquired  if  he  had 
really  seen  anything,  and  what — his  one  answer  was  that 
*  he  had  seen  papa.*     It  was  the  only  account  he  ever  gave. 

**  Thus  weeks  passed  over,  and  as  the  child  did  not  fall 
ill  and  die,  as  the  nurses  expected,  the  affair  of  the  ghost- 
seeing  was  almost  forgotten,  and  nursery  discipline  going 
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on  as  before,  when  suddenly  the  scene  was  repeated. 
Again  a  restless  sleep,  again  an  agitated  waking,  and  again 
Master  Tommy  sazv  something.  Only  on  this  occasion  the 
disturbance  happened  before  the  family  were  in  bed,  and 
the  child  having  got  up  and  rushed  into  the  front  nursery 
screaming  after  his  papa,  the  noise  brought  his  mother  to 
the  door. 

"  This  was  the  moment,"  continued  my  father,  "  for 
which  my  friend  could  never  forgive  himself.  He  allowed 
his  mother  to  be  deceived ! 

"  The  mere  sight  of  her  face,  he  assured  me,  woke  him^ 
young  as  he  was,  to  a  sense  that  he  z£/aj acting  deceitfully, 
which  he  had  never  fully  realised  before.  He  could  never 
have  said  the  thing  to  her,  he  added.  Nevertheless,  when 
nurse  came  forward  and  gave  her  version  of  all  *  the  poor 
dear  child  *  had  seen  and  said,  he  stood  by  helplessly  sob- 
bing till  his  mother  folded  him  in  her  arms  and  consoled 
him  :  and  so  the  evil  went  on.     .     .     . 

"  There !  that  is  the  worst !  "  cried  my  father,  interrupt- 
ing himself  here,  and  returning  the  rather  vehement  hand- 
squeeze  with  which  I  expressed  my  indignation  at  his 
hero's  behaviour.  **  Now  you  know  how  he  became  a 
make-believe  ghost-seer.  Honor.  Condemn  the  offence  as 
much  as  you  please,  but  let  us  have  no  inhuman  human 
judgments  upon  the  offender.  Only  the  One  to  whom  all 
hearts  are  open  can  judge  of  individual  guilt,  because  He 
only  can  measure  the  amount  of  conscious  responsibility. 
Who  can  guess  at  it  even,  in  the  case  of  a  child  ?  *'     I  re- 
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laxed  my  hold  of  my  father's  hand  here,  and  stooped  to 
kiss  it  in  silent  apology  for  the  unspoken  judgment  my 
heart  had  pronounced.  **  Looking  back  upon  the  past 
with  the  self-reproach  of  a  later  intelligence,"  continued 
my  father,  "  my  friend  took  a  terrible  estimate  of  his  early 
transgression !  one  that  would  have  satisfied  even  you^ 
Honor.  Let  that  suffice.  Our  interest  in  the  matter  is  to 
know  what  followed — what  effect  was  left  upon  his  mind. 
Hundreds  of  well-meaning  people  in  the  world,  I  know, 
would  tell  you  that  there  could  be  but  one  answer  to  such 
a  question ;  that  he  mtist  have  turned  out  ill.  What  hap- 
pened really  ?  A  few  more  years,  better  health — continued 
Christian  training — fitting  companionship — turned  a  puny 
baby  into  a  strong  boy,  sound  in  body  as  in  mind  :  what 
came  then  of  the  one  dark  corner  in  his  heart  ?  Because 
he  had  been  deceitful  once,  and  had  not  even  yet  the  cour- 
age to  own  it,  was  he  therefore  to  go  on  being  deceitful 
more  and  more  ?  Was  the  evil  to  spread  like  a  leprosy 
over  his  whole  nature?  Quite  otherwise;  quite  the  re- 
verse even  !  If  his  mother  had  been  asked  which,  of  all 
her  children,  was,  during  the  years  of  his  intelligent  boy- 
hood, the  most  conscientious,  the  most  ready  to  confess  a 
fault,  the  one  whose  word  could  be  most  implicitly  relied 
upon,  she  would  have  named  him  we  have  called  '  Tommy/ 
the  little  rascally  ghost-seer  of  the  nursery.  *  And  I  hated 
myself  for  being  such  a  hypocrite,'  exclaimed  my  poor 
friend,  after  telling  me  that  such  was  his  mother's 
conviction.     Can  you   guess   my  answer.   Honor?     You 
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ought  almost  to  be  able,"  said  my  father ;  **  I  told 
him  that  what  he  called  hypocrisy  was  repentance — the 
truest  of  all  repentance — not  a  mere  expression  of  regret, 
but  an  entire  change  of  mind — such  an  actual  dislike 
of  the  old  infirmity  that  the  faintest  approach  to  it 
had  become  detestable.  How  a  man  of  his  reasoning 
powers  had  missed  recognising  the  commonplace  truths 
he  now  heard  from  me  as  hitherto  undiscovered  consola- 
tion, I  cannot  imagine.  Perhaps  justice  was  better  satis- 
fied— perhaps  his  character  was  ripened  more  effectually 
— by  the  pain  he  went  through  :  pain  and  annoyance  too. 
Imagine  him,  for  instance,  with  his  keenly  awakened  sen- 
sitiveness, exposed  to  being  reminded,  sometimes  jest- 
ingly, sometimes  seriously,  by  his  brothers  and  sisters,  of 
the  abhorred  hoax,  as  if  it  had  been  truth  !  The  very 
mention  of  the  word  *  ghosts,'  he  assured  me,  filled  him 
with  horror  in  those  days,  living  in  dread  as  he  did  of 
some  personal  allusion.  *  By-the-bye,  Tommy,  you  We  the 
one  to  tell  us  all  about  ghosts.  I  wonder  why  yours  has 
left  off  coming,*  etc.  His  only  resource,  and  it  was  a 
miserable  one,  was  to  turn  angry,  and  bid  them  not  talk 
nonsense.  In  this  way  he  did  succeed  at  last  in  checking 
these  allusions,  but  it  was  pain  and  grief  to  him,  a  burden 
upon  his  spirit,  young  and  happy  as  he  was  otherwise. 
Yet,  by  God's  grace,  he  rose  instead  of  sinking  under  it, 
though  he  suffered  what  I  should  be  sorry  to  hear  of  any 
one  dear  to  me  suffering  again.  St.  Augustine's  ladder  is 
a  hard  one  to  climb  by.  Honor.    Thrice  happy  those  to 
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whom  the  steps  are  not  so  steep  as  they  were  to  my  dear 
friend !  The  great  fact  remains,  however,  that  up  them 
he  reached  a  scrupulousness  of  conscience  he  might  not 
have  aimed  at  but  for  the  hateful  sense  of  the  infirmity 
by  which  he  had  once  fallen. 

"  The  oddest  thing  of  all/'  pursued  my  father,  "  was, 
that  up  to  almost  the  last  moment  of  giving  me  this  ac- 
count my  hero  was  perfectly  unconscious  of  this  part  of 
the  lesson  it  taught.  I  literally  had  to  *  point  the  moral 
and  adorn  the  tale  *  myself  by  asserting  its  glorious  con- 
firmation of  those  words  of  Tennyson,  which  he  had 
begun  by  disputing  !  Nor  can  I  ever  forget  the  triumph- 
ant delight  with  which  I  first  saw  his  old  view  of  himself 
waver  and  fall. 

"  *  But  how  am  I  to  shake  off  the  black  dog  who  will 
jump  on  my  back  when  I  think  of  it  ?  *  he  objected. 

"  *  Turn  him  a  beautiful  sky-blue,*  cried  I  (alluding  to 
a  story  of  a  witty  child  who  said  he  had  done  so  when  he 
recovered  his  temper),  *  by  telling  your  mother'  His 
countenance  fell  for  one  brief  moment.  '  What  will  she 
think  of  me?  That  's  dreadful.'  *What  do  /  think  of 
you,*  cried  I,  *  who  am  only  your  friend?'  The  argument 
was  unanswerable,  and  when  that  was  settled,  and  I  had 
boldly  told  him  he  stood  before  me  a  living  example  of 
what  Tennyson  had  proclaimed  to  all  the  world  as  a  truth 
he  believed  in,  my  hero  was  convinced  :  a  fact  I  discovered 
most  conclusively  by  his  turning  the  tables  on  me  and 
pretending  to  be  amused   at  my  eagerness.     And  then 
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there  broke  over  his  face  that  happy  smile,  the  like  of 
which  I  never  saw  on  human  face  but  his *' 

"You  forget  Uncle  Frederick's,  papa,**  said  I  here,  in- 
terrupting him. 

"  No,**  replied  my  father,  "  I  do  not.  It  is  your  Uncle 
Frederick  I  am  thinking  of  at  this  moment.  My  dear 
friend  and  your  dear  uncle  are  one  and  the  same  person." 

I  almost  shrieked  with  amazement. 

"  And  it  was  Uncle  Frederick  who  saved  you  from 
drowning,  and  married  your  sister?  **  I  asked. 

My  father  assented  by  a  nod. 

"  And  was  that  the  way  he  became  a  great  man  ?  **  I 
asked  next. 

"  By  marrying  my  sister  ?  **  inquired  my  father^ 
smiling. 

*'  No,  papa :  by  fighting  so  hard  to  be  honest  and  true, 
I  meant.** 

"  I  shall  say  '  Yes  *  to  that,  Honor,*'  was  my  father's 
reply,  "  let  the  world  say  what  it  will ;  for  he  could  not 
have  been  a  great  man  otherwise.  Clever  men  without 
honesty  are  charlatans,  and  are  sure  to  break  down  in 
some  way  or  other  at  last.  It  is  a  glorious  thing — far 
past  all  other  glories  in  this  world — to  be  trustworthy  in 
every  word  and  action  of  your  life,  child  !  ** 

We  were  silent  for  a  few  moments  ;  then, 

**  It  *s  quite  a  romance,'*  was  my  conclusion. 

**  And  something  more,**  put  in  my  father.  "  Every 
true  story  of  humanity  has  a  moral  wrapped  up  in  it. 
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whether  people  care  to  extract  it  or  not.  If  the  good 
people  are  made  happy  at  last,  we  are  encouraged  to 
follow  their  example.  If  they  suffer  wrongfully  with 
patience  they  add  so  many  more  to  the  hosts  of  wit- 
nesses who,  *  for  the  joy  set  before  them,'  have  '  despised  * 
earthly  shame  and  sorrow.  Now,  Honor,  open  this  par- 
cel of  mine  and  tell  me  what  is  to  be  seen  inside  it. 
What  do  you  think  my  story  of  Uncle  Frederick 
teaches  ?  ** 

I  thought  about  it  in  a  few  minutes,  and  then  blun* 
dered  out  my  ideas. 

"  Well,  of  course,  to  begin  with,  it  teaches  what  Mr. 
Tennyson  says,  you  know,  papa — *  T/iat  metiy  and  all  that ; 
because  Uncle  Frederick  turned  his — if  you  please  let  me 
call  it  fault — he  was  so  very  little  ! — into  a  ladder  of  St. 
Augustine.** 

Papa  made  no  reply,  perhaps  guessing  from  my  voice 
that  I  had  something  else  to  say.  But  I  could  not  say  it 
where  I  was.  I  got  up  and,  big  as  I  was,  slipped  on  his 
knee,  put  my  arms  round  his  neck,  and  whispered  in  his 
ear — 

"  And  then  I  ought  to  try  to  do  the  same :  and  I  in- 
tend, papa — I  do  indeed.  When  I  am  going  to  be  very 
cross  I  shall  try  and  remember  how  hot-tempered  I  have 
been,  and  that  if  I  watch  against  it  very  hard,  perhaps  I 
may  be  actually  good-tempered  some  day,  and  then  I 
shall  have  got  up  by  viy  ladder.*' 

**  By  the  grace  of  God  you  will,"  answered  my  father. 
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as  he  returned  my  embrace.     **  And  now  we  have  got 
both  moral  and  application  to  our  stor}^" 

"  Just  one  thing  more,  papa,"  I  whispered,  a  few  min- 
utes afterwards.  "  What  did  his  mother  say  when  he 
told  her?" 

** Oh,  have  n't  I  mentioned  that?"  cried  my  father. 
"  She  said,  *  I  have  suspected  as  much  for  years.  Now  I 
know  it.     Kiss  me,  my  darling.'  " 

"Then  she  was  not  angry  a  bit,  papa?  " 

"  How  could  she  be,  with  such  a  son,  Honor?  That 
he  was  what  he  was,  was  enough  for  her — is  always 
enough  for  a  parent.  Out  of  which  fact  comes  the 
*  larger  hope,'  that  such  love  is  but  the  adumbration  of 
the  love  and  mercy  of  the  Father  in  Heaven." 


flot  Xo8t  But  (3one  Before. 


*' Will  none  of  you,  in  pity 

To  those  you  left  behind,  disclose  the  secret?*' 

Blair's  Grave. 

"  ¥  WONDER   what  becomes  of  the  Frog,  when  he 

1  climbs  up  out  of  this  world,  and  disappears,  so 
that  we  do  not  see  even  his  shadow,  till,  plop !  he  is 
among  us  again,  when  we  least  expect  him.  Does  any- 
body know  where  he  goes  to  ?    Tell  me,  somebody,  pray !  ** 

Thus  chattered  the  grub  of  a  Dragon-fly,  as  he  darted 
about  with  his  numerous  companions,  in  and  out  among 
the  plants  at  the  bottom  of  the  water,  in  search  of  prey. 

The  water  formed  a  beautiful  pond  in  the  centre  of  a 
wood.  Stately  trees  grew  around  it  and  reflected  them- 
selves on  its  surface,  as  on  a  polished  mirror ;  and  the 
bulrushes  and  forget-me-nots  which  fringed  its  sides, 
seemed  to  have  a  two-fold  life,  so  perfect  was  their  image 
below. 

''  Who  cares  what  the  Frog  does  ?  '*  answered  one  of 
those  who  overheard  the  Grub's  inquiry' ;  **  what  is  it 
to  us?" 

"  Look  out  for  food  for  yourself,"  cried  another,  "  and 
let  other  people's  business  alone." 

2og 
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"  But  I  have  a  curiosity  on  the  subject,**  expostulated 
the  first  speaker.  "  I  can  see  all  of  you  when  you  pass 
by  me  among  the  plants  in  the  water  here ;  and  when  I 
don't  see  you  any  longer,  I  know  you  have  gone  further 
on.  But  I  followed  a  Frog  just  now  as  he  went  upwards, 
and  all  at  once  he  went  to  the  side  of  the  water,  and 
then  began  to  disappear,  and  presently  he  was  gone. 
Did  he  leave  this  world,  do  you  think  ?  And  what  can 
there  be  beyond  ?  ** 

"  You  idle,  talkative  fellow,**  cried  another,  shooting 
by  as  he  spoke,  "  attend  to  the  world  you  are  in,  and 
leave  the  'beyond,*  if  there  is  a  *  beyond,*  to  those  that 
are  there.  See  what  a  morsel  you  have  missed  with  your 
wonderings  about  nothing.**  So  saying,  the  saucy  speaker 
seized  an  insect  which  was  flitting  right  in  front  of  his 
friend. 

The  curiosity  of  the  Grub  was  a  little  checked  by  these 
and  similar  remarks,  and  he  resumed  his  employment  of 
chasing  prey  for  a  time. 

But,  do  what  he  would,  he  could  not  help  thinking  of 
the  curious  disappearance  of  the  Frog,  and  presently  be- 
gan to  tease  his  neighbours  about  it  again.  What  becomes 
of  the  Frog  when  he  leaves  this  world  ?  being  the  burden 
of  his  inquiry. 

The  minnows  eyed  him  askance  and  passed  on  without 
speaking,  for  they  knew  no  more  than  he  did  of  the 
matter,  and  yet  were  loth  to  proclaim  their  ignorance ; 
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heavy  splash  in  the  water,  and  a  large  yellow  frog  swam 
down  to  the  bottom  among  the  grubs. 

"  Ask  the  Frog  himself,"  suggested  the  minnow,  as  he 
darted  by  overhead,  with  a  mischievous  glance  of  his  eye. 
And  very  good  advice  it  seemed  to  be,  only  the  thing 
was  much  easier  said  than  done.  For  the  Frog  was  a 
dignified  sort  of  personage,  of  whom  the  smaller  inhab- 
itants of  the  water  stood  a  good  deal  in  awe.  It  required 
no  common  amount  of  assurance  to  ask  a  creature  of  his 
standing  and  gravity,  where  he  had  been  to,  and  where  he 
had  come  from.  He  might  justly  consider  such  an  inquiry 
as  a  very  impertinent  piece  of  curiosity. 

Still,  such  a  chance  of  satisfying  himself  was  not  to  be 
lost,  and  after  taking  two  or  three  turns  round  the  roots 
of  a  water-lily,  the  Grub  screwed  up  his  courage,  and 
approaching  the  Frog  in  the  meekest  manner  he  could 
assume,  he  asked  — 

"  Is  it  permitted  to  a  very  unhappy  creature  to  speak  .^'* 

The  Frog  turned  his  gold-edged  eyes  upon  him  in  sur- 
prise, and  answered — 

"  Very  unhappy  creatures  had  better  be  silent.  I  never 
talk  but  when  I  am  happy." 

"  But  /  shall  be  happy  if  I  may  talk,"  interposed  the 
Grub,  as  glibly  as  possible. 

"Talk  away,  then,"  cried  the  Frog;  "what  can  it  mat- 
ter to  me  ?  " 

"  Respected  Frog,"  replied  the  Grub,  "  but  it  is  some- 
thing I  want  to  ask  you." 
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"Ask  away,'*  exclaimed  the  Frog,  not  in  a  very  encour- 
aging tone,  it  must  be  confessed ;  but  still  the  permission 
was  given. 

**  What  is  there  beyond  the  world  ?  "  inquired  the  Grub, 
in  a  voice  scarcely  audible  from  emotion. 

"  What  world  do  you  mean  ? "  cried  the  Frog,  rolling 
his  goggle  eyes  round  and  round. 

"This  world,  of  course; — our  world,"  answered  the 
Grub. 

"  This  pond,  you  mean,**  remarked  the  Frog,  with  a 
contemptuous  sneer. 

"  I  mean  the  place  we  live  in,  whatever  you  may  choose 
to  call  it,**  cried  the  Grub  pertly.     "  /  call  it  the  world.** 

"Do  you,  sharp  little  fellow?*'  rejoined  the  Frog. 
"Then  what  is  the  place  you  don*t  live  in,  the  'beyond' 
the  world,  eh  ?  ** 

And  the  Frog  shook  his  sides  with  merriment  as  he 
spoke. 

"  That  is  just  what  I  want  you  to  tell  me,'*  replied  the 
Grub  briskly. 

"  Oh,  indeed,  little  one !  **  exclaimed  Froggy,  rolling  his 
eyes,  this  time  with  an  amused  twinkle.  "Come,  I  shall 
tell  you  then,  it  is  dry  land.** 

There  was  a  pause  of  several  seconds,  and  then,  "  Can 
one  swim  about  there  ?  **  inquired  the  Grub,  in  a  subdued 
tone. 

"  I  should  think  not,**  chuckled  the  Frog.  "  Dry  land 
is  not  water,  little  fellow.     That  is  just  what  it  is  not'' 
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**  But  I  want  you  to  tell  me  what  it  is,''  persisted  the 
Grub. 

"  Of  all  the  inquisitive  creatures  I  ever  met,  you 
certainly  are  the  most  troublesome,**  cried  the  Frog. 
**  Well,  then,  dry  land  is  something  like  the  sludge  at  the 
bottom  of  this  pond,  only  it  is  not  wet,  because  there  is 
no  water." 

"  Really !  **  interrupted  the  Grub,  "  what  is  there  then  ?  " 

"  That 's  the  difficulty,**  exclaimed  Froggy.  "  There  is 
something,  of  course,  and  they  call  it  air ;  but  how  to  ex- 
plain it,  I  don*t  know.  My  own  feeling  about  it  is,  that 
it  *s  the  nearest  approach  to  nothing,  possible.  Do  you 
comprehend  ?  '* 

**  Not  quite,**  replied  the  Grub,  hesitating. 

"  Exactly  ;  I  was  afraid  not.  Now  just  take  my  advice, 
and  ask  no  more  silly  questions.  No  good  can  possibly 
come  of  it,**  urged  the  Frog. 

**  Honoured  Frog,**  exclaimed  the  Grub,  "  I  must  differ 
from  you  there.  Great  good  will,  as  I  think,  come  of  it, 
if  my  restless  curiosity  can  be  stilled  by  obtaining  the 
knowledge  I  seek.  If  I  learn  to  be  contented  where  I 
am,  it  will  be  something.  At  present  I  am  miserable  and 
restless  under  my  ignorance.** 

"  You  are  a  very  silly  fellow,'*  cried  the  Frog,  "  who 
will  not  be  satisfied  with  the  experience  of  others.  I  tell 
you  the  thing  is  not  worth  your  troubling  yourself  about. 
But,  as  I  rather  admire  your  spirit  (which,  for  so  insig- 
nificant a  creature,  is  astonishing),   I   will  make  you  an 
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offer.  If  you  choose  to  take  a  seat  on  my  back,  I  will 
carry  you  up  to  dry  land  myself,  and  then  you  can  judge 
for  yourself  what  there  is  there,  and  how  you  like  it.  I 
consider  it  a  foolish  experiment,  mind,  but  that  is  your 
own  look-out.     I  make  my  offer  to  give  you  pleasure." 

"  And  I  accept  it  with  a  gratitude  that  knows  no 
bounds,"  exclaimed  the  enthusiastic  Grub. 

"Drop  yourself  down  on  my  back,  then,  and  cling  to 
me  as  well  as  you  can.  For,  remember,  if  you  go 
gliding  off,  you  will  be  out  of  the  way  when  I  leave  the 
water." 

The  Grub  obeyed,  and  then  the  Frog,  swimming 
gently  upwards,  reached  the  bulrushes  by  the  water's 
side. 

"  Hold  fast,"  cried  he,  all  at  once,  and  then,  raising  his 
head  out  of  the  pond,  he  clambered  up  the  bank,  and  got 
upon  the  grass. 

"  Now,  then,  here  we  are,"  exclaimed  he.  "  What  do 
you  think  of  dry  land  ?  " 

But  no  one  spoke  in  reply. 

**  Halloo  !  gone?  "  he  continued;  "that  's  just  what  I 
was  afraid  of.  He  has  floated  off  my  back,  stupid  fellow, 
I  declare.  Dear,  dear,  how  unlucky !  but  it  cannot  be 
helped.  And  perhaps  he  may  make  his  way  to  the 
water's  edge  here  after  all,  and  then  I  can  help  him  out. 
I  will  wait  about  and  see." 

And  away  went  Froggy,  with  an  occasional  jaunty 
leap,  along  the  grass  by  the  edge  of  the  pond,  glancing 
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every  now  and  then  among  the  bulrushes,  to  see  if  he 
could  spy  the  dark«  mailed  figure  of  the  Dragon-fly  Grub. 

But  the  Grub,  meanwhile?  Ah,  so  far  from  having 
floated  off  the  frog's  back  through  carelessness,  he  had 
clung  to  it  with  all  the  tenacity  of  hope,  and  the  moment 
came  when  the  mask  of  his  face  began  to  issue  from  the 
water. 

But  the  same  moment  sent  him*  reeling  from  his  rest- 
ing-place into  the  pond,  panting  and  struggling  for  life. 
A  shock  seemed  to  have  struck  his  frame,  a  deadly  faint- 
ness  succeeded,  and  it  was  several  seconds  before  he  could 
recover  himself. 

"  Horrible  I  "  cried  he,  as  soon  as  he  had  rallied  a  little. 
**  Beyond  this  world  there  is  nothing  but  death.  The 
Frog  has  deceived  me.  He  cannot  go  there,  at  any 
rate." 

And  with  these  words  the  Grub  moved  away  to  his  old 
occupations;  his  ardour  for  inquiry  grievously  checked, 
though  his  spirit  was  unsubdued. 

He  contented  himself  for  the  present,  therefore,  with 
talking  over  what  he  had  done,  and  where  he  had  been, 
with  his  friends.  And  who  could  listen  unmoved  to  such 
a  recital  ?  The  novelty,  the  mystery,  the  danger,  the  all 
but  fatal  result,  and  the  still  unexplained  wonder  of  what 
became  of  the  Frog, — all  invested  the  affair  with  a  roman- 
tic interest,  and  the  Grub  had  soon  a  host  of  followers 
of  his  own  race,  questioning,  chattering,  and  conjecturing, 
at  his  heels. 
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By  this  time  the  day  was  declining,  and  the  active  pur- 
suit of  prey  was  gradually  becoming  suspended  for  a 
time;  when,  as  the  inquisitive  Grub  was  returning  from 
a  somewhat  protracted  ramble  among  the  water-plants, 
he  suddenly  encountered,  sitting  pensively  on  a  stone  at 
the  bottom  of  the  pond,  his  friend  the  yellow  Frog. 

"  You  here  !  "  cried  the  startled  Grub  ;  "  you  never  left 
this  world  at  all  then,  I  suppose.  What  a  deception  you 
must  have  practised  upon  me  !  But  this  comes  of  trust- 
ing to  strangers,  as  I  was  foolish  enough  to  do." 

"  You  perplex  me  by  your  offensive  remarks,"  replied 
the  Frog,  gravely.  "  Nevertheless,  I  forgive  you,  because 
you  are  so  clumsy  and  ignorant,  that  civility  cannot 
reasonably  be  expected  from  you,  little  fellow.  It  never 
struck  you,  I  suppose,  to  think  what  my  sensations  were, 
when  I  landed  this  morning  on  the  grass,  and  discovered 
that  you  were  no  longer  on  my  back.  Why  did  you  not 
sit  fast,  as  I  told  you  ?  But  this  is  always  the  way  with 
you  foolish  fellows,  who  think  you  can  fathom  and  inves- 
tigate everything.  You  are  thrown  over  by  the  first 
practical  difficulty  you  meet." 

"  Your  accusations  are  full  of  injustice,"  exclaimed  the 
indignant  Grub. 

It  was  clear  they  were  on  the  point  of  quarrelling,  and 
would  certainly  have  done  so,  had  not  the  Frog,  with  un- 
usual magnanimity,  desired  the  Grub  to  tell  his  own 
story,  and  clear  himself  from  the  charge  of  clumsiness  if 
he  could. 
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It  was  soon  told  ;  the  Frog  staring  at  him  in  silence  out 
of  those  great  goggle  eyes,  while  he  went  through  the 
details  of  his  terrible  adventure. 

**  And  now,"  said  the  Grub,  in  conclusion,  **  as  it  is  clear 
that  there  is  nothing  beyond  this  world  but  death,  all 
your  stories  of  going  there  yourself  must  be  mere  inven- 
tions. Of  course,  therefore,  if  you  do  leave  this  world  at 
all,  you  go  to  some  other  place  you  are  unwilling  to  tell 
me  of.  You  have  a  right  to  your  secret,  I  admit ;  but  as 
I  have  no  wish  to  be  fooled  by  any  more  travellers*  tales, 
I  will  bid  you  a  very  good  evening." 

"  You  will  do  no  such  thing,  till  you  have  listened  as 
patiently  to  my  story  as  I  have  done  to  yours,"  exclaimed 
the  Frog. 

**  That  is  but  just,  I  allow,"  said  the  Grub,  and  stopped 
to  listen. 

Then  the  Frog  told  how  he  had  lingered  by  the  edge 
of  the  pond,  in  the  vain  hope  of  his  approach,  how  he 
had  hopped  about  in  the  grass,  how  he  had  peeped  among 
the  bulrushes.  "  And  at  last,"  continued  he,  "  though  I 
did  not  see  you  yourself,  I  saw  a  sight  which  has  more 
interest  for  you  than  for  any  other  creature  that  lives ;  " 
and  there  he  paused. 

"  And  that  was  ? "  a.sked  the  inquisitive  Grub,  his 
curiosity  reviving,  and  his  wrath  becoming  appeased. 

"  Up  the  polished  green  stalk  of  one  of  those  buU 
rushes/'  continued  the  Frog,  "  I  beheld  one  of  your  race 
slowly  and  gradually  climbing;  till  he  h;id  left  the  water 
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behind  him,  and  was  clinging  firmly  to  his  chosen  support, 
exposed  to  the  full  glare  of  the  sun.  Rather  wondering 
at  such  a  sight,  considering  the  fondness  you  all  of  you 
show  for  the  shady  bottom  of  the  pond,  I  continued  to 
gaze,  and  observed  presently, — but  I  cannot  tell  you  in 
what  way  the  thing  happened, — that  a  rent  seemed  to 
come  in  your  friend's  body,  and  by  degrees,  gradually 
and  after  many  struggles,  there  emerged  from  it  one  of 
those  radiant  creatures  who  float  through  the  air  I  spok^ 
to  you  of,  and  dazzle  the  eyes  of  all  who  catch  glimpses 
of  them  as  they  pass, — a  glorious  Dragon-fly ! 

**  As  if  scarcely  awakened  from  some  perplexing  dream, 
he  lifted  his  wings  out  of  the  carcase  he  was  forsaking  ; 
and,  though  shrivelled  and  damp  at  first,  they  stretched 
and  expanded  in  the  sunshine,  till  they  glistened  as  if  with 
fire. 

"  How  long  the  strange  process  continued,  I  can  scarcely 
tell,  so  fixed  was  I  in  astonishment  and  admiration ;  but  I 
saw  the  beautiful  creature  at  last  poise  himself  for  a  sec- 
ond or  two  in  the  air  before  he  took  flight.  I  saw  the  four 
gauzy  pinions  flash  back  the  sunshine  that  was  poured  on 
them.  I  heard  the  clash  with  which  they  struck  upon  the 
air;  and  I  beheld  his  body  give  out  rays  of  glittering  blue 
and  green  as  he  darted  along,  and  away,  away,  over  the 
water  in  eddying  circles  that  seemed  to  know  no  end. 
Then  I  plunged  below  to  seek  you  out,  rejoicing  for  your 
sake  in  the  news  I  brought.** 

The  Frog  stopped  short,  and  a  long  pause  followed. 


2  20     Not  Lost,  But  Gone  Before. 


At  last — "  It  is  a  wonderful  story,'*  observed  the  Grub, 
with  less  emotion  than  might  have  been  expected. 

**  A  wonderful  story,  indeed,**  repeated  the  Frog ;  **  may 
I  ask  your  opinion  upon  it  ?  ** 

"  It  is  for  me  to  defer  mine  to  yours,*'  was  the  Grub's 
polite  reply. 

**  Good  !  you  are  grown  obliging,  my  little  friend,"  re- 
marked the  Frog.  "  Well,  then,  I  incline  to  the  belief, 
that  what  I  have  seen  accounts  for  your  otherwise  unrea- 
sonable curiosity,  your  tiresome  craving  for  information 
about  the  world  beyond  your  own." 

**  That  were  possible,  always  provided  your  account  can 

be  depended  upon,**  mused  the  Grub,  with  a  doubtful  air. 

\  **  Little    fellow,'*    exclaimed    the    Frog, 

I       **  remember    that    your    distrust    cannot 

::        :  '       injure  me,  but  may  deprive  yourself  of  a 

comfort.** 

**And  you   really  think,  then,  that  the 
glorious    creature   you    describe 
wasi  once  a — -** 
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"  Silence,"  cried  the  Frog ;  "  I  am  not  prepared  with 
definitions.  Adieu !  the  shades  of  night  are  falling  on 
your  world.  I  return  to  my  grassy  home  on  dry  land. 
Go  to  rest,  little  fellow,  and  awake  in  hope." 

The  Frog  swam  close  to  the  bank,  and  clambered  up 
its  sides,  while  the  Grub  returned  to  his  tribe,  who  rested 
during  the  hours  of  darkness  from  their  life  of  activity  and 
pursuit. 

"  Promise !  "  uttered  an  entreating  voice. 

"  I  promise,"  was  the  earnest  answer. 

"  Faithfully  ?  "  urged  the  first  speaker. 

"  Solemnly,"  ejaculated  the  second. 

But  the  voice  was  languid  and  weak,  for  the  Dragon-fly 
Grub  was  sick  and  uneasy.  His  limbs  had  lost  their  old 
activity,  and  a  strange  oppression  was  upon  him. 

The  creatures  whom  he  had  been  accustomed  to  chase, 
passed  by  him  unharmed  :  the  water-plants  over  which  he 
used  to  scramble  with  so  much  agility,  were  distasteful  to 
his  feet ;  nay,  the  very  water  itself  into  which  he  had  been 
bom,  and  through  which  he  was  wont  to  propel  himself 
with  so  much  ingenuity,  felt  suffocating  in  its  weight. 

Upwards  he  must  go  now,  upwards,  upwards  I  That 
was  the  strong  sensation  which  mastered  every  other,  and 
to  it  he  felt  he  must  submit,  as  to  some  inevitable  law. 
And  then  he  thought  of  the  Frog  s  account,  and  felt  a 
trembling  conviction  that  the  time  had  come,  when  the 
riddle  of  his  own  fate  must  be  solved. 
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His  friends  and  relatives  were  gathered  around  him, 
some  of  his  own  age,  some  a  generation  younger,  who 
had  only  that  year  entered  upon  existence.  All  of  them 
were  followers  and  adherents,  whom  he  had  inspired  with 
his  own  enthusiastic  hopes ;  and  they  would  fain  have 
helped  him,  if  they  could,  in  this  his  hour  of  weakness. 
But  there  was  no  help  for  him  now,  but  hope,  and  of  that 
he  possessed,  perhaps,  even  more  than  they  did. 

Then  came  an  earnest  request,  and  then  a  solemn 
promise,  that,  as  surely  as  the  great  hopes  proved  true,  so 
surely  would  he  return  and  tell  them  so. 

"  But,  ho  !  if  you  should  forget !  "  exclaimed  one  of  the 
younger  generation,  timid  and  uneasy. 

**  Forget  the  old  home,  my  friend  ?  "  ejaculated  the  sick 
Grub,  "  forget  our  life  of  enjoyment  here,  the  ardour  of 
the  chase,  the  ingenious  stratagems,  the  triumph  of  suc- 
cess ?  Forget  the  emotions  of  hope  and  fear  we  have 
shared  together,  and  which  I  am  bound,  if  I  can,  to  re- 
lieve ?     Impossible ! " 

**  But  if  you  should  not  be  able  to  come  back  to  us,** 
suggested  another. 

**  More  unlikely  still,"  murmured  the  half-exhausted 
Grub.  "  To  a  condition  so  exalted  as  the  one  in  store  for 
us,  what  can  be  impossible !  Adieu,  my  friends,  adieu ! 
I  can  tarry  here  no  longer.  Ere  long  you  may  expect  to 
see  me  again  in  a  new  and  more  glorious  form.  Till 
then,  farewell !  " 

Languid,  indeed,  was  the  voice,  and  languid  were  the 
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movements  of  the  Grub,  as  he  rose  upwards  through  the 
water  to  the  reeds  and  bulrushes  that  fringed  its  bank. 
Two  favourite  brothers,  and  a  few  of  his  friends,  more 
adventurous  than  the  rest,  accompanied  him  in  his  ascent, 
in  the  hope  of  witnessing  whatever  might  take  place 
above;  but  in  this  they  were,  of  course,  disappointed. 

From  the  moment,  when,  clinging  with  his  feet  to  the 
stem  of  a  bulrush,  he  emerged  from  his  native  element 
into  the  air,  his  companions  saw  him  no  more. 

Eyes  fitted  only  for  the  watery  fluid,  were  incapable  of 
the  upward  glance  and  power  of  vision  which  would  have 
enabled  them  to  pierce  beyond  it ;  and  the  little  coterie 
of  discoverers  descended,  mortified  and  sorrowful,  to  the 
bed  of  the  pond. 

The  sun  was  high  in  the  heavens  when  the  Dragon-fly 
Grub  parted  from  his  friends,  and  they  waited  through 
the  long  hours  of  the  day  for  his  return ;  at  first,  in  joy- 
ful hope,  then  in  tremulous  anxiety  ;  and,  as  the  shades 
of  evening  began  to  deepen  around,  in  a  gloomy  fear, 
that  bordered  at  last  on  despair.  "  He  has  forgotten  us," 
cried  some.  "  A  death  from  which  he  never  can  awake 
has  overtaken  him,"  said  others.  '*  He  will  return  to  us 
yet,"  maintained  the  few  who  clung  to  hope. 

But  in  vain  messenger  after  messenger  shot  upwards  to 
the  bulrushes,  and  to  various  parts  of  the  pond,  hoping  to 
discover  some  trace  of  the  lost  one.  AH  who  went  out 
returned  back  dispirited  from  the  vain  and  weary  search, 
and  even  the  most  sanguine  began  to  grow  sick  at  heart. 
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Night  closed  at  last  upon  them,  bringing  a  temporary 
suspension  of  grief;  but  the  beams  of  the  next  rising  sun> 
while  it  filled  all  nature  beside  with  joy  and  hopefulness, 
awakened  them,  alas !  to  a  sense  of  the  bitterest  dis- 
appointment, and  a  feeling  of  indignation  at  the  deception 
which  had  been  practised  upon  them. 

"  We  did  very  well  without  thinking  of  such  things,** 
said  they ;  **  but  to  have  hopes  like  those  held  out,  and  to 
be  deceived  after  all,— it  is  more  than  we  can  be  expected 
to  bear  in  patience." 

And  bear  it  in  patience  they  did  not.  With  a  fierce- 
ness which  nothing  could  restrain,  they  hurried  about  in 
the  destructive  pursuit  of  prey,  carrj'ing  a  terrible  ven- 
geance in  all  directions. 

And  thus  passed  on  the  hours  of  the  second  day,  and 
before  night  a  sort  of  grim  and  savage  silence  was  agreed 
upon  among  them,  and  they  ceased  to  bewail  either  the 
loss  of  him  they  had  loved,  or  their  own  uncertain  destiny. 

But  on  the  morning  of  the  third  day,  one  of  the  Grub's 
favourite  brothers  came  sailing  into  the  midst  of  a  group 
who  were  just  rousing  up  from  rest,  ready  to  recommence 
the  daily  business  of  their  life. 

There  was  an  unnatural  brilliancy  about  his  eyes,  which 
shone  as  they  had  never  done  before,  and  startled  all  who 
looked  at  them,  so  that  even  the  least  observant  had  their 
attention  arrested  as  he  spoke. 

"  My  friends,**  said  he,  **  I  was,  as  you  know,  one  of 
our  lost  relative's  favourite  brothers.     I  trusted  him  as  if 
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he  had  been  a  second  self,  and  would  have  pledged  my- 
self a  thousand  times  for  his  word.  Judge,  then,  what  I 
have  suffered  from  his  promise  remaining  still  unfulfilled. 
Alas!  that  he  has  not  yet  returned  to  us! " 

The  favourite  brother  paused,  and  a  little  set  in  a  corner 
by  themselves  murmured  out,  "  How  could  he?  The  story 
about  that  other  world  is  false." 

"  He  has  not  returned  to  us,*'  recommenced  the  favour- 
ite brother.  "  But,  my  friends,  I  feel  that  I  am  going  to 
him,  wherever  that  may  be,  either  to  that  new  life  he 
spoke  about,  or  to  that  death  from  which  there  is  no  re- 
turn. Dear  ones  !  I  go,  as  he  did,  upwards,  upwards,  up- 
wards !  An  irresistible  desire  compels  me  to  it ;  but 
before  I  go,  I  renew  to  you — for  myself  and  him — the 
solemn  promise  he  once  made  to  you.  Should  the  great 
hopes  be  true,  we  will  come  back  and  tell  you  so.  If  I 
return  not — but  rely  on  me :  my  word  is  more  to  me  than 
life.     Adieu  ! " 

The  Grub  rose  upwards  through  the  water  followed  by 
the  last  of  the  three  brothers,  and  one  or  two  of  the 
younger  ones ;  but  on  reaching  the  brink  of  the  pond,  he 
seized  on  a  plant  of  the  forget-me-not,  and  clinging  to 
its  firm  flower-stalk,  clambered  out  of  the  water  into  the 
open  air. 

Those  who  accompanied  him  watched  him  as  he  left 
the  water ;  but,  after  that,  they  saw  no  more.  The  blank 
of  his  departure  alone  remained  to  them,  and  they  sank 
down,  sad  and  uneasy,  to  their  home  below. 
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As  before,  the  hours  of  the  day  passed  on,  and  not  a 
trace  of  the  departed  one  was  seen.  In  vain  they  dwelt 
upon  the  consoling  words  he  had  spoken.  The  hope  he 
had  for  a  time  re-awakened  died  out  with  the  declining 
sun,  and  many  a  voice  was  raised  against  his  treachery 
and  want  of  love.  "  He  is  faithless,**  said  some.  "  He 
forgets  us,  like  his  brother,  in  his  new  fortune,**  cried 
others.  **  The  story  of  that  other  world  is  false,'*  mut- 
tered the  little  set  in  the  corner  by  themselves.  Only  a 
very  few  murmured  to  each  other,  **  We  will  not  despair." 

One  thing  alone  was  certain,  he  did  not  return ;  and  the 
disappointed  crowds  took  refuge  from  thought  as  before, 
in  the  fiercest  rapine  and  excitement,  scattering  destruc- 
tion around  them,  wherever  they  moved. 

Another  day  now  elapsed,  and  then,  in  the  early  dawn 
following,  the  third  and  last  brother  crept  slowly  to  a 
half-sleepy  knot  of  his  more  particular  friends,  and  roused 
them  up. 

**  Look  at  my  eyes,**  said  he  ;  **  has  not  a  sudden  change 
come  over  them  ?  They  feel  to  mc  swelled  and  bursting, 
and  yet  I  see  with  a  clouded  and  imperfect  vision.  Doubt- 
less it  is  with  mc  now,  as  it  was  with  our  dear  ones  before 
they  left  us.  I  am  oppressed,  like  them.  Like  them,  an 
invisible  power  is  driving  me  upwards,  as  they  were  driven. 
Listen,  then ;  for  on  my  parting  words  you  may  depend. 
Let  the  other  world  be  what  it  will,  gorgeous  beyond  all 
we  can  fancy  of  it,  blissful  beyond  all  we  can  hope  of  it, 
do  not  fear  in  me  an  altered  or  forgetful  heart.  I  dare  not 
promise  more.     Yet,  if  it  be  possible,  I  will  return.     But, 
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remember,  there  may  well  be  that  other  world,  and  yet  we, 
in  ours,  may  misjudge  its  nature.  Farewell,  never  part 
Avith  hope.  With  your  fears  I  know  you  never  dan  part 
now.     Farewell ! " 

And  he  too  went  upwards,  through  the  cool  water  to 
the  plants  that  bordered  its  side ;  and  from  the  leaf  of  a 
golden  king-cup  he  rose  out  of  his  native  element  into  that 
aerial  world,  into  which  the  water-grub's  eye  never  yet 
could  pierce. 

His  companions  lingered  awhile  near  the  spot  where  he 
had  disappeared,  but  neither  sign  nor  sound  came  to  them. 
Only  the  dreary  sense  of  bereavement  reminded  them  that 
he  once  had  been. 

Then  followed  the  hours  of  vain  expectation,  the  re- 
newed disappointment,  the  cruel  doubts,  the  hope  that 
struggled  with  despair. 

And  after  this,  others  went  upwards  in  succession  ;  for 
the  time  came  to  all  when  the  lustrous  eyes  of  the  perfect 
creature  shone  through  the  masked  face  of  the  Grub, 
and  he  must  needs  pass  forward  to  the  fulfilment  of  his 
destiny. 

But  the  result  among  those  who  were  left  was  always 
the  same.  There  were  ever  some  that  doubted  and  feared, 
ever  some  that  disbelieved  and  ridiculed,  ever  some  that 
hoped  and  looked  forward. 

Ah !  if  they  could  but  have  known,  poor  things !  If 
those  eyes,  fitted  for  the  narrow  bounds  of  their  water 
world,  could  have  been  endued  with  a  power  of  vision 
into  the  purer  element  beyond,  what  a  life-time  of  anxiety 
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would  they  not  have  been  spared  !  What  ease,  what  rest 
would  have  been  theirs ! 

But  belief  would,  in  that  case,  have  been  an  irresistible 
necessity,  and  hope  must  have  changed  her  name. 

And  the  Dragon-fly,  meanwhile,  was  he  really  faithless 
as  they  thought  ?  When  he  burst  his  prison-house  by  the 
water-side,  and  rose  on  glittering  wings  into  the  summer 
air,  had  he  indeed  no  memory  for  the  dear  ones  he  had  so 
lately  left?  No  tender  concern  for  their  griefs  and  fears? 
No  recollection  of  the  promise  he  had  made? 

Ah !  so  far  from  it,  he  thought  of  them  amidst  trans- 
ports of  his  wildest  flights,  and  returned  ever  and  ever  to 
the  precincts  of  that  world  which  had  once  been  the  only 
world  to  him.  But  in  that  region  also,  a  power  was  over 
him  superior  to  his  own,  and  to  it  his  will  must  submit. 
To  the  world  of  waters  he  could  never  more  return. 

The  least  touch  upon  its  surface,  as  he  skimmed  over  it 
with  the  purpose  of  descent,  brought  on  a  deadly  shock, 
like  that  which,  as  a  water-grub,  he  had  experienced  from 
emerging  into  air,  and  his  wings  involuntarily  bore  him 
instantly  back  from  the  unnatural  contact. 

"Alas!  for  the  promise  made  in  ignorance  and  pre- 
sumption, miserable  Grub  that  I  was,"  was  his  bitter,  con- 
stantly-repeated cry. 

And  thus,  divided  and  yet  near,  parted  yet  united  by 
love,  he  hovered  about  the  barrier  that  lay  between  them, 
never  quite,  perhaps,  without  a  hope  that  some  accident 
might  bring  his  dear  ones  into  sight. 
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Nor  was  his  constancy  long  unrewarded,  for  as,  after 
even  his  longest  roamings,  he  never  failed  to  return  to  the 
old  spot,  he  was  there  to  welcome  the  emancipated  brother, 
who  so  soon  followed  him. 

And  often,  after  that,  the  breezy  air  by  the  forest  pond 
would  resound  in  the  bright  summer  afternoons  with  the 
clashing  of  Dragon-flies*  wings,  as,  now  backwards,  now 
forwards,  now  to  one  side,  now  to  another,  without  turn 
or  intermission,  they  darted  over  the  crystal  water,  in  the 
rapture  of  the  new  life. 

It  might  be,  on  those  occasions,  that  some  fresh  arrival 
of  kindred  from  below,  added  a  keener  joy  to  their  already 
joyous  existence.  Sweet  assuredly  it  was  to  each  new- 
comer, when  the  riddle  of  his  fate  was  solved,  to  find  in 
the  new  region,  not  a  strange  and  friendless  abode,  but  a 
home  rich  with  the  welcomes  of  those  who  had  gone 
before. 

Sweet  also  it  was,  and  strange  as  sweet,  to  know  that 
even  while  they  had  been  trembling  and  fearing  in  their 
ignorant  life  below,  gleams  from  the  wings  of  those 
they  lamented  were  dropping  like  star-rays  on  their 
home,  reflected  hither  and  thither  from  the  sun  that 
shone  above.     Oh  !  if  they  could  but  have  known  ! 

Beautiful  forest  pond,  crowded  with  mysterious  life,  of 
whose  secrets  we  know  so  little,  who  would  not  willingly 
linger  by  your  banks  for  study  and  for  thought?  There, 
where  the  beech-tree  throws  out  her  graceful  arms,  glory- 
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ing  in  the  loveliness  that  is 
reflected  beneath.  There, 
where  in  the  nominal  si- 
lence the  innocent  birds 
pour  out  their  music  of 
joy.  There,  where  the 
blue  forget-me-not  tells  its 
tale  of  old  romance,  and 
the  long  grasses  bend  over 
their  pictured  shadows* 
There,  where  the  Dragon- 
flies  still  hover  on  the  sur- 
face of  the  water,  longing 
to  reassure  the  hearts  of 
the  trembling  race,  who 
are  still  hoping  and  fear- 
ing below. 


ti"* 


if"  ?*?. 


H  Xesson  of  1bope. 

**  Oh,  yet  we  trust  that,  somehow,  good 
Wm  be  the  final  goal  of  ill  ! " 

Tennyson's  In  Memoriam. 

HOW  the  rising  blast  is  driving  through  the  ancient 
forest !  What  a  dismal  roaring  there  is  among  the 
pine-trees  !  What  a  sharp  clattering  among  the  half-dried 
poplar-leaves !  What  a  sighing  among  the  beeches  !  A 
wild  mysterious  hour,  and  full  of  strange  fantastic  types 
of  mortal  life  ! — 

It  was  thus  I  spoke,  when,  having  wandered  out  one 
gloomy  autumn  night  to  muse  on  Nature  and  her  laws,  I 
found  myself  contemplating,  in  the  deep  recesses  of  a 
wood,  the  progress  of  a  violent  storm.  And  as  I  paused, 
I  leant  back  in  sad  reflections  lost,  against  an  oak,  and, 
looking  upwards  to  the  sky,  tried  to  gaze  into  the  depths 
of  those  black  vapoury  masses  that  had  arisen,  one  knew 
not  how  or  whence,  to  darken  over  the  expanse  of 
heaven  ;  when,  all  at  once,  there  shone  down  upon  me, 
from  an  opening  in  the  clouds,  the  full  rays  of  a  bright 
October  moon. 

The  light  was  sudden,    and   a   sudden  revulsion  took 
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place  within  my  heart.  I  had  been  thinking  that,  like 
the  cruel  storm,  and  like  the  heavy  clouds,  were  the 
troubles  and  the  trials  of  human  existence :  and  now, 
when  that  sweet  radiance  broke  upon  my  eyes,  I  heard  a 
voice  exclaim,  as  if  in  echo  to  my  thoughts — **  It  is  the 
moon  that  shone  in  Paradise ! "  It  was  the  Bird  of  Night, 
quite  near  me,  in  the  hollow  of  a  tree.  Looking  to  see 
from  whence  the  sound  had  come,  I  met  his  large,  grave, 
meditative  eyes  fixed  on  my  moonlit  face,  and  then  I 
heard  the  voice  exclaim  again — "  The  moon  that  shone 
in  Paradise !  " 

Oh,  what  a  thought  to  come  across  the  tumult  of  that 
hour!  Tlu  moon  tliat  shone  in  Paradise! — up  to  whose 
radiant  orb  the  eyes  of  countless  generations  have  been 
turned— from  the  first  glance  of  spotless  innocence,  to  the 
last  yearning  gaze  of  sorrow-stricken  manhood !  And 
why? — but  that  in  that  calm  unchanging  glory  there 
shines  forth  a  promise  of  eternal,  everlasting  peace.  But 
now  another  voice  was  heard,  despite  the  howling  of  the 
storm.  It  was  a  croaking  Raven,  swinging  on  a  branch 
beside  me.  He  came  between  me  and  the  light,  and  ever 
and  anon  his  coal-black  wings  seemed  spreading  for  a 
flight. 

"Deluded  fool/*  he  muttered,  "with  your  endless 
myths  I  This  comes  of  living  in  the  dark  all  day,  and 
spending  all  your  time  in  guess-work  I  See !  your  pre- 
cious moon  is  gone  I " 

"  Not  gone,  though  hidden,"  was  the  answer. 
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But  I  heard  no  more  than  this,  for  here  the  frightful 
wind  grew  louder  still.  He  roared  in  fury  all  around, 
scattering  the  last  leaves  from  the  bending  trees,  as  if  he 
hated  the  very  relics  of  the  gentle  summer.  And  many 
bowed  their  heads,  and  others  moaned  in  grief. 

"  Hast  thou  come  with  mighty  news  from  distant 
lands,"  shouted  the  Pine-tree  scornfully,  as  he  tossed  his 
branches  to  the  storm, "  that  thou  bringest  such  confusion 
in  thy  path  ?  Ambassador  of  evil,  who  hast  sent  thee 
here  ?  ** 

**  Cannot  yonder  moon  teach  thee  milder  thoughts  ?  " 
cried  the  Elm-tree,  as  he  stood  majestic  in  his  sorrow  and 
despair. 

"Our  hour  is  come,"  exclaimed  the  softer  Beech. 
**  My  leaves  lie  scattered  all  around.  Our  life  is  closing 
fast.  Naked  and  forlorn  we  stand  amid  the  ruins  of 
the  past." 

"  What  mockery  of  existence,"  stormed  the  black-leaved 
Poplar  in  his  wrath,  **  to  be  placed  here,  and  clothed  in 
such  sweet  beauty,  nurtured  by  gentle  dews  and  tender 
sunshine,  and  then  be  left  at  last  the  victims  of  reckless 
fury,  with  all  our  glories  torn  by  force  away  !  Would  I 
had  never  risen  from  the  ground  !  " 

"  Oh,  my  aspiring  friend,"  the  ill-mouthed  Raven  cried, 
"  the  few  months'  splendour  does  not  satisfy  your  heart ! 
You  aim  too  high,  methinks.  Well,  well  !  aspiring 
thoughts  are  very  fine  ;  but  were  I  you,  I  would  accom- 
modate myself  to  facts.     A  short  spring,  a  shorter  sum- 
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mer,  and  then  to  perish.  Ha !  here  you  are  again,  my 
ancient  worthy  friend  !  ** 

And  then  another  gust  broke  in  with  savage  fury  on 
the  forest,  and  many  a  stalwart  branch  crashed  down 
upon  the  ground.  The  wailings  of  afflicted  nature  rose 
amidst  the  storm. 

"Is  there  no  refuge  from  this  end  ?  **  inquired  the  Oak. 
"  Why  have  I  hved  at  all  ?  " 

"  Because  destruction  is  the  law  of  life,"  the  Raven 
uttered,  with  his  fiercest  croak.  "  Where  would  destruc- 
tion be,  were  there  no  life  to  be  destroyed  ?  It  is  a 
glorious  law." 

**  No  law,  but  only  an  exception,"  cried  the  Bird  of 
Night. 

And  as  he  spoke  there  streamed  once  more  from  out 
the  clouds  that  type  of  peace  that  passeth  not  away — the 
moon  that  shone  in  Paradise.  Oh,  what  a  silver  mantle 
she  let  fall  upon  the  disrobed  branches  of  those  trees ! 
Wet  as  they  were  with  rain-drops,  and  waving  in  the  gale,, 
it  seemed  as  if  they  shone  in  robes  of  starlight  glory. 
What  gracious  promises  seemed  streaming  down  with 
that  sweet  light ! 

**  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  forest  trees,  once  more ; "  sa 
sang  the  mild-eyed  Bird  of  Night.  "  Fury  is  short-lived 
— love  alone  enduring.  All  that  destroys  is  transitory, 
but  order  is  everlasting.  The  unbridled  powers  of  cruelty 
may  rage — it  is  but  for  a  time !  And  ye  may  darken  over 
the  blue  heavens,  ye  vapoury  masses  in  the  sky.     It  mat- 
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ters  not !  Beyond  the  howling  of  that  wrath,  beyond  the 
blackness  of  those  clouds,  there  shines,  unaltered  and 
serene,  the  moon  that  shone  in  Paradise." 

**  Your  myth  again,  detested  Bird  of  Night !  Here  to 
the  rescue,  ancient  friend  !  " 

And  louder  then  than  ever  came  that  cruel,  cruel  wind. 

**  It  matters  not,"  once  more  the  Owl  exclaimed.  "  The 
stormy  winds  must  cease,  the  clouds  must  pass  away, 
and  yonder  sails  the  light  that  tells  of  harmony  restored." 

"  Infatuated  fool,  to  live  on  hope,  with  death  around 
you  and  before  you  ! "  groaned  the  Raven — and  then  a 
crash  like  thunder  rent  the  air.  A  branch  of  the  huge 
Oak  had  fallen  to  the  ground.     I  started  at  the  shock. 

"  Will  the  day  ever  come,"  I  cried  aloud,  as  if  address- 
ing some  mysterious  friend,  **  will  the  day  ever  come 
when  storms  and  woe  shall  cease  ?  Order  and  peace  seem 
meant,  but  death  and  ruin  come  to  pass." 

"  Oh,  miserable  doubter,  do  you  ask.'^  Must  the  brute 
beasts  and  mute  creation  rise  to  give  an  answer  to  your 
fears  ?  Look  in  the  heaven  above,  and  in  the  earth  below, 
and  in  the  water  deep  beneath  the  earth.  One  only  law 
is  given — the  law  of  order,  harmony,  and  joy." 

**  Alas,  how  often  broken  !  "  I  exclaimed. 

"  Ay,  but  disturbance  is  no  law,  and  therefore  cannot 
last.  Disorder,  death,  and  destruction : — by  their  own 
nature  they  are  transitory — rebellious  powers  that  struggle 
for  a  time,  and  frustrate  here  and  there  the  gracious  pur- 
poses ordained.     But  they  exist  not  of  themselves ;  have 
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neither  law  nor  being  in  themselves ;  exist  but  as  disturb- 
ers of  a  scheme  whose  deep  foundations  cannot  be  over- 
thrown. Life,  order,  harmony,  and  peace  ;  means  duly 
fitting  ends ;  the  object,  universal  joy.  This  is  the  law. 
Believe  in  it,  and  live !  " 

And  as  the  voice  grew  silent,  from  the  sky  beamed 
over  all  the  scene  the  placid  moon  once  more.  The  wind 
had  lulled  or  passed  away  to  other  regions  of  the  earth, 
and  over  all  the  forest  streamed  the  brilliant  light.  Once 
more  the  lit-up  trees  shone  spangled  o'er  with  rays ;  and 
happy  murmurs  broke  upon  my  ear,  instead  of  loud 
complaints. 

"  We  have  been  wild  and  foolish,  g^racious  moon  !  "  ex- 
claimed  the  tender  Beech.  "  We  doubted  all  the  promises 
and  hopes  that  you  shed  so  freely  down.  In  pity  to  the 
terrors  of  the  night,  forgive  us  once  again  ! " 

**  You  have  said  right,  my  sister,"  said  the  Oak.  **  That 
heavenly  power,  whom  neither  winds  nor  storms  can 
reach,  will  view  with  tenderness  our  troubled  lot,  who 
live  amid  the  tempests  of  the  earth.  She  will  forgive,  she 
hath  forgiven  us  all.  Hath  she  not  clothed  us  now  with 
robes  more  brilliant  than  the  summer  ones  we  love?" 

"  The  robes  of  hope  and  promise,"  wept  the  Poplar, 
as  he  spoke,  for  all  his  branches  trembled  with  delight, 
and  stars  seemed  dropping  all  around. 

"  I  mourn  my  dark  despair,"  bewailed  the  Elm.  "  I 
should  have  called  the  past  to  memory  !  We  never  are 
deserted   in  our  need.     The  winter  tempests   rage,  and 
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terrible  they  are  ;  but  always  the  bright  moon  from  time 
to  time  returns,  to  shed  down  rays  of  hope  and  promises 
of  glory  on  our  heads ;  and  still  we  doubt  and  fear,  and 
still  the  patient  moon  repeats  her  tale.  And  then  the 
spring  and  summer  time  return,  and  life,  and  joy,  and  all 
our  beauteous  robes.  Oh,  what  weak  tremblers  we 
must  be !  '* 

And  so,  through  all  the  rest  of  that  strange  night,  mur- 
murs of  comfort  sounded  through  the  wood,  and  I  re- 
turned at  last  to  the  poor  lonely  cottage  that  I  called  my 
home,  and  wept  mixed  tears  of  sorrow  and  of  joy.  Father 
and  mother  lost,  swept  suddenly  away,  and  I,  with  strait- 
ened means,  left  alone  to  struggle  through  the  world ! 
Did  I  not  stand  before  my  desolate  hearth,  like  one 
awakened  from  a  dream,  a  vision — (surely  such  it  was !) — 
exclaiming  in  despair,  as  did  the  weeping  Beech,  **  Naked 
and  forlorn  I  stand  amid  the  ruins  of  the  past."  But 
through  the  casement  glided  in  on  me,  me  also,  as  I  stood, 
the  blessed  rays  of  that  eternal  moon — the  moon  that 
shone  in  Paradise — the  moon  that  promises  a  Paradise 
restored. 

And  ever  and  anon,  throughout  the  struggle  of  my 
life,  I  would  return  for  wisdom  and  for  hope  to  the  old 
forest  where  I  dreamt  the  dream.  As  time  passed  on, 
and  winter  snows  came  down,  a  cold,  unmeaning  sleep 
seemed  to  bind  up  the  trees — but  still,  at  her  appointed 
time,  the  moon  came  out,  and  lit  up  even  snow  with  robes 
of  light  and  hope.     And  then  the  spring-time  burst  the 
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cruel  bonds  that  held  all  nature  in  a  stagnant  state.  Ver- 
dure and  beauty  came  again  ;  and,  as  I  listened  to  the 
gales  that  breathed  soft  music  through  the  trees,  I  thought, 
"HI  could  dream  again,  I  should  hear  songs  of  exquisite 
delight."  But  that  was  not  to  be.  Still,  I  could  revel 
in  the  comfort  of  the  sight,  and  watch  the  moonbeams 
glittering  in  triumphant  joy  through  the  now  verdant 
bowers  of  those  woods,  playing  in  happy  sport  amid  the 
shadows  of  the  leaves. 

And  to  me  also  came  a  spring !  From  me,  too,  passed 
away  the  winter  and  its  chill !  And  now  I  take  the  child- 
ren of  my  love,  and  the  sweet  mother  who  has  borne  them, 
to  those  woods  ;  and  ever  and  anon  we  tell  long  tales  of 
Nature  and  her  ways,  and  how  the  poor  trees  moan,  when 
storms  and  tempests  come ;  and  how  the  wise  Owl  talks 
to  heedless  ears  his  deep  philosophy  of  laws  of  order  that 
must  one  day  certainly  prevail,  and  how  the  patient  moon 
is  never  weary  of  her  task  of  shedding  rays  of  hope  and 
promise  on  the  world ;  and  even  while  we  speak,  the 
children  clap  their  hands  for  joy,  and  say  they  never  will 
despair  for  anything  that  comes,  for,  lo  !  above  their  heads 
there  suddenly  shines  out — THE  MOON  THAT  SHONE  IN 
PARADISE  ! 


Dailie  Breab. 


**  Your  heavenly  Father  knoweth  that  ye  have  need  of  all  these  things." 
— Matthew,  vi. ,  32. 


I 


WISH  your  cheerfulness  were  a  little  better  timed,  my 
friend,"  remarked  a  Tortoise,  who  for  many  years  had 
inhabited  the  garden  of  a  suburban  villa,  to  a  Robin  Red- 
Breast,  who  was  trilling  a  merry  note  from  a  thorn-tree 
in  the  shrubbery.  **  What  in  the  world  are  you  singing 
about  at  this  time  of  year,  when  I,  and  everybody  else 
of  any  sense,  are  trying  to  go  to  sleep,  and  forget  our- 
selves ?  '* 

**  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  am  sure,"  replied  the  Robin  ; 
**  I  did  not  know  it  would  have  disturbed  you." 

"  You  must  be  gifted  with  very  small  powers  of  obser- 
vation then,  my  friend,"  rejoined  the  Tortoise.  **  Here 
have  I  been  grubbing  my  head  under  the  leaves  and  sticks 
half  the  morning,  to  make  myself  a  comfortable  hole  to 
take  a  nap  in  ;  and  always,  just  as  I  am  dropping  off,  you 
set  up  one  of  your  senseless  pipes." 

**  You  are  not  over-troubled  witli  politeness,  good  sir,  I 
think,"  observed  the  Robin  ;  '*  to  call  my  performance  by 
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such  an  offensive  name,  and  to  find  fault  with  me  for 
want  of  observation,  is  the  most  unreasonable  thing  in 
the  world.  This  is  the  first  season  I  have  lived  in  the 
garden,  and  neither  in  the  spring  nor  in  the  few  musical 
months  of  summer  have  you  ever  objected  to  my  sing- 
ing.    How  was  I  to  know  you  would  dislike  it  now  ?  " 

"  Your  ouTi  sense  might  have  told  you  as  much,  without 

my  giving  myself  the  trouble  of  explanation/'  persisted 

the   Tortoise.     **Of  course,  it  's  natural 

enough,    and    not   disagreeable,  to    hear 

,  you  little  birds  singing  round  the  place, 

when    there    xs   something    to    sing 

'  /  about.  It  rather  raises  one's  spirits 

than  othen*ise.  For  instance,  when 

k    ^    '  the  weather  becomes  mild   in   the 

early  year,  and  the  plants  begin  to 

grow  aad   get  juicj-,  and   it  is 

about  time  for  me  to  get 

'  up    from   mv  i^-inter's 

^  sleep,  i  have  no 

%•  *  ^  ^  objection  to 
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be  awakened  by  your  voices.  But  now,  in  this  miserable 
season,  when  the  fruits  and  flowers  are  gone,  and  when 
even  the  leaves  that  are  left  are  tough  and  dry,  and 
there  is  not  a  dandelion  that  I  care  to  eat ;  and  when 
It  gets  colder  and  colder,  and  damper  and  damper  every 
day,  this  affectation  of  merriment  on  your  part  is  both 
ridiculous  and  hypocritical.  It  is  impossible  that  you  can 
feel  happy  yourself,  and  you  have  no  business  to  pretend 
to  it." 

**  But,  begging  your  pardon  once  more,  good  sir,  I  do 
fell  happy,  whatever  you  may  think  to  the  contrary,** 
answered  the  Robin. 

**  What,  do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  like  cold,  and 
damp,  and  bare  trees,  with  scarcely  a  berry  upon  them  ?  ** 

**  I  like  warm  sunny  days  the  best,  perhaps,**  replied 
the  Robin,  **  if  I  am  obliged  to  think  about  it  and  make 
comparisons.  But  why  should  I  do  so  ?  I  am  quite  com- 
fortable as  it  is.  If  there  is  not  so  much  variety  of  food 
as  there  has  been,  there  is,  at  any  rate,  enough  for  every 
day,  and  everybody  knows  that  enough  is  as  good  as  a 
feast.  For  my  part,  I  don*t  see  how  I  can  help  being 
contented.** 

**  Contented  !  what  a  dull  idea,  to  be  just  contented  !  I 
am  contented  myself,  after  a  fashion  ;  but  you  are  trying 
to  seem  happy,  and  that  is  a  very  different  sort  of  thing.** 

"  Well,  but  happy  ;  I  am  happy,  too,**  insisted  the 
Robin. 

"That  must  be  then  because  you  know  nothing  of  what 
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is  coming,"  suggested  the  Tortoise.  "As  yet,  while  the 
open  weather  lasts,  you  can  pick  up  your  favourite  worms, 
and  satisfy  your  appetite.  But,  when  the  ground  has  be- 
come so  hard  that  the  worms  cannot  come  through,  or 
your  beak  get  at  them,  what  will  you  do  ?  " 

"  Are  you  sure  that  will  ever  happen  ? "  inquired  the 
Robin. 

"  Oh !  certainly,  in  the  course  of  the  winter,  at  some 
time  or  another;  and,  indeed,  it  may  happen  any  day 
now,  which  makes  me  anxious  to  be  asleep  and  out  of  the 
way.'* 

"  Oh,  well,  if  it  happens  now,  I  shall  not  mind  a  bit," 
cried  the  Robin  ;  **  there  are  plenty  of  berries  left !  " 

"  But  supposing  it  should  happen  when  all  the  berries 
arc  gone  ? "  said  the  Tortoise,  actually  teased  at  not 
being  able  to  frighten  the  Robin  out  of  his  singing 
propensities. 

"  Nay,  but  if  it  comes  to  supposing^'  exclaimed  the 
Robin,  '*  I  shall  suppose  it  won't,  and  so  I  shall  be  happy 
still.'' 

"  But  I  say  it  tnay  happen,"  shouted  the  Tortoise. 

*' And  I  ask  zt//7/ it  ? "  rejoined  the  Robin,  in  quite  as 
determined  a  manner. 

"  Which  you  know  I  cannot  answer,"  retorted  the  Tor- 
toise again.  "  Nobody  knows  exactly  about  either  the 
weather  or  the  berries  beforehand." 

"  Then  let  nobody  trouble  themselves  beforehand," 
persisted  the  Robin.     "  If  there  was  anything  to  be  done 
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to  prevent  or  provide,  it  would  be  different.  But  as  it  is, 
we  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  be  happy  in  the  comfort 
each  day  brings."  Here  the  Robin  trilled  out  a  few  of 
his  favourite  notes,  but  the  Tortoise  soon  interrupted  him. 

*'  Allow  other  people  to  be  happy,  then,  as  well  as  your- 
self, and  cease  squalling  out  of  that  tree.  I  could  have 
forgiven  you,  had  the  branches  been  full  of  haws ;  but  as 
they  are  all  withered  or  eaten,  you  can  have  no  particular 
excuse  for  singing  in  that  particular  bush,  rather  than 
elsewhere,  so  let  me  request  you  at  once  to  go." 

'*  Of  course  I  will  do  so,"  answered  the  Robin,  politely. 
"  It  is  the  same  thing  to  me  exactly,  so  I  wish  you  a  good 
morning,  and,  if  you  desire  it,  a  refreshing  sleep." 

So  saying,  the  Robin  flew  from  the  thorn-tree  to  another 
part  of  the  grounds,  where  he  could  amuse  himself  with- 
out interruption  ;  and  the  Tortoise  began  to  hustle  under 
the  leaves  and  rubbish  again,  with  a  view  to  taking  his  nap. 

But,  by-and-by,  as  the  morning  wore  away,  the  frosty 
feeling  and  autumnal  mists  cleared  off;  and  when  the  sun 
came  out,  which  it  did  for  three  or  four  hours  in  the  early 
afternoon,  the  day  became  really  fine. 

The  old  Tortoise  did  not  fail  to  discover  the  fact ;  and 
not  having  yet  scratched  himself  a  hole  completely  to  his 
mind,  he  came  out  of  the  shrubbery  and  took  a  turn  in 
the  sunshine. 

**  This  is  quite  a  surprise,  indeed,"  said  he  to  himself.  "  It 
is  very  pleasant,  but  I  am  afraid  it  will  not  last.  The  more  *s 
the  pity ;  but,  however,  I  shall  not  go  to  bed  just  yet." 
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With  these  words,  he  waddled  slowly  along  to  the 
kitchen  garden,  where  he  was  in  the  habit  of  occasionally 
basking  under  the  brick  wall ;  and  now,  tilting  himself 
up  sideways  against  it,  he  passed  an  hour,  much  to  his 
satisfaction,  in  exposing  his  homy  coat  to  the  rays  of  the 
sun ;  a  feat  which  he  never  dared  to  perform  during  the 
heats  of  summer. 

Meanwhile,  the  poor  little  Robin  continued  his  songs 
in  a  retired  comer  of  the  grounds,  where  no  one  objected 
to  his  cheerful  notes.  A  tiny  grrove  it  was,  with  a  grassy 
circle  in  the  middle  of  it,  where  a  pretty  fountain  played 
night  and  day. 

During  the  pauses  of  his  music,  and  especially  after 
the  sun  came  out,  he  wondered  much  to  himself  about  all 
the  strange  uncomfortable  things  the  Tortoise  had  said. 
Oh,  to  think  of  his  having  wanted  to  go  to  sleep  and  be 
out  of  the  way ;  and  now  here  was  the  sunshine  making 
all  the  grove  as  warm  as  spring  itself!  If  he  had  not 
been  afraid  the  Tortoise  might  consider  him  intrusive^ 
he  would  have  gone  back  and  told  him  how  warm  and 
pleasant  it  was ;  but  absolutely  he  durst  not. 

Still,  he  could  not,  on  reflection,  shut  his  eyes  to  the 
fact,  that  there  were  no  other  .sr)ngsters  in  the  grove  just 
then  beside  himself,  and  he  wondered  what  was  the  rea« 
son.  Time  was,  when  the  Nightingale  was  to  be  heard 
every  night  in  this  very  spot ;  but,  now  he  came  to  think  of 
it,  that  beautiful  pipe  of  his  had  ceased  for  months ;  and 
wh/^  ^^(  was,  nobody  seemed  to  know. 
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The  Robin  became  thoughtful,  and  perhaps  a  little 
uneasy. 

There  was  the  Blackbird,  too; — what  was  he  about 
that  he  also  was  silent?  Was  it  possible  that  all  the 
world  was  really,  as  the  Tortoise  said,  thinking  it  wise  to 
go  to  sleep  and  be  out  of  the  way? 

The  Robin  got  almost  alarmed.  So  much  so,  that  he 
flew  about,  until  he  met  with  a  Blackbird,  whom  he  might 
question  on  the  subject,  and  of  him  he  made  the  inquiry, 
why  he  had  left  off  singing  ? 

The  Blackbird  glanced  at  him  with  astonishment. 

**  Who  ^^^^  sing  in  the  dismal  autumn  and  winter?" 
said  he.  "  Really,  I  know  of  scarcely  any  who  are  bold 
and  thoughtless  enough  to  do  so,  except  yourself.  The 
larks,  may,  to  be  sure,  but  they  lead  such  strange  lives  in 
the  sky,  or  in  seclusion,  that  they  are  no  rule  for  any  one 
else.  Your  own  persevering  chirruping  is  (in  my  humble 
judgment)  so  out  of  character  with  a  season  in  which 
every  wise  creature  must  be  apprehensive  for  the  future, 
that  I  can  only  excuse  it  on  the  ground  of  an  ignorance  and 
levity  which  you  have  had  no  opportunity  of  correcting.** 

"  It  would  be  kinder  to  attribute  it  to  a  cheerful 
contentment  with  whatever  comes  to  pass,"  cried  the 
Robin,  ruffling  his  feathers  as  he  spoke.  "  /  rejoice  in 
each  day's  blessing  as  it  comes,  and  never  wish  for  more 
than  does  come.  YoUy  who  are  wishing  the  present  to  be 
better  than  it  is,  and  fearing  that  the  future  maybe  worse, 
are  meanwhile  losing  all  enjoyment  of  the  hour  that  now 
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is.  You  think  this  wise.  To  me  it  seems  as  foolish  as 
it  is  ungrateful !  " 

With  these  words  the  Robin  flew  away  as  fast  as  he 
could,  for,  to  say  the  truth,  he  felt  conscious  of  having 
been  a  little  impertinent  in  his  last  remark.  He  was 
rather  a  young  bird  to  be  setting  other  people  right ;  but 
a  Robin  is  always  a  bold  fellow,  and  has  moreover  rather 
a  hot  temper  of  his  own,  though  he  is  a  kind  creature  at 
the  bottom.  He  had  been  insulted,  too,  there  was  no 
doubt;  but  when  people  feel  themselves  in  the  right, 
what  need  is  there  of  rufHing  feathers  and  being  saucy  ? 

And  the  Robin  did  honestly  feel  himself  in  the  right ; 
but,  oh !  how  hard  it  is  to  resist  the  influence  of  evil 
suggestions,  even  when  one  knows  them  to  be  such,  and 
turns  aside  from  them.  They  are  so  apt  to  steal  back 
into  the  heart  unawares,  and  undermine  the  principle  that 
seemed  so  steady  before.  To  a  certain  extent,  this  was 
the  case  with  our  poor  little  friend ;  and  those  who  are 
disposed  to  judge  harshly  of  his  weakness,  must  remem- 
ber that  he  was  very  young,  and  could  not  be  expected 
to  go  on  right  always  without  a  mistake. 

Certain  it  is,  that  he  drooped  awhile  in  spirits,  as  the 
winter  advanced.  He  sang  every  day,  it  is  true,  and 
would  still  have  maintained  his  own  opinions  against  any 
one  who  should  have  opposed  them ;  but  he  was  decid- 
edly disturbed  in  mind,  and  thought  sadly  too  much,  for 
his  own  peace  and  comfort,  of  what  both  the  Tortoise  and 
BlarT 
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The  colder  the  days  became,  the  more  he  became  de- 
pressed ;  not  that  there  was  any  cold  then  that  he  really 
cared  about,  but  he  was  fidgeting  about  the  much  greater 
cold  which  he  had  been  told  was  coming ;  and,  as  he 
hopped  about  on  the  grass  round  the  fountain,  picking 
up  worms  and  food,  he  was  ready  to  drop  a  tear  out  of 
his  bright  black  eye  at  the  thought  of  the  days  when  the 
ground  was  to  be  so  hard  that  the  worms  could  not  come 
out,  or  his  beak  reach  them. 

Had  this  state  of  things  gone  on  long,  the  Robin  would 
have  begun  to  wish  to  go  to  sleep,  like  the  Tortoise  ;  and 
no  more  singing  would  have  been  heard  in  the  plantation 
of  the  suburban  villa  that  year. 

But  robins  are  brave-hearted  little  fellows,  as  well  as 
bold  and  saucy;  and  one  bright  day  our  friend  bethought 
himself  that  he  would  go  and  talk  the  matter  over  with 
an  old  Woodlark,  who  he  had  heard  frequented  a  thicket 
at  a  considerable  distance  off. 

On  his  way  thither,  he  heard  several  larks  singing  high 
up  in  the  sky  over  the  fields :  and  by  the  time  he  reached 
the  thicket  he  was  in  excellent  spirits  himself,  and  seemed 
to  have  left  all  his  megrims  behind. 

It  was  fortunate  such  was  the  case,  for  when,  as  he 
approached  the  thicket,  he  heard  the  Woodlark's  note,  it 
was  so  plaintive  and  low,  that  it  would  have  made  any- 
body cry  to  listen  to  it.  And  when  the  Robin  congratu- 
lated him  on  his  singing,  the  Woodlark  did  not  seem  to 
care  much  for  the  compliment,  but  confided  to  his  new 
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acquaintance,  that  although  he  thought  it  right  to  sing, 
and  be  thankful,  as  long  as  there  was  a  bit  of  comfort 
left,  he  was  not  so  happy  as  he  seemed  to  be,  since  in 
reality  he  was  always  expecting  to  die  some  day  of  hav- 
ing nothing  at  all  to  eat. 

"  For,**  said  he,  **  when  the  snow  is  on  the  ground,  it  is  a 
perfect  chance  if  one  finds  a  morsel  of  food  all  day  long." 

**  But  I  thought  you  had  lived  here  several  seasons," 
suggested  the  Robin,  who  in  his  braced  condition  of  mind 
was  getting  quite  reasonable  again. 

"  So  I  have,"  murmured  the  Woodlark,  heaving  his 
breast  with  a  touching  sigh. 

"  And  you  did  not  die  of  having  nothing  to  eat,  last 
winter  ?  *'  observed  the  Robin. 

"  It  appears  not,"  ejaculated  the  Woodlark,  as  gravely 
as  possible,  and  with  another  sigh  ;  whereat  the  Robin's 
eye  actually  twinkled  with  mirth,  for  he  had  a  good  deal 
of  fun  in  his  composition,  and  could  not  but  smile  to 
himself  at  the  Woodlark*s  solemn  way  of  admitting  that 
he  was  alive. 

*'  Nor  the  winter  before  ?  "  asked  he. 

"  No,**  murmured  the  Woodlark  again. 

"  Nor  the  winter  before  that  ?  **  persisted  the  saucy 
Robin. 

"Well,  no;  of  course  not,*'  answered  the  Woodlark, 
somewhat  impatiently,  "  because  I  am  here,  as  you  see.*' 

''  Then  how  did  you  manage  when  the  snow  came,  and 
there  was  no  food  ?  **  inquired  the  Robin. 
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"  I  never  told  you  there  was  actually  no  food  in  those 
other  winters,"  answered  the  Woodlark  somewhat  peev- 
ishly, for  he  did  not  want  to  be  disturbed  in  his  views. 
^*  Little  bits  of  things  did  accidentally  turn  up  always. 
But  there  is  no  proof  that  it  will  ever  happen  again. 
It  was  merely  chance  !  " 

"  Ah,  my  venerable  friend,"  cried  the  Robin  ;  "  have 
you  no  confidence  in  the  kind  chance  that  has  befriended 
you  so  often  before  ?  " 

"  I  can  never  be  sure  it  will  do  so  again,"  murmured 
the  Woodlark  despondingly. 

"  But  when  that  kind  chance  brings  you  one  comfortable 
day  after  another,  why  should  you  sadden  them  all  by 
these  fears  for  by-and-by  ?  " 

"  It  is  a  weakness,  I  believe,"  responded  the  Woodlark. 
*'  I  will  see  what  I  can  do  towards  enjoying  myself  more. 
You  are  very  wise,  little  Robin  ;  and  it  is  a  wisdom  that 
will  keep  you  happy  all  the  year  round." 

Here  the  Woodlark  rose  into  the  air,  and  performed 
several  circling  flights,  singing  vigorously  all  the  time. 
The  old  melancholy  pervaded  the  tone,  but  that  might 
be  mere  habit.  The  song  was,  at  any  rate,  more  earnest 
and  strong. 

'*  That  is  better  already,"  cried  the  Robin  gaily  ;  "  and 
for  my  part,  if  I  am  ever  disposed  to  be  dull  myself,  I 
shall  think  of  what  you  told  me  just  now  of  all  the  past 
winters ;  namely,  that  little  bits  of  things  did  always  accu 
dentally  turn  up.     What  a  comforting  fact  I  " 
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"  To  think  of  my  ever  having  been  able  to  comfort  any- 
body !  *'  exclaimed  the  Woodlark.  "  I  must  try  to  take 
comfort  myself." 

"  Ay,  indeed,"  cried  the  Robin  earnestly  ;  "  it  is  faith- 
less work  to  give  advice  which  you  will  not  follow 
yourself." 

So  saying,  the  Robin  trilled  out  a  pleasant  farewell,  and 
returned  to  the  shrubbery  grounds,  where,  in  an  ivy- 
covered  wall,  he  had  found  for  himself  a  snug  little  winter's 
home. 

It  was  during  the  ensuing  week,  and  while  the  Robin 
was  in  his  blithest  mood,  and  singing  away  undisturbed 
by  megrims  of  any  kind,  but  rejoicing  in  the  comfort  of 
each  day  as  it  came,  that  the  Tortoise  once  more  accosted 
him. 

When  Robin  first  heard  his  voice  he  was  startled,  and 
feared  another  scolding,  but  he  was  quite  mistaken.  The 
old  Tortoise  was  sitting  by  the  side  of  an  opening  in  the 
ground,  which  he  had  scratched  out  very  cleverly  with 
his  claws.  It  was  in  a  corner  among  some  stones  which 
had  lain  there  for  years ;  and  one  large  one  in  particular 
overhung  the  entrance  of  the  hole  he  had  dug.  The  wind 
had  drifted  avast  quantity  of  leaves  in  that  direction,  and 
some  of  them  had  been  blown  even  into  the  hole  itself, 
so  that  it  looked  like  a  warm  underground  bed. 

**  Hop  down  to  me,  little  bird ! "  was  the  Tortoise's 
address,  in  a  quiet,  friendly  voice ;  an  order  with  which 
the   Robin  at   once   complied.     "  Ah,  you   need  not  be. 
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afraid/*  continued  he,  as  the  Robin  alighted  by  his  side. 
"  I  am  quite  happy  now.  See  what  a  comfortable  place 
I  have  made  for  myself  here  in  the  earth.  There,  there, 
put  your  head  in  and  peep.  Did  you  ever  see  anything 
so  snug  in  your  life?  *' 

The  Robin  peered  in  with  his  sharp  little  eye,  and 
really  admired  the  Tortoise's  ingenious  labour  very  much. 

"  Hop  in,"  cried  the  Tortoise  gaily  ;  "  there  *s  room 
enough  and  to  spare,  is  there  not  ?  " 

Robin  hopped  in,  and  looked  round.  He  was  surprised 
at  the  size  and  convenience  of  the  place,  and  admitted 
that  a  more  roomy  and  comfortable  winter's  bed  could 
not  be  wished  for. 

**  Who  would  n't  go  to  sleep  ?  "  cried  the  Tortoise ; 
"what  say  you,  my  little  friend?  But  you  need  not  say; 
I  see  it  in  your  eye.  You  are  not  for  sleep  yourself. 
Well,  well,  we  have  all  our  different  ways  of  life,  and 
yours  is  a  pleasant  folly,  after  all,  when  it  does  n't  disturb 
other  people.  And  you  won't  disturb  me  any  more  this 
year,  for  I  have  made  my  arrangements  at  last,  and  shall 
soon  be  so  sound  asleep,  that  I  shall  hear  no  more  of  your 
singing  for  the  present.  It's  a  nice  bed,  eh?  isn't  it? 
Not  so  nice,  perhaps,  as  the  warm  sands  of  my  native 
land  ;  but  the  ground,  even  here,  is  much  warmer  inside 
than  people  think,  who  know  nothing  of  it  but  the  cold 
damp  surface.  Ah,  if  it  was  n't,  how  would  the  snow- 
drop and  crocus  live  through  the  winter  ?  Well,  I  called 
you  here  to  say  good-bye,  and  show  you  where  I  am,  and 
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to  ask  you  to  remember  me  in  the  Spring  ;  if — that  is,  of 
course — you  survive  the  terrible  weather  that  is  coming. 
You  don*t  mind  my  having  been  somewhat  cross  the 
other  day,  do  you  ?  I  am  apt  to  get  testy  now  and  then, 
and  you  disturbed  me  in  my  nap,  which  nobody  can 
bear.  But  you  will  forgive  and  forget,  won't  you,  little 
bird?" 

The  kind-hearted  Robin  protested  his  affectionate  feel- 
ing in  a  thousand  pretty  ways. 

"  Then,  you  won't  forget  me  in  the  Spring,**  added  the 
Tortoise  ;  "  but  come  here  and  sit  on  the  laurel  bush,  and 
sing  me  awake.  Not  till  the  days  are  mild,  and  the  plants 
get  juicy,  of  course,  but  as  soon  as  you  please,  then. 
And  now,  good-bye.  There  *s  a  strange  feeling  in  the  air 
to-day,  and  before  many  hours  are  over  there  will  be  snow 
and  frost.  Yours  is  a  pleasant  folly.  I  wish  it  may  not 
cost  you  dear.     Good-bye.** 

Hereupon  the  old  Tortoise  huddled  away  into  the 
interior  of  his  hole,  where  he  actually  disappeared  from 
sight ;  and  as,  soon  afterwards,  the  drifting  leaves  com- 
pletely choked  up  the  entrance  of  the  place,  no  one 
could  have  suspected  what  was  there  but  those  who  knew 
the  secret  beforehand.  He  had  been  right  in  his  prog- 
nostication of  the  weather.  A  thick,  gloomy,  raw  evening 
was  succeeded  by  a  bitterly  cold  night,  and  towards  the 
morning  the  over-weighted  clouds  began  to  discharge 
themselves  of  some  of  their  snow ;  and  as  the  day  wore, 
the  flakes  got  heavier  and  heavier  ;  and  as  no  sunshine 
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left  yet,'*  said  he,  with  cheerful  composure,  as  he  went 
out  to  seek  for  food,  and  found  a  holly-tree  by  the  little 
gate  of  the  plantation,  red  with  its  beautiful  fruit.  And, 
after  he  had  eaten,  he  poured  out  a  song  of  joy  and 
thankfulness  into  the  cold  wintry  sky,  and  finally  re- 
treated under  his  ivy-bush  at  night,  happy  and  contented 
as  before. 

But  that  terrible  storm  lasted  for  weeks  without  inter- 
mission ;  or,  if  it  did  intermit,  it  was  but  to  a  partial 
thaw,  which  the  night  of  frost  soon  bound  up  again,  as 
firmly,  or  more  firmly  than  ever. 

Many  other  birds  like  himself  came  to  the  holly-tree 
for  berries,  and  it  was  wonderful  how  they  disappeared, 
first  from  one  branch,  and  then  from  another:  but  still 
the  Robin  sang  on.  He  poured  out  his  little  song  of 
thanks  after  every  meal.  That  was  his  rule.  Other  birds 
would  jeer  at  him  sometimes,  but  he  could  not  be  much 
moved  by  jeers.  He  had  brought  his  bravery,  and  his 
patience,  and  his  hope  into  the  field  against  whatever 
troubles  might  arise,  and  a  few  foolish  jests  would  not 
trouble  a  spirit  so  strung  up  to  cheerful  endurance. 

"  I  will  sing  the  old  Tortoise  awake  yet,"  said  he,  many 
and  many  a  time,  when,  after  chanting  his  little  thanks- 
giving in  the  holly-tree,  he  would  hover  about  the  spot 
where  his  friend  lay  asleep  in  the  ground,  and  think  of  the 
Spring  that  would  one  day  come,  bringing  its  mild  days 
and  the  juicy  plants,  and  its  thousand  pleasant  delights. 

I  do  not  say,  but  that  it  was  a  great  trial  to  our  friend. 
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when,  after  dreaming  all  these  things  in  his  day-dreams, 
he  was  roused  up  at  last  by  feeling  himself  unusually  cold 
and  stiff;  and  was  forced  to  hurry  to  his  ivy  home  to 
recover  himself  at  all. 

The  alternations,  too,  of  winter,  are  very  trying.  The 
long  storm  of  many  weeks  ceased  at  last,  and  a  fortnight 
of  open  weather  ensued,  which,  although  wet  and  cold, 
gave  much  more  liberty  to  the  birds,  and  allowed  of 
greater  plenty  of  food.  The  Robin  could  now  hop  once 
more  on  the  grass  round  the  fountain,  and  get  at  a  few 
worms,  and  pick  up  a  few  seeds.  And  he  was  so  de- 
lighted with  the  change,  that  he  half  hoped  the  winter 
was  over ;  and  he  sat  in  the  laurel  tree  by  the  Tortoise's 
cave,  and  poured  out  long  ditties  of  anticipative  delight. 
But  the  bitterest  storm  of  all  was  yet  in  store, — the  storm 
of  disappointed  hope. 

Oh,  heavy  clouds,  why  did  you  hang  so  darkly  over  the 
earth  just  before  the  Christmas  season  ?  Oh,  why  did  the 
fields  become  so  white  again,  and  the  trees  so  laden  with 
snow-wreaths,  and  the  waters  so  frozen  and  immovable, 
just  when  all  human  beings  wanted  to  rejoice  and  be 
glad  ?  Did  you  come — perhaps  you  did  ! — to  rouse  to 
tender  pity  and  compassionate  love,  the  hearts  of  all  who 
wished  to  welcome  their  Saviour  with  hosannas  of  joy? 
but  who  cannot  forget,  if  they  read  the  Gospel  of  love, 
that  whosoever  does  a  kindness  to  one  of  the  least  of  His 
disciples,  does  it  unto  Him.  Surely,  thus  may  the  bitter 
cold,  and  the  trying  weather  of  a  biting,  snowy  Christmas, 
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be  read.  Surely,  it  calls  aloud  to  every  one,  that  now  is 
the  moment  for  clothing  the  naked,  for  feeding  the  hun- 
gry, and  for  comforting  the  afflicted. 

Heavily,  heavily,  heavily,  it  came  down.  There  were 
two  days  in  which  the  Robin  never  left  his  ivy-covered 
hole,  but  hunger  took  him  at  last  to  the  holly-tree  by  the 
little  gate.  Its  prickly  leaves  were  loaded  with  snow, 
and  on  one  side  the  stem  could  not  be  seen  at  all.  Was 
it  his  fancy,  or  was  the  tree  really  much  less  than  before  ? 
He  hopped  from  one  white  branch  to  another,  and  fancied 
that  large  pieces  were  gone.  He  peered  under  and  over, 
picked  at  the  leaves,  and  shook  down  little  morsels  of 
snow ;  but  nowhere,  nowhere,  nowhere,  could  a  single 
berry  be  found ! 

The  Robin  flew  about  in  distress,  and  in  so  doing 
caught  sight  of  a  heap  of  holly,  laurel,  and  bay  branches 
that  were  laid  aside  together  to  be  carried  up  to  the  house 
to  decorate  its  walls.  He  picked  two  or  three  of  the  ber- 
ries from  them  as  they  lay  there, — ripe,  red  berries,  such 
as  he  had  gathered  but  lately  from  the  tree;  and  then 
came  the  gardener  by,  who  carried  the  whole  away.  He 
flew  after  the  man  as  he  walked,  and  never  left  him  until 
he  disappeared  with  his  load  into  the  house.  Its  un- 
friendly doors  closed  against  the  little  wanderer,  and  no 
one  within  knew  of  the  wistful  eyes  which  had  watched 
the  coveted  food  out  of  sight. 

"  I  have  eaten  ;  let  me  be  thankful,"  was  the  Robin's 
resolute  remark,  as  he  flew  away  from  the  house  and  re- 
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turned  to  the  holly  tree,  which  had  so  lately  been  his 
storehouse  of  hope,  and  from  its  now  stripped  and  barren 
branches,  poured  out,  as  before,  his  lay  of  glad  thanks- 
giving for  what  he  had  had. 

Not  a  breath  of  wind  was  blowing,  not  a  leaf  stirred ; 
not  a  movement  of  any  kind  took  place,  save  when  some 
overloaded  branch  dropped  part  of  its  weight  of  snow  on 
the  ground  below  ;  as  the  sweet  carol  of  the  still  hungry 
little  bird  rose  through  the  air  on  that  dark,  still  winter's 
afternoon. 

What  did  it  tell  of?  Oh,  surely,  that  clear  bell-like 
melody,  that  musical  tone,  that  exquisite  harmonious 
trill,  told  of  something, — of  something,  I  mean,  besides 
the  tale  of  a  poor  little  desolate  bird,  whose  food  had 
been  snatched  away  before  his  eyes,  and  who  might  be 
thought  to  have  eaten  his  last  meal. 

Surely  those  solitary  notes  of  joy,  poured  into  the 
midst  of  a  gloom  so  profound,  were  as  an  angel's  mes- 
sage, coming  with  a  promise  of  peace  and  hope,  at  a  mo- 
ment when  both  seemed  dead  and  departed. 

Homeward  from  his  day's  work  of  business,  there  passed 
by,  at  that  moment,  the  owner  and  inhabitant  of  the  little 
suburban  villa.  It  had  been  a  melancholy  day  to  him,  for 
it  was  saddened  by  painful  recollections.  It  was  the  an- 
niversary of  the  day  on  which  his  wife  had  been  laid  in  the 
churchyard  grave,  and  since  that  event  two  sons  had  sailed 
for  the  far-off  land  of  promise,  which  puts  a  hemisphere 
between  the  loved  and  loving  on  earth.   So  that  far-distant 
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land  held  them,  whilst  one  not  so  distant,  perhaps,  but 
more  unattainable  for  the  present — held  the  other.  No 
wonder,  therefore,  that  on  that  owner's  face,  as  he  ap- 
proached his  home,  there  hung  a  cloud  of  suflfering  and 
care,  which  not  even  the  thought  of  the  Christmas-day  at 
hand  and  the  children  yet  spared  to  his  hearth,  could  pre- 
vent or  dispel. 

Verily  the  autumn  of  man's  life  comes  down  upon  him 
as  the  autumn  season  descends  upon  the  earth.  Clouds 
and  tears  mixed  with  whatever  brightness  may  remain. 

All  at  once,  however,  the  abstracted  look  of  sorrow  is 
startled.  What  is  it  that  he  hears?  He  is  passing  out- 
side the  little  plantation  which  skirts  the  grounds.  He 
is  close  to  the  little  gate  near  which  the  holly-tree  grows. 
He  pauses, — he  stops, — he  lifts  up  those  troubled  eyes. 
Surely,  a  wholesome  tear  is  stealing  over  the  cheek. 
Beautiful,  tender,  affecting,  as  the  voice  of  the  cuckoo  in 
spring,  there  swept  over  the  listener's  heart,  the  autumnal 
song  of  the  Robin.  Sing  on,  sing  on,  from  the  top  of 
your  desolate  tree,  oh,  little  bird  of  cheerfulness  and 
hope !  Pour  out  again  that  heaven-taught  music  of  con- 
tentment with  the  hour  that  now  is.  Shalt  thou  be  con- 
fident of  protection,  and  tfian  destitute  of  hope!  Shalt 
thou,  in  the  depth  of  thy  winter's  trial,  have  joy  and 
peace,  and  man  never  look  beyond  the  cloud  ? 

Poor  little  innocent  bird,  he  sang  his  pretty  song  to  an 
end,  and  then  he  flew  away.  Quarrel  not  with  him,  if  in 
painful  recollection  of  the  holly-berries  that  had  been  car- 


Daily  Bread.  259 

Tied  into  the  house,  he  hovered  round  its  windows  and 
doors,  with  anxious  and  curious  stealth.  Whether  across 
the  middle  of  one  window  he  observed  a  tempting  red 
cluster  hanging  down  inside,  no  one  can  say.  But  the 
tantalising  pain  of  such  a  sight,  if  he  felt  it,  was  soon  over, 
for  just  then  the  window  was  opened,  and  along  its  out- 
side ledge  something  was  strewn  by  a  careful  hand.  The 
window  was  closed  again  immediately,  and,  whoever  it 
was  within  retreated  backwards  into  the  room. 

From  a  standard  rose-bush,  whither  he  had  flown  when 
the  window  was  opened,  our  little  friend  watched  the 
affair. 

Presently  a  fragrant  odour  seemed  to  steal  towards  him, 
something  unknown  yet  pleasant,  something  tempting 
and  very  nice.  Was  there  any  risk  to  be  feared  ?  All 
seemed  quiet  and  still.  Should  he  venture?  Ah,  that 
odour  again  !  it  was  irresistible. 

In  another  minute  he  was  on  the  ledge,  and  boldly,  as 
if  a  dozen  invitations  had  bidden  him  welcome  to  the 
feast,  he  was  devouring  crumb  after  crumb  of  the  scattered 
bread. 

A  burst  of  delighted  laughter  from  within  broke  upon 
his  elysium  of  joy  for  a  moment,  and  sent  him  back  with 
sudden  flight  to  the  rose-bush.  But  no  disaster  ensued, 
and  he  was  tempted  again  and  again. 

The  children  within  might  well  laugh  at  the  saucy  bird, 
whom  their  father  had,  by  his  gift  of  bread-crumbs, 
tempted  to  the  place.     They  laughed  at  the  bold  hop, — 
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eager 


bead 4 ike  eye  of 
their  new  guest, — 
and   at   the  bright  red  of 
his  breast ;  but   it  was  a  laugh 
that    told    of    nothing    but    kind 
delight. 
''  Little  bits  of  things  do  accidental- 
ly turn  up  always,  indeed !  '*  said  the 
Robin  to  himself,  as  he  crept  into  his  ivy 
V      hole  that  evening  to  sleep  ;   and  he  dreamt  half 
the  night  of  the  wonderful  place  and  the  princely 
fare.     And  next  morning,  long   before  anybody 
was  awake  and  up,  he  was  off  to  the  magical  window- 
ledge  again,  but  neither  children  nor  bread-crumbs  were 
there: — (how  was  he  to  know  without  experience  about 
breakfast  hours,  and  the  customs  of  social  life?)     So  it 
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almost  seemed  to  him,  as  if  his  evening  meal  had  been  a 
dream,  too  good  a  thing  to  be  true,  or  if  it  had  ever  been 
true,  too  good  to  return.  Yet  a  sweeter  song  was  never 
heard  under  a  summer  sun,  than  that  with  which  the 
Robin  greeted  that  early  day,  the  Christmas  morning  of 
the  year. 

Perched  in  the  laurel  bush  near  the  Tortoise's  retreat, 
he  told  his  sleeping  friend  a  long,  marvellous  tale  of  his 
yesterday's  adventures,  and  promised  him  more  news 
against  the  time  when  he  should  return  to  wake  him  up 
in  the  spring. 

Nor  did  he  promise  in  vain ;  for  whether  the  Tortoise 
would  be  patient  enough  to  listen  or  not,  there  was  no 
doubt  the  Robin  had  soon  plenty  to  tell.  He  had  to  tell, 
not  only  of  the  meal  that  was  spread  for  him  in  due  time 
that  very  Christmas-day,  by  those  suddenly  raised  up 
friends — but  of  the  daily  meal  that  henceforth  never 
failed  ;  of  the  curious  tiny  house  that  was  erected  for  him 
at  the  end  of  the  ledge,  which,  carpeted  as  it  was  with 
cotton-wool  and  hay,  formed  almost  too  warm  a  roosting- 
place  for  his  hardy  little  frame. 

But  even  to  the  Tortoise  he  could  never  tell  all  he  had 
felt  during  that  wonderful  winter ;  for  he  could  never  ex- 
plain to  any  one  the  mysterious  friendship  which  grew  up 
between  himself  and  his  protectors.  He  could  never 
describe  properly  the  friendly  faces  that  sat  round  the 
breakfast-table  on  which  at  last  he  was  allowed  to  hop 
about  at  will. 
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He  told,  however,  how  he  used  to  sing  on  the  rose-tree 
outside,  every  morning  of  every  day,  to  welcome  the 
waking  of  his  friends,  and  how,  in  the  late  afternoons,  the 
father  would  sometimes  open  the  window,  and  sit  there 
alone  by  himself,  listening  to  his  song. 

**  Come,  come,  my  little  friend,"  remarked  the  Tortoise, 
when  he  did  awake  at  last,  and  had  come  out  of  his  cavern- 
bed,  and  heard  the  account :  "  I  have  been  asleep  for  a 
long  time,  and  I  dare  say  have  been  dreaming  all  manner 
of  fine  things  myself,  if  I  could  but  think  of  them.  Now, 
I  suspect  you  have  had  a  nap,  as  well.  However,  I  am 
very  glad  to  see  you  alive,  and  not  so  half-starved  looking 
as  I  expected.  But  as  to  your  having  sung  every  day, 
and  had  plenty  to  eat  every  day,  and  been  so  happy  all 
the  time, — take  my  advice,  don't  try  to  cram  older  heads 
than  your  own  with  travellers*  tales !  '* 
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**  Then  by  a  sunne-beam  I  will  climbe  to  thee." 

George  Herbert. 


IT  was  a  bright  sunshiny  day  at  Christmas-tide,  when, 
once  upon  a  time,  two  little  girls  were  sitting  on  their 
mamma's  sick-bed.  One  was  a  very  little  thing,  who 
could  only  just  talk,  and  she  was  leaning  her  curly  head 
against  the  bed-post.  The  other,  some  two  or  three  years 
older,  was  sitting  on  a  pillow  near  her  mother.  The 
children  were  not  talking  much,  for  there  was  a  new  baby 
in  the  house,  and  everybody  was  very  quiet,  though  very 
happy  ;  and  these  two  little  sisters  of  the  new-comer  had 
only  been  admitted  to  see  poor  mamma,  on  condition 
that  they  would  be  very  good  and  make  no  noise. 

But  the  active  spirits  of  young  animals  cannot  be 
long  kept  under ;  and  so  it  happened  that  a  strong  gleam 
of  winter  sunshine,  entering  into  the  room  through  a  half- 
opened  shutter,  shot  right  across  the  middle  of  the  bed, 
and  attracted  the  eyes  and  attention  of  both  the  children  ; 
for  up  and  down  in  this  narrow  strip  of  light  danced  in- 
numerable sparkling  motes.  The  elder  child,  the  Kate 
of  our  story,  had  a  little  open  box  in  her  hand,  and  she 
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stretched  it  out,  up  and  down,  into  the  beam,  and  whis- 
pered in  a  half-giggle  of  delight,  "  I  *U  catch  the  stars," 
Her  mamma  looked  on  and  smiled,  for  the  merry  Kate 
made  the  play  very  amusing  to  herself.  She  pretended 
to  catch  the  shining  motes  in  the  empty  box  ;  and  then 
put  on  a  face  of  mock  surprise  and  disappointment  at 
finding  nothing  inside  when  she  peeped  to  see.  More- 
over, she  kept  up  a  little  talk  all  the  time  :  "  There  *s 
one :— oh,  he  *s  such  a  beauty  ! — I  must  have  him  !  '*  and 
then  she  dashed  the  box  once  more  into  the  streak  of 
light. 

But  this  sport  and  the  smiles  on  Mamma's  face  soon 
became  irresistible  to  the  little  Undine-child  by  the  bed- 
post, and  she  said,  very  gently,  "  Give  me  some,  too." 

"Some  *what,'  my  little  Undine?"  asked  Mamma: 
"  what  are  they  ?  " 

Undine  glanced  at  her  mother,  and  then  at  the  motes, 
and  then  she  said,  "  Stars  "  ; — but  there  was  a  misgiving 
look  on  her  face  as  she  spoke. 

"  No,  they  're  not  stars, — are  they,  Mamma  ?  "  observed 
the  wiser  Kate :  "  they  Ve  nothing  but  dust ;  '* — and  the 
box  danced  about  quicker  than  ever. 

"They're  not  dust,"  pouted  the  offended  little  one: 
"  they  're  stars  !  " 

"  Well  then,  here,  you  shall  have  a  boxful,"  cried  Kate, 
thrusting  the  box  on  to  Undine's  lap,  and  covering  it 
over  with  her  pinafore.  Take  care  of  them — take  care  of 
them— or  they  '11  all  go  out." 
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Very  carefully  and  slowly  did  Undine  uncover  the  box, 
and  with  a  very  grave  and  inquiring  face  did  she  examine 
it  both  inside  and  out,  in  search  of  the  stars ;  and  then,  in 
one  of  those  freaks  of  change  so  common  to  children,  she 
burst  into  a  gay  laugh,  tossed  the  box  up  like  a  ball,  and 
cried  out,  "  They  Ve  nothing  but  dust — nothing  but 
nasty,  dirty  dust !     There  they  go ! " 

And,  **  There  they  go  !  "  echoed  Kate ;  and  forthwith 
the  children  commenced  a  jumping  and  noise,  which 
quickly  brought  the  nurse  to  the  room,  and  an  order  for 
the  removal  of  the  riotous  little  damsels. 

"  But,  Mamma,"  inquired  Kate,  in  a  grave  whisper,  be- 
fore she  went  away,  **why  does  the  dust  look  so  like 
stars  ?  ** 

"  Because  the  sun  sent  his  light  upon  it,"  answered 
Mamma.  "  Sunshine  is  like  love,  Kate, — it  makes  every- 
thing shine  with  its  own  beauty.  You  and  Undine," 
added  she,  kissing  her  little  girl's  fat  cheek,  "  are  stars  in 
my  eyes,  because  I  see  you  in  the  sunshine  of  love." 

"  But  we  *re  not  '  nothing  but  nasty,  dirty  dust,*  in 
reality,"  observed  Kate,  shaking  her  head  very  knowingly, 
as  she  led  her  little  sister  from  the  room. 

Those  of  my  young  readers  who  have  lived  in  the 
north  of  England,  will  remember  the  fine  old  Christmas 
hymn  that  is  sung  in  that  part  of  the  country.  They 
will  remember  the  many  happy  snowy  Christmas-eves 
on  which  they  went  to  bed,  delighted  at  the  thought 
of  hearing  it  in  the  night;  and  how  a  curious  thrill  of 
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pleasure  came  over  them  when  they  really  were  roused 
from  sleep  by  the  solemn  and  beautiful  sounds  of — 

**  Christians  awake  !  salute  the  happy  morn 
Whereon  the  Saviour  of  mankind  was  bom  ;  " 

— sung  by  the  village  waits,  usually  the  church  singers  of 
the  place.  As  I  think  of  these  things  myself,  I  almost 
hear  the  grand  old  melody;  and  can  just  fancy  some 
little  urchin,  more  hardy  than  the  rest  of  his  companions^ 
creeping  out  of  his  snug  bed  to  peep  behind  the  blind  at 
the  well-known  old  men  and  girls,  all  wrapped  up  in  great 
coats  and  cloaks,  to  protect  them  from  the  stormy  De- 
cember night.  I  can  fancy,  too,  how,  after  feeling  very 
chilly  as  he  stood  at  the  window,  he  would  go  back  to  the 
warm  bed,  and  say  how  cold  the  poor  waits  must  be  I 
and  how,  between  whispering  about  the  waits  and  listen- 
ing to  the  music,  those  children  would  while  away  one  of 
the  happiest  hours  of  merry  Christmas  ;  and  then,  after 
hearing  the  sounds  revive  and  die  away  in  other  more 
distant  parts  of  the  village,  would  drop  asleep  as  easily 
as  tired  labourers  at  night. 

Well !  you  wonder  what  this  Christmas  hymn  has  to  da 
with  my  story  of  Kate  and  Undine  !  Merely  this, — that 
one  of  the  verses  begins  thus, — 

•*  Oh,  may  we  keep  and  ponder  in  our  mind, 
God's  wondrous  love  in  saving  lost  mankind  !  " 

And  this  is  taken  from  a  passage  in  Scripture,  to  which  I 
want  to  call  your  attention — namely,  that  wherein  it  is 
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said  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  that  she  **  kept  and  pondered  in 
her  heart  **  the  wonderful  things  the  shepherds  had  told 
her  of  our  Saviour.  Other  people  talked  about  them, 
and  made  a  fuss  about  them,  and  then  very  likely  forgot 
them  ;  but  Mary  ^^ pondered  them  in  her  heart  *';  a  prac- 
tice which  has,  alas !  gone  sadly  too  much  out  of  fashion  ; 
for  everybody  now-a-days  is  so  busy  either  learning  or 
talking,  that  for  "  pondering  things  in  the  heart "  there 
seems  to  be  neither  time  nor  inclination. 

Nevertheless,  mothers  are  still  more  apt  to  do  it  than 
anybody  else.  Indeed,  they  are  constantly  pondering  in 
their  minds  the  things  that  their  children  say,  or  the 
things  that  people  say  of  them.  Sometimes  they  may 
ponder  foolishly,  but  I  hope  not  often,  especially  if  they 
ponder  in  their  hearts,  and  not  in  their  heads  only. 

Now  the  mother  of  Kate  and  Undine  was  a  great  pon- 
derer; and  as  she  had,  just  then  especially,  nothing  else 
to  do,  you  may  be  sure  how  she  pondered  over  the  pretty 
scene  of  her  two  little  ones  and  the  motes  in  the  sun- 
beam. And  the  dust  did  look  very  like  stars,  she  con- 
fessed to  herself,  as  she  lay  looking  up  at  the  light. 

"  But  how  wise,*'  thought  she,  "  the  sober  Kate  felt  at 
her  own  superior  knowledge  !  how  proud  to  recognise 
dust  for  dust,  even  under  its  most  sunny  aspect !  And 
yet  how  often,  before  life  is  ended,  may  she  not  make 
Undine's  mistake  herself,  and  take  even  dust  for  stars, 
merely  because  the  sun  shines  upon  it ! " 

And  here  the  poor  mamma  uttered  a  short  prayer  that 
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she  might  be  enabled  to  instil  good  principles  into  her 
children's  minds,  that  so  Kate,  and  Undine  too,  might 
know  dust  for  dust  whenever  they  saw  it,  let  the  outward 
world  shine  upon  it  never  so  brightly. 

And  then  she  looked  up  at  the  sunbeam,  as  it  streamed 
across  her  sick-bed,  till  she  thought  it  was  like  so  many 
things,  she  felt  her  head  becoming  quite  confused. 

It  was  like  love,  as  she  had  said,— yes;  but  it  was  like 
cheerfulness — like  good-temper — like  the  Gospel  charity ; 
for  do  not  the  commonest  things  of  life,  and  the  dullest 
duties  of  life,  shine,  star-like,  under  their  rays?  Yes; 
but  it  was  most  of  all  like  '*  the  peace  of  God,  which 
passeth  all  understanding'* ;  for  that  lightens  up  the  dark 
career  of  earthly  existence,  and  leads  the  soul  upward 
along  the  bright  path  of  its  rays,  till  it  reaches  the  ever- 
lasting home  of  light  itself. 

"  Ay,  ay,"  thought  the  mother,  as  she  looked  once 
more :  **  Motes  in  the  sunbeam  as  we  are — miserable  dust 
and  ashes  in  ourselves — the  light  streams  down  upon  us 
and  transfigures  us :  we  follow  the  light  upwards,  and 
become  the  children  of  light  ourselves." 

Her  head  had  indeed  become  confused  amidst  similes 
and  fancies,  and  half-waking  dreams;  but  before  she 
could  think  the  matter  over,  clearly  and  distinctly,  she 
had  fallen  fast  asleep. 
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'*  Patience  and  abnegation  of  self,  and  devotion  to  others — 
This  was  the  lesson  a  life  of  trial  and  sorrow  had  taught  her. 
So  was  her  love  diffused,  but,  like  to  some  odorous  spices, 
Suffered  no  waste  nor  loss,  though  filling  the  air  with  aroma." 

Longfellow's  Evangeline, 

THE  Nightingale  had  a  secret.  His  father  and  grand- 
father had  had  it  before  him,  and  because  they  had 
kept  it,  he  kept  it  too ;  for  they  were  an  old-fashioned 
family,  and  held  respectfully  to  the  customs  of  their 
ancestors. 

"  Where  do  you  go  when  you  leave  off  singing  ?  "  asked 
the  Poets ;  but  the  Nightingale  only  answered  them  by  a 
trill  which  told  nothing  they  could  understand,  and  was 
so  beautiful  they  forgot  to  ask  any  more  questions,  but 
began  to  write  verses  about  it  instead. 

"  What  becomes  of  you  when  you  have  hatched  your 
eggs  and  reared  your  young  ones?**  growled  the  Natur- 
alists. But  the  Nightingale  piped  his  answer  over  their 
heads,  and  that  let  out  no  more  than  the  trill  had  done. 

Yet  he  kept  friendly  with  all  creation,  and  contrived  to 
communicate  with  all.  Indeed,  it  was  generally  thought 
he  came  from  everybody's  country,  for  he  understood  all 
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languages ;  or  rather,  I 

ought  to  say,  himself  sp>oke 

(  '^"V.         . .  the  universal  language  which 

a  1 1    creatures     understand 
*-  withuut  learning. 

Certain  it  is  he  was  a  gen- 
eral favourite,  and  welcome 
wherever   he  went,  as  any- 
one is  sure  to  be  who  knows  the  universal 
language,  and  consequently  can  feel  what  his 
'  neighbour  feels — that  is,  sympathise  with  him. 

Only  in  the  Nightingale's  case  nobody  could  quite  make 
out  whether  they  were  sympathising  with  him  or  he  with 
them.  Not  that  it  mattered  which,  perhaps ;  and  the 
truth  was,  there  was  a  mixture  of  both.  Somehow  or 
other,    when    he   sang  everybody    felt    their  own  hearts 
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touched  ;  and  if  that  is  not  a  proof  he  spoke  the  universal 
language,  there  can  be  no  such  thing  as  a  universal  lan- 
guage in  the  world. 

Accordingly,  when  our  Nightingale  came  out  of  the 
copse,  near  a  magnificent  kitchen-garden,  one  still  mid- 
night, and  perched  on  an  apple-tree  bough  and  sang, 
everything  that  was  alive  and  growing  roused  up  to  listen 
and  converse. 

Now  it  was  a  very  choice  kitchen-garden,  and  there 
were  a  great  many  foreigners  in  it.  Tomatos,  Portugal 
Onions,  French  Marrows  and  Beans,  for  instance ;  Amer- 
ican Cress,  New  Zealand  Spinach,  and  ever  so  many  more 
besides  whose  names  I  can't  remember.  And  as  plants 
are  liable  to  be  homesick,  like  men,  these  occasionally  be- 
wailed themselves,  wished  themselves  back  at  home,  and 
treated  with  silent  contempt  the  common  cabbages,  tur- 
nips, and  even  celery,  who,  as  well  as  the  weeds,  called  the 
garden  their  native  land.  Some  of  the  foreigners  had  be- 
come naturalised,  it  is  true,  by  long  residence,  and  these 
took  the  matter  easier;  among  them  the  Jerusalem  Arti- 
choke and  Potato,  though  the  former  steadily  refused  to 
flower  under  a  sun  so  little  to  be  depended  upon  for  its 
appearance ;  and  the  ancestral  dissatisfaction  at  being 
exiles  still  lingered  in  the  natures  of  both,  and  would 
break  out  from  time  to  time ;  a  fact  which  sufficiently 
accounts  for  the  potato  disease. 

As  to  those  obtained  year  by  year  from  abroad,  of 
course  they  were  aliens  altogether,  and  what  communion 
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could  they  possibly  have  either  with  the  natives,  or  the 
settlers  who  had  been  inhabitants  so  long  that  their  origin 
was  almost  forgotten  ?  At  any  rate  they  had  none,  and 
the  nearest  neighbours  stood  aloft  and  unloving,  as  if 
there  was  no  common  nature  among  them. 

What  wonder,  then,  that  when  the  Nightingale  opened 
his  warbling  in  that  universal  language  of  his,  a  thousand 
voices  saluted  him  with  welcomes  ! 

"  Go  on,  lovely  musician,  dear  friend,  kind  country- 
man !  *'  wept  one  (it  was  the  Portugal  Onion).  "At  last 
I  can  open  my  heart.  Tell  me  more  of  my  own  bright 
land  and  people.  Those  beautiful  gardens,  that  crystal 
river,  the  purple  mountains,  the  glorious  city — I  know 
them  all !  Your  song  transports  me  there  once  more.  It 
is  the  Tagus  I  hear  rushing,  as  it  pours  from  hills  and 
woods  to  water  the  gardens  on  its  banks !  Oh,  waters  of 
comfort  and  refreshment — oh,  gardens  of  delight !  why 
am  I  banished  among  strangers,  insensible  and  dull  of 
heart  ?  " 

"  The  same  sun  by  day,  the  same  moon  by  night,  stars 
watching  above,"  sang  the  Nightingale  in  reply.  "  Foun- 
tains flowing  for  all,  hopes  that  comfort  all,  love  all-em- 
bracing, joy  for  ever  in  store,  one  home  at  last,  ours,  ever 
ours.'* 

Now  this  was  merely  the  end  of  his  song.  What  he 
had  said  besides,  only  his  listeners  can  tell  you. 

"  How  our  country  must  miss  you  !  *'  sighed  another 
(the  Tomato,  who  had  lately  been  planted  out), "  but  how 
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could  you  leave  it  ?  Who  brought  you  away  ?  Shall  you 
ever  go  back  ?  If  you  do,  take  me  with  you.  Back, 
back  to  the  sunny  fields  where  we  grew  together  in 
beauty  by  thousands.  Here  I  feel  I  must  perish  before 
the  sun  has  reddened  my  cheeks,  uncared  for  and 
unknown." 

"  The  same  sun  by  day,  the  same  moon  by  night,  stars 
watching  above,"  sang  the  Nightingale,  as  before. 
"  Clouds  drift  and  pass,  the  blue  heaven  lies  ever  behind. 
Love  wide  as  the  world,  hopes  common  to  all,  joys  shared 
together,  one  home  at  last,  ours,  ever  ours."  But  still  it 
was  only  the  end  of  his  song.  And  just  then  the  moon 
broke  out,  and  looked  down  upon  the  garden  ;  and  stars 
peeped  at  it  too.  And  the  foreigners  whispered  for  once 
in  concert.  **  The  singer  is  right ;  here  is  the  moon  he 
talked  of.  There  is  but  one  garden  then,  after  all.  We 
are  but  moved  to  another  corner.  We  are  not  so  far 
from  home  all  the  time.  These  are  friends  around  us,  of 
course ; "  saying  which  they  took  courage,  and  settled 
down  peacefully  in  their  beds,  prepared  to  work  out  the 
ends  of  their  being  in  comfort. 

And  so  the  French  Beans  and  Marrows  put  in  their 
word,  for  like  the  others  they  heard  the  voice  as  if  from 
their  native  land ;  and  the  Marrow  crept  an  inch  or  two 
further  over  the  hotbed,  saying,  "  I  must  return,  I  must 
return,  this  isolation  is  worse  than  solitude  ! "  and  the 
Bean  got  about  as  much  higher  up  his  pole  for  the  same 
purpose ;  but  when  they  heard  the  conclusion,  "  The  same 
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sun  by  day,  the  same  moon  by  night,*'  etc.,  the  native 
land  seemed  merged  into  a  common  land,  and  the  garden 
felt  a  world  instead  of  a  small  enclosure.  "  Good,  good, 
very  good,"  cried  they  therefore  at  last.  "  If  this  be  true, 
there  is  no  need  to  wander  farther.**  It  was  well  perhaps 
they  came  to  this  conclusion,  for  the  efforts  they  had  begun 
to  make  would  not  have  carried  them  far  on  the  road  to 
India,  or  even  France  ! 

Then  beside  all  the  smaller  plants  (of  whom  I  have 
given  but  an  instance  or  two),  there  were  the  fruit  trees 
just  in  the  same  state.  These  were  settlers,  and  you 
might  have  thought  had  got  used  to  the  country  which 
had  adopted  them.  But  no,  unless  people  were  very  ten- 
der over  them,  and  gave  them  a  warm  wall  and  saved 
their  roots  from  getting  into  ungenial  soil,  they  got  terri- 
bly out  of  sorts,  and  bore  no  fruit.  There  was  the  Peach, 
for  instance ;  his  case  was  a  very  trying  one.  He  could 
trace  back  his  pedigree  to  Persia,  and  probably  thought 
the  Romans  very  presumptuous  forever  transporting  him 
to  Italy ;  and  here  he  was  now,  in  cold,  grey  England. 
And  he  felt  his  whole  being  soften  as  he  listened  to  the 
Nightingale's  song. 

**  It  is  the  country  of  my  ancestors  you  sing  of,**  cried 
he  passionately ;  "  I  must  have  heard  you  before  in 
dreams  !  Sing  on,  Bird  of  the  East !  Sing  on,  friend  of 
the  blushing  rose  gardens  !  You  waft  me  to  Paradise. 
All  is  over  for  me,  so  long  exiled  in  cold  and  darkness. 
Yet  sing  on   of  the  fresh-falling  fountains,  and  suns  that 
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never  go  down,  and  I  shall  go  on  dreaming  the  beautiful 
dream  of  the  past." 

*'  The  same  sun  by  day,  the  same  moon  by  night,  stars 
watching  above,"  trilled  the  Nightingale,  as  usual.  "  Love 
the  ever-fresh  fountain,  love  the  undying  flower,  love  the 
eternal  sunshine,  ours,  ever  ours." 

"  I  am  content,"  sighed  the  Peach-tree,  peacefully,  and 
went  on  blossoming  in  hope. 

It  is  needless  to  go  on.  The  Nightingale  now  took 
flight,  and  the  next  place  he  paused  at  was  a  flower 
garden  skirted  by  elm-trees  and  a  brook. 

Now  within  the  garden  palings  stood  a  cottage-villa 
bleached  white  in  the  rays  of  the  moon.  And  within  the 
villa  at  an  open  window  in  an  upper  chamber  sat  a  young 
lad  almost  as  white.  To-morrow  he  must  leave  the  home  of 
his  childhood,  and  begin  life  in  earnest  for  himself.  To- 
morrow this  room  would  be  his  room  no  more.  His  place 
must  be  far  away  among  strangers. — Dismantled  walls  and 
bookshelves,  ye  can  shed  no  tears,  though  ye  bring  many, 
and  look  down  on  broken  hearts  like  cruel  ghosts  of  the 
past ! — But  the  lad  in  the  upper  chamber  could  not 
weep,  for  hard,  unreasoning  sorrow  stiffened  his  heart. 
"  The  room  is  yours  for  ever  while  we  live,"  his  mother 
had  said  in  vain  an  hour  before.  "  I  shall  put  other  pic- 
tures up  against  you  come  home;  **  the  little  sister  had 
whispered  to  no  purpose  before  she  went  to  bed. 

"  Home,  home ! "  murmured  the  unceasing  sorrow 
within.      **  Thou  hast  a  home  here  no  longer.      When 
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once  thou  gocst  forth,  thou  art  seeking  it  elsewhere — not 
hero.*' 

The  lad  buried  his  face  in  his  hands,  and  groaned 
ah^ud. 

Then  suddenly  the  Nightingale's  song  rang  through 
the  stilK  clear  air:  and  the  young  man  started  to  his 
fc\:t. 

As  of  old,  no  doubt,  and  often  heard,  but  yet  with 
some  new  feeling  now,  fell  the  sounds  on  his  troubled  ear, 
and  ho  was  roused  from  the  lassitude  of  despair, 

*  So,  so,  yes,  so,  I  have  heard  you  before  :  but,  alas ! 
how  often  with  indifference,  and  now  you  torture  my 
brain  I  Vou  toll  mo  of  the  home  I  must  leave,  and  all  the 
happiness  that  is  oyer  for  over.  Who  will  care  for  me  so 
much  again  ?  Vet  \\  ho  will  regret  me  if  they  know  I  am 
well  elsewhere  ?  I  hate  life  and  success — evcrv'thing — 
and  you,  for  you  break  my  heart !  Be  silent,  and  leave 
mo  alone  ! 

Rut  the  Nightingale  sang  on. 

•*  The  same  sun  by  day,  the  same  moon  by  night,  stars 
watching  above ;  love  uniting  all :  grief  fleeting  as  a 
shadow  :  hope  gilding  the  future  :  one  heaven  surround- 
ing :  r.no  homo  at  last." 

Thi>  \\as  hut  the  end  of  the  song  as  usual,  and  the 
young  man  did  not  understand  a  word  of  what  it  meant, 
any  more  than  what  had  hcon  >;iid  before.  But  words  arc 
not  ncccssarx'  to  the  universal  language.  It  makes  itself 
fill,  instead.  And  the  young  man  covered  his  face  n'ith 
hiv  hands  again,  but  now  hu-cnuse  he  had  burst  into  tears. 
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And  if  he  presently  acknowledged  himself  a  fool  for 
despairing,  and  owned  it  was  weak-hearted  to  cling  too 
closely  to  "  beggarly  elements,"  and  then  rose  to  higher 
hopes  and  resolves, — what  right  hast  thou  to  smile,  O 
reader  ?  Well  for  thee  if  thou  hast  no  greater  weaknesses 
to  correct !  Well  for  thee  if  thy  heart  is  still  so  pure  that 
the  sympathies  of  the  lower  creation  can  touch  it ! 

Nor  was  it  to  the  young  lad  only  the  Nightingale  sang. 
The  little  sister  heard  him  as  she  lay  weeping  on  her 
pillow  for  the  brother  who  would  not  be  comforted.  The 
mother,  too,  heard  him  as  she  mused  in  the  night  watches 
over  the  future  of  her  son.  And  the  one  was  soothed, 
she  knew  not  how  or  whence,  and  fell  asleep  before  the 
strain  had  ended,  to  dream  of  guardian  angels  walking 
with  men.  The  other  listened  and  pondered  till  reliance 
and  hope  overruled  fear.  For  this  was  what  was  brought 
to  her  mind  : 

"  So  insignificant,  and  yet  so  gifted ;  so  humble,  and 
yet  so  cared  for ;  our  life  so  secret  from  others,  yet  not 
one  of  us  forgotten  before  God  !  So  ignorant,  yet  teach- 
ing you  this  lesson :  *  How  much  more  are  ye  better  than 
the  fowls,  O  ye  of  little  faith  ?  * 

Remembering  which,  rest  came  to  the  mother  too  ;  but 
whether  it  was  brought  to  her  by  her  own  reflection,  or 
the  song  of  the  bird,  she  did  not  inquire. 

Before  the  cottage  villa  lay  the  Park,  and  within  the 
Park  stood  the  mansion  of  its  owners.  The  young  man 
here  had  no  need  to  go  out  in  the  world  to  battle  for  his 
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fortune,  for  fortune  was  his  inheritance,  and  other  bless- 
ings had  followed.  His  mother  had  never  shed  tears  for 
her  favoured  son,  but — there  was  a  **  but  '*  even  here 
amidst  the  smiles  of  a  boundless  prosperity — the  light  of 
her  physical  eyes  had  gone  from  her.  Having  once  seen 
she  now  saw  no  longer,  and  bitterly  felt  what  she  had 
lost.  Beauty  of  colour,  grace  of  form,  grandeur  of  archi- 
tecture, loveliness  of  earth  in  its  daily  and  yearly  changes, 
from  all  these  she  was  shut  out,  and  more  grievous  still, 
from  the  smile  of  husband  and  child. 

And  it  was  by  her  window  the  Nightingale  sang  next. 
And  as  he  sang,  tears  gathered  in  her  sightless  eyes,  for 
the  past  came  upon  her  in  a  vision.  Her  boy,  as  she  had 
last  beheld  him,  a  ruddy  child. 

*'  So,  even  so,  didst  thou  sing  to  us  in  the  happy  days 
as  yet  undarkened,  thou  messenger  of  the  past.  And  yet 
not  thou,  but  another  like  to  thee." 

"The  same  sun  by  day,  the  same  moon  by  night — 
light  ever  returning.'*  sang  the  bird.  **  Love  restoring 
all  things." 

**  True,  true,"  smiled  the  mother  ;  and  as  the  bird  sang 
on,  pictures — beautiful  pictures — passed  before  her,  not 
only  of  husband  and  ruddy  boy.  as  they  had  been  when 
last  her  eyes  beheld  them,  but  of  what  they  were  now, 
and  what  they  would  be  when  she  should  once  more  look 
upon  them  within  the  golden  gates — pictures  too  of  a 
glory  to  be  revealed  there,  compared  to  which  earthly 
glories  are  poor  shadows  :    and   she   bade   the   bird  sing 
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on,  for,  said  she,  "  More  is  given  even  now  than  is  taken 
away." 

In  another  dwelling  sat  an  aged  servant  over  a  feeble 
expiring  fire.  *'  I  go  out  like  it,**  mused  he  sadly.  When 
lo!  the  Nightingale's  voice  struck  even  his  dull  ear,  and 
aroused  him  to  thought.  But  it  distressed  him.  "  Oh, 
cease,'*  he  cried  :  "  do  not  bring  round  me  the  visions  of 
my  youth — of  those  days  of  power  and  activity,  when  the 
eyes  never  wearied  of  seeing,  nor  the  ear  of  hearing — the 
days  of  aspiring  enjoyment.  Now,  crippled  and  weary, 
useless,  cumbering  the  ground,  leave  me  to  patient  endur- 
ance :  let  me  at  least  forget  the  past.** 

"  The  same  sun  by  day,  the  same  moon  by  night,** 
sang  the  Nightingale.  **  The  past  a  type  of  the  future. 
Life  ever  returning.  Love  the  eternal  renewer."  And 
as  the  song  went  on,  past  and  future  joined  themselves 
together  in  the  old  man's  mind,  the  spring  of  the  second 
youth  flooded  his  soul,  and  patient  endurance  ripened 
into  happy  hope. 

"There  is  no  death  :  what  seems  so  is  transition,** 
murmured  he,  quoting  the  long-loved  line ;  and  then  he 
fell  asleep  and  dreamt  that  the  Nightingale's  song  was 
welcoming  him  into  Paradise. 

And  do  not  fancy  such  thoughts  beyond  his  condition 
in  life.     I  did  not  say  whose  servant  he  was,  remember. 

Now  then,  if  you  want  to  be  a  comfort  to  your  fellow- 
creatures,  learn  the  universal  language. 
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So  alone  can  you  help  forward  the  course  of  that 
mysterious  love  which,  in  spite  of  and  beyond  the  darkest 
dispensations,  rules  the  Universe.  For  the  Word  that 
came  down  from  Heaven,  and  Love,  are  one. 


THE   END. 
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